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December 28, 1889.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



Scene— top of the Tour M'if'eL Tiio — The 'Em of the ISftw Year^ 
Present^ Mr. Punch and Toby. 

Mr. Punch [quoting from his friend the Poet Laureate). 

“ I stood on a tower in tlie wet. 

When the New and the Old Year met.’^ 

Humph! Alfred, yoii were unfortunate in your weather. 
(You are not in your new poem, however — nor is the world.) 
Wonder what tower it was? Not the Tour Eiffel, anyhow. 
(Improvises.) 

Punch stands on a Tower in the night, 

As the Old Year takes its flight ; 

And the star-rays shower like rain 
O’er the City by the Seine ; 

O’er the site of the mighty Show 
That in shadow stretches below, 

Silent, where lately beat 
The tramp of a million feet; 

Still, where a while ago 
Such a tide of life did flow; 

Dark, where Lntetia’s air 
Was gay with her summer glare ; 

Ghostly, where 

Tobias, what are you looking at ? Do you see a ghost ? 

Tohias. Whack-wow- wow ! [C^vuches and quivers. 

Mr. Punch. Toby, Toby, be not alarmed ! 

Come, bear thee like a Sage’s dog, 

And do not droop thy tail! 


By Shakspeare and the Psychical Society, he does see a ghost, though. Who is this, slowly “ materialising,” like a Mahatma, 
before my very eyes ? Spirit of Beaumarchais, Shades of Mozart and Eossisi, I should know that short Spanish jacket, 
that jaunty cap, that jimp figure, that esplegle physioguomy. It is, it must be, mon ami Fe&aro himself. Largo al factotum ! 
Ah ! Jbravo, Figaro ! hravo, bravissimo ! ! ! ^ 

Figaro. None other indeed 1 Well met, in good season and suitable place I The Sage of Fleet Street and the Barber 
of Seville encountering on the top of Paris’s Babel Tower, just before the dawn of the Jour de VAn, is a sight for gods and 
men, — could they see it. 

Mr. Punch. “ Two on a Tower,” as my friend Thomas Hardy might say. Would the witty watchmaker were here 
to make a third. Pierre Augustin Caron, surnamed of Beaumarchais, has never yet perhaps been quite fully appreciated. 

Figaro. Sir, I salute you 1 The compliment to my spiritual progenitor sounds pleasantly in my ears. 

Mr. Punch. Les beaux esprits se rencontrent ? But wits well met surely never foregathered so singularly. Lucian 
and Charles Lamb talking a-lop of Cheops’ Pyramid, what time Memnon awaited the music-stirring sun, might perhaps be 
“ in it ” with this encounter. 

Figaro. You were here before, when the Great Show was at its height, n^est-ce pas ? 

Mr. Punch. Is it not written in the book of the chronicles of the Visit of the Punch Staff to Paris ? Which of course 
you have read ? 

Figaro. Upon the advice of M. Emile Beer— yes. But here we are, higher than even the “ Pavilion du Figaro,” 
“ d 115 metres Y3 centimetres de hauteur:^ And what a panorama is spread before us — to the mind’s eye ! Wider even than 
the Panorama of the Year in your Christmas Number, Mr. Punch. 

Mr. Punch. I perceive that you keep au courant with the best literature and art of the time, friend Figaro. 

Figaro. Else would the Shades be somniferous indeed. Notre Dame still towers Id-bas^ notwithstanding Paul Bert 
and Company. And there stands the simulacrum of that Bastille, the destruction of which Beaumarchais lived long enough 
to witness. “ Tout Paris ” is therein expressed. They say I “ did no little towards preparing the way for the Eevolution,” 
that the Mariage de Figaro effected even more than the Memoires towards bringing contempt upon the “institutions of the 
old regime:* Fitly then was the Pavilion du Figaro perched high on the Tower whose erection was part of the celebration 
of the Centenary of the Year of Revolution. And yet 

Mr. Punch. “ Beaumarchais, in spite of all his wit and energy, was not naturally a revolutionist,” Neither am I. 
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■ ’Tis the “ flies on the cart-wheels ’’ who prate most of Eevolution. Like you, I am “partout superieur aux eveiiements, loue 
par ceux-ci, blame par eeux-la, aidant au bon temps, supportant ^ le mauvais, se moqmnt des soU, bravant les mechants.'’ Yes, 
' “ aidant au. bon temps,'’ hut not turning the world upside down in search of an Utopian Paradise of Fools. 

Figaro. Mr. Pdnch, I also spake of myself as “faisant la barbe a tout le monde.” But even I could not « shave ” you t 

Mre Punch (singing). “ My comb and my razor, 

My lancet they praise, or 
My scissors for trimming stray locks into grace.” 

My dear Figabo, your razor, or lancet, and my baton, should be co-operative, not antagonistic. ** So moqiiant des sots, 
bravant les mediants ! ” There lies our joint function I 
, Figaro, And how do yon fulfil it, Mr. Punch ? 

M)\ Punch, I, the Figaro of Fleet Street ? 

Figaro. That, and much more ! 

Mr. Punch. Graciously said, but truly withal. My instruments are pan-pipes and drum, yours is the guitar. But I am 
Moralist as well as Musician, Sage as well as Shaver, Bard as well as Barber, Warder as well as Wit, — have in fact a whole 
world of varied functions that even the Factotum himself never aimed at fulfilling. As you say, yon scene, stretching far and 
wide from the foot of this Tower, suggests my Panorama of the Past Year ! A scene of Changes and Chances, of Catas- 
trophes and Centenaries, of Revolutions and Royal Flights, of Wandering Princes and Flying Pretenders, of Mighty Reforms 
and Brave Rescues, of Social Upsurgings and Great Strikes, of Big Commissions and Colossal Shows ! As my pointer 
indicates, so my baton should direct. It is a sort of universal wizard-wand, or- cosmopolitan sign-post, conspicuous as this 
Titan Tower, sensitive as the fabled Divining-Rod, unerring as the gnomon on the sun-dial of Old Time himself. Sages, 
Heroes, and Wits gladly accept its guidance, as Fools, Knaves, and Quacks shrinkingly fear its force. vrck, ErFFKL, 

ScANLEY, as well as McDougall, Boulanger, and Barnum, recognise, each in his own way, its influence. Truo as the 
Magnetic Keedle, straight as the tail of Torus, it ‘'rides the whirlwind and directs the storm ” of contemporary events. And 
you, my brave Earlier, would fain know “ how it 's done,” as Dr. Lynn would say. Take, then, what will enlighten you 
on that, and on most other points, as well as move you to honest laughter that is not merely a mask for menacing tears. 
You hastened to laugh lest you should be constrained to weep. I laugh that the world may not weep, but be merry and wise. 
Take, my dear Figaro, what will tell you all about it, and make your New Year happy ! Take, in short, my 
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OUR BILL BOR LONDON IMPROVEMENTS. 

Have we not weather in London nearly equal to that in Paris ? 
Haven’t we nearly as many days of heat without rain during the 
Summer? We advisedly qualify our question with “nearly” 
because we are only about to suggest what could be done with 
“nearly” as many open-air 
refreshment-places. ^ 

1. Restaurants in the 

f ardens on the Thames 
Imbankment. Lower the 
iron railings, so as to give 
a good view of the Thames, 
and let there be central 
entrances, in addition to 
those now existing. These 
Restaurants to be open till 
12 ’30. Yirginia ana other 
fast growing creepers to be 
trained over all the struc- 
turesbelongingto the District 
Railway, 

2. The entire length of the 
Embankment to be lighted 
by electricity. 

3. In future, wherever a 
new Restaurant is to be 
built in Regent Street, Ox- 
ford Street, Shaftesbury 
Avenue, ana so forth, the 
frontage shall not abut the 
pavement, but be so far 
back as to leave plenty of 
space for taking refreshment 
out-of-doors. 

4. That trees be at once 
planted all along Regent 
Street, Portland Place, and 
Oxford Street, and their 
number be increased in the 
new Avenues. 

5. That there be a good 
Restaurant in Kensington 
Gardens, with abundance of 
small tables and chairs,^ and 
ample attendance. Private 
rooms for dinners, &c., and 
a terrace under cover for 
meals al fresco^ at all times 
oftbeday. Open on Sundays. 





a similar scale, to be in Hyde Park, in central situation. Botb these 
to be lighted by the electric light. , , , 

And, having disposed of^ these dinner and luncheon provisions, we 
return once more to provisions for the comfort and safety ox the 
neglected equestrian in London. And we would have it enacted,-— 

1. That Rotten Row, now the most monotonous ride m Europe, be 

extended into Kensington 
i'TjVtI'- v'Av ■ 'n Gardens, with an entrance 
in Bayswater, and that anew 
ride be made from some start- 
ing point near the Powder 
Magazine right away to the 
Marble Arch, 

2. That gravel he laid 
down thichly at. least four 
times every day on the stones 
at the different Park Gates^ 
which are now generally 
slippery and dangerous for 
equestrians, 

3, That the Police guard- 
ing the Oxford Street 
thoroughfare by the Marble 
Arch, always more or less 
slippery, should have strict 
orders to he on the watch 
for equestrians entering or 
leaving the Park, and to at 
once stop ah vehicles, espe- 
cially carts, ^buses and care- 
less hansoms, which cause 
great peril to the life and 
umb of horse and rider. 

WiR th e. E kst Commis- 
sioners of' Works, Georoe 
Ranger, and Mr. Minsnao 
see to this? Or will they 
wait until some fatal acci- 
dent compels their atten- 
tioa? (.SigneH) iSKMCJS, 
Guardian of fhe Public, 

H SJ .'i) S/1'1/ 

^ J Valuable Theatrical 

Work. — ^Ancient Testimony 
to the Antiquity of the 
Benefit System. Read one 
of the most recent additions 
to Bohn’s' Standard Library, 
a work translated by A. 

M.A., entitled 


BaadtopiayatoertamhoTis; KE1TSIN6T0F GAEDENS, as they mioht ahb ouoht to be. Miu ^oh Stew^^ 

6. ArintW Eestatiiajit, «m tabes out Toby, M.P., to enjoy himsbut duehto the Gay Poo Days. ermeea on Benefits. 
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PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARI. 


“A NASTY ONE!” 

OR, “OH, WHAT A StnaPEISE!” 

A Sensational Scene in the Modem Corinthian Ring, 

* * * m * 

A CUBIOTJS incident occurred a few days ago, during 
an evening gathering of Corinthian patrons of the fancy, 
at a celebrated and highly “ select ” Sporting Pub. in the 
neighbourhood of Westminster, kept at present, as those 
“in iiie know” are well aware, by that hospitable and 
high-bred host. Bob Sausbtjet, better known in fistic 
circles as Swell Solly, 

for some time past Solly has taken huge interest 
in a very promising young Pug, in whose pretensions to 
first-class “form” mine host of the “St. Stephen’s 
Arms ” has unshaken belief . The youngster was ‘ ‘ intro- 
duced ” in the first place by old “ Hajeldshell CrPFAnp,” 
commonly called “The Chancellor,” but it was well 
known that young “ Bill Land” had the invaluable 
bactog of that Modem Mendoza, crossed with Gentle- 
man Jackson, favourably known to all prominent Sports 
of the period as “ould” Bob Salisbury. Bill was. 
indeed, commonly spoken of as “Solly’s Novice,” and 
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occasions, been “ taken on ” and put through his facings, 
in a quiet sort of way, with undoubted success, and 
great satisfaction to his chief backer. Bill seemed a 
well-set-u;^, young fellow, as capable of taking gruel 
as of administering it, and was thought to be highly 
popular all round in Corinthian circles. 

As the Transatlantic lute-thxummer puts it, however, 
“things are not what they seem” always, and a secret 
simmering sort of hostility to Solly’s Novice had un- 
questionably been observable (by the acute) among the 
sportive top-sawyers in the habit of assembling at the 
“St. Stephen’s Arms.” Young Bill, was thought by 
some of the tradition-tied old- stagers to be a bit bump- 
tious in his bearing, and disposed rather to ignore some 
of the ancient “ mles of the ring^” and go in for what 
they considered “fiashy” innovations in fistic “ style,” 
which, though taking enough to the groundlings, did 
not meet with the approval of the elder Corinthians. 
Bill, they maintained, was hardly “respectful’’ enough 
to his elders and betters, was inclined to slight the 
claims of seniority and birth, and to go in for a “ cheap ” 
style of milling, which, in the eyes of these blueblooded 
oilers, was also open to the suspicion of being “ nasty.” 

[.Y and “ the Chancellor ” first became fiy to 
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When Solly 


“ The Chancellor ” complained of “belated and unreason- 
able opposition” to the claims of their Novice, whfist 
Solly pointed out the “odium” which might be in- 
curred in the lower fistic world against the Corinthians, 
if the expectations excited by published accounts pf the 
Novice’s promise were disappointed by the action of 
the said Corinthians in snubbing and metaphorically 
“knocking out” the lad who was by many looked upon 
as the coming Champion. 

It was all in vam. The Corinthians had got their 
old backs up, and were by no means disposed to “ back 
down,” even in face of the plaintive appeals of “The 
Chancellor,” or the proud expostulations 6i Solly himself. 

Mine host of “St. Stephen’s” thereupon got rather 
raspy, and standing forward, offered to back his Novice 
against the best man amongst those who thus unex- 
pectedly and tardily denounced him. Young Bill Land 
bore himself manfully, and assumed an attitude of proud 
but modest defiance. Murmurs of approval were heard 
even amongst those whom Bob Salisbury could not 
generally reckon upon as his supporters ; “ The Chan- 
cellor” chuckled, and Solly smiled confidently, when 
suddenly— Oh ! what a surprise I An aged Coriuthian, 
who had, in his day, beerC a^ good ’un with the mawleys, 
but was now decidedly passS^ and went commonly by the 
nmne of “ The Dodderer,” was suddenly seen to “ put up 
his dukes” in a somewhat senile, but still decidedly 
energetic fashion, and lo ! before Solly’s Novice knew 
where he was, he received “ one in the wind ” from “ The 
Dodderer’s” shrivelled but knuckly “right,” which 
fairly doubled him up, and sent him staggermg to his 
second’s knee. 


WHAT THE DANCING MAN HAS COME TO. 

“Not Dancing any more to-night, Fred?” 

“No ; AND, what’s more, I ’ll never put my Foot in this House again 1 
Wh y, I ’VE BEEN Introduced Terse Times!** 

Of course the fat was in the fire at once, and the shindy that ensued was 
startling. “ITiifairl” “Foul blow!!” “ Took him unawares !!! ” shouted 
the Mends of the Novice. “ Go it, ‘Dodderer’ I ” “ Call him a Champion ? ! ! ” 
“ Take him away ! ! I ” counter-yelled the delighted Corinthians. A highly 
respectable old F amily Solicitor who was present, so far lost his usnal sense of 


“Go it, Old Strawberry! Double the young^ duffer up, dear boy! I yVeJii 
show ’em how to pooh, pooh seniority, and violate the good old Conservative 
Rulesof the Corinthian Bing!! !” , 

And “ The Dodderer,” thongh somewhat staggered by the Solicitors slap 
on the back, rubbed his ancient hands together triumphantly, and crowed out 
complacently: — “Ho! ho! ho! Hal ha! ha! He! he! he! I gave him a 
good knock, didnHlt dea r hoys ?” 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Now that the country is luring people from Town, Rural Rambles^ and Our 
Lams and Meadow-paths, both by Mr. H. J. Foley, will have, considerable 
atteaction for that more civil than military personage, the General Reader. These 
little works are usefidly embellished with Maps, showing the road to pastures 
new from Piccadilly, Should the Tourist require mental refreshment, he might 
take with him on his journey Mr. Arthur a’Beckett’s Stone Broke, his latest 
“ story of startling interest.” In Stone Broke, Captain Malwyn (who is 
supposed to write his own history) defers shooting himself through me 
head, in order to complete his shiUingswoxth of autobiography. As the 
narrative is fuR of sensational incidents, the abandonment of the contemplated 
suicide may not only be pardoned, but applauded. Nay, the reader will be qinte 
sorry when Captain Malwyn dies, hnt wiU appreciate the absolute neoesaty for 
his aeath wheu he finds that Mir. A’ Beckett, in S^ne Broke, has got to the last 
sentence of the final chapter. A Babe in Bohemia, by Frank Daioy, must be 
reckoned among the books that had better have been left unwritten, or, if 
written, better left unread. It has no story to speak of, and so I won’t 
speak of it. Baron db Book-Worms. 
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PLAYFUL PROCEEDINGS. 

Macbeth^ late of the 
Lycemn., has gone jway 
I for rest and change of air, 
perhaps to ^ the ^ Moors, 

I thougn this is unlikely, as 
the Moor has come up to 
! the Lyceum. Otello is no 
I ]!i£acb&th, and Macbeth is 
no Moor for the present. 

Mr. Ietotg- is preparing 
i for The Bead Eeartr^'^ 
this weather I had nearly 
written The Bead Heat, 
which promises to he a 
splendid revival.^ It will 
he, indeed, a triumph to 
revive a Lead Heart, and 
make it go again with all 
its former vigour. But 
Hekrt iRVisrH nas felt the 
pulse of the public, ^ and 
knows what to prescrihe. 

Of course, our EmiEN 
will he very much in it— a 
uohle and pathetic pa;rt,n 
I remember it rightly. 
Then Mr. BAisrcROFT is 
also to he revived, not only 
to show us that he cannot 
say “ My art is dead,” hut 
to re-stert him; .and 
he is to he once more the 
“busy B. improving Ms 
sM-ning hour,” will it he 
too much to hope that we 
shall see the dueen B. at 
work again? The“Bemi- 
niscences” of the B.’s are 
all infavour of such a move- 
ment. ‘OnandofE the Stage. 
Exeunt both; thenre-ent^ 

“ ‘ On’ we goes again ! ” 
B a'ra B., whcnn I saw 
looking so well and hand- 
some in a fauteuil roulant 
at the Exposition, having 
grown stouter, is now going 
to play Lena, alternating 
her performances with 
those of Professor Buckie 
' the Moor of Yenice, ^ 
Chaeies 'Wynuhaji is 
‘ going through his reper- 
1 tmre previous to Ms depar 
< ture for America. He airs 


'"THE WOOING O’T!” 

mw Boyd Version. Ddi^ respeafully to tU Eam • 



MEM8. FROM THE NOTE- 
BOOK OF A DISTINGUISHED 
FOREIGNER. 

It is extremely kind that 
the English should honour 
me by convey^ me from 
Gravesend to w estminster 
in a state vessel, called a 
** Pen T. Steam-Boat.” 

H.H.H. the Prince of 
W AXES too on hoard ! How 
shall I show my gratitude 
for Ms courtesy ? He has 
already received an assort- 
ment* of Persian orders. 
Ah, a pleasant thought! 

I win present Mm with Sir 
Leummoio) "Wolef as a 
slave for life ! , 

Last time I was in Eng- 
land I was only curious, 
now I am solely anxious to 
improve my country, and 
develop its resources. To 
carry out this idea, I will 
order the Empire Theatre 
to he removed with^ its 
entire contents from Leices- 
ter Square to Teheran. 

I see that the Rev. 
Hawbis, says I am no 
longer a harharian. This 
is kind of the Rev. Havsths. 
He must he a good, a com- 
— man. I wm 




Dee-side Duff came here to woo, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o ’t ! 

Our dear Louise (whom love calls LOO) 
Ha, ha, the wooing o^t I 
cesses hold their heads fu Mgh, 

But sly McCupid, dancing by, \try ! 
WMspers to Rife, “Take heart, and 
Ha, ha, the wooing o ’t : 

Luff declared, and Duff so pray’d, 

_ * , Ha, ha, the wooing o ’t ! 

tee tor ^erica. Se mrs ^ Royal Maid, 

Bavid Garrick; he pro- Ha, ha, the wooing o ’t I 

duces a comedy by a young — ! — 

hand who shall be name- 


Fife, gude faith, hath lands and “tin, ’ 
I Yet was fortunate to win 


Fair Louise, of Royal kin. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o ’t I 

May fair time and chance betide, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o *t ! 

Fife and Ms sweet Royal Bride. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t I 
See McCupid, fu’ of glee, 

Pipes before them merrily, [times three . 
Punch drinks their health with three 
Ha, ha, the wooing o ’t I 


the usual remuneration- 
twenty hags of diamonds 
a-year and a residence m 
Persia. 

I like Windsor. When 
I was there, there seemed 
to be a large number of 
bullocks. If I had not 
known that Her Majesty 
would have ordered every 
beast in the Royal AgricM- 
tural Show to be slaugh- 
tered, so that I might have 
the tenderest possible mor- 
sel, I should have asked for 
a beef-steak for luncheon.. 

The turtle at the Mansion 
House is excellent— so is 
the Loed Mayoe. I hear 
thatMr.WHixEHEAD ceases 
to he Lord Mayor of Lou- 


^to he Lord Mayor of Lou- 

hand who Shan oe name- nf 1 don in November. After that date I shall appoint Mm Lord Mayor 

^ I of Tehenm. with a xesidoace in my cap ital, 

. ! ’jxruam .yn&a'fn AnnAnAfl. it IS to ulav m a 


Oa^,— SOTO long ago. When he goes to America is. 

theatre not yet built, under the management of Mr. Thm 

combination onght to delight “the Ghumh and Stage Guild W 

still exists), as how could the Theatrioal-Ecolesia^calu^n be better 

tvpided fban hy a theatre und&t an Abbey ? Yonrs truly, i 

^ Pbivate Box {1st Royal Supers and Minors) , 

REYERENDUS REDIVIYUS. 

Is the list of distinguished guests invited to a,^nd the State 
Concert, stood ont all alone in Ms glory the title of “ Tke CnAFEAisr 
OF 'TTT'g Fleet.” No other name : that was quite enough.^ Now, 
conaideriag the Fleet has ceased to exist for many a year, m fact, 
since ’ the jast prisoners of distinction (Mr, Pickwick’ 

Wdkr) were confined within its walls, the office of the Chaplain of 
the Fleet must he literally a sinecure,— for he is a clergymau 
cur©,— and therefore a htting subject for certaiu Parliamentey 
inquirers. One thing is certain, that tMs announcement of me 
presence of so historic a personage attiie State Concert will be regarded 
by Mr. Waltee Bbsaeit and Ms publishers as a first-rate advertise- 
ment for Ms well-kn own novel. 

\ Hpw TO MAKE SaMETHiE'G OUT OF NoTHiKG. — TMs was done 
I when they made a Sheiifi of Eeill. 


WHISPERS FROM WINDSOR. 

Thebe was some complaint made alont the catering at this E^- 
biW British AgricuW. But why ? The 
set the example, was thoroughly _ English C^re, ^ 
“ Saumon i la NorvSgienne,’\“AngutMes en asme aux JM. , 

“ Supremo de Volatile,'’ “FStS 

glaci a laParisUnne.’’ Where ^ ^ P^»Bc 

and “ Le Pouding dTorJ. fere,” where the U Sto^et 
Le Plum-poudinQ'P et “Xe Frovnayede Cheshire ? Puncn 
WM th^ mth the “ Toyrtue Claire" : and ‘ ‘ Punch" was dmhk. 
Of oonise this is not JIfr. Punch, but the ddicwus beverage naanMd 
in his honour. It was real good weather for anyfting l®*" 

■Ettle Eating Boys were on in this’Isoene, having ob^ed leave Ot 
absence in me time of 'W’xbbe, in order to study-me Arte of Peace. 

AmftTip the best bred exhibits at the Great Agricnltaral Show the 
Shool-bred Towd horses were remarkable for their light build and 

best bred thing of all, was the PommOT [M, 
fnmiabRit for H.R.H.’s spedal refreshmmt at lunch (‘ whi^, 
well he deserves it”) which was quite un to the exo^ent 
already displayed hy decoration of the Royal Pavihon. On dit, thal 
Mr. WAUEER Shoolbbed is to he made a Marqnee. 
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A WARNING TO ENTHUSIASTS. 


A Tar Ajbotji tkb Bab,— Qut Mr. Bbieixess JvmoR mites to 
say, that a mistake was made m his description in onr columns last 
week. In spite of the eminence he has attained at the Bar, he has 
not yet become a Q„C., and still is satisfied with chambers in Pump- 
handle Court. "We can only account for his address beiug given in 
that eminently respectable and high-priced locality, “ Grub Court,” 
by the suggestion that it is common knowledge in the profession 


“STJMMAT LIKE A SELL,” 

SuGGESTioirs for utilising the top of Snowdon, which, with the 
“hotel” and various appurtenances were last week put up to 
auction, and knocked down— fancy knocking the top ot Snowdon 
down ! —of course to the TiigTiest bidder, 

1. (By a Philistine Correspondent.)— a really nice hotel 
there, something like the Eigi, Kuhn, orKaltbad, with mountain rail- 
way up from Llanberris. Then one would have a chance of seeing 
the view in something like comfort. 

2. [By Another— only more so.)— Turn it into slate quarries. 
Hang the scenery I 

3. [From a Patriotic Astronomer.)— an Observatory that 
wmHckLickl 

4. (From our own -d^siAo^c.)— Abolish the cairn, and aU other 
disgusting traces of man’s presence. Let any person leaving a 

nger-beer bottle, or carving his initials anywhere about, be flung 
om the Menai Bridge, Begin Welsh Disestablishment by dis- 
establishing the vendors of tea and Bass’s ale in those elevated 
hovels. Let Nature reign supreme (she generally does rain on 
Snowdon)! 

6. Erect an Eiffel Tower on the top. Let us try to give Ben 
Nevis a back seat. 

6, Buy it up as a Public Park for the Nation, 

7, Eeserve it as the meeting-place of the Welsh Parliament — 
when Wales gets one. The event will probably take place when the 
(Druids’) Circle is squared; or perhaps, by squaring the Druids 
themselves, they might consent to do without Home Euie. 


‘ MODUS OPERANDI.^^ 

Covent Garden. — Nothing very startling this week. Friday . — 
Gwd old Trovatory Government night. Mile. ToNi-ScBOuiGER, 
with fine Toni’d organ, is, in every sense, a powerful Leonora. 
Signor LESiEiiMa, half a head shorter than MUe. To]s?i, is an under- 
si^d ^ Manrico : but, like Gaebige, he is six feet high when 
he is in a passion. To-night he only gets up to five feet •ten, Mr. 
Cbottt, as our dear old melodramatic II Conte di Luna, looks the 
“ two-pence coloured” part to the life ; and, when he gets mixed up 
with the bed-curtainea four-post-tented field, he stirs up many 

a touching memory, and there Seasonable anb Fashionable. 

IS scarcely a dry eye (though 
many a dry throat) in the 
House among those who, in 
boyhood’s happy days, de- 
lighted in “Seelt’s scenes 
and characters,” sixpenny 
paint-boxes, and penirorths 
of tinsel. . Should the 
chance be again offered of 
•witnessing the performance a 
ofMr. Ceotty as the Count 
di Lunatico Inquirendo, let w 
no true lover of art miss 
it. “ Please remember the vs^, 

Crot^.” Conductor Raetoeg- ^ 

GEE looks round amiably on - 

the house, to see how it takes 
the announcement in the 
programme, that the manage- 
ment of the E.I.O, has broken 
off with Mitchell of Bond 
Street. Dp to now, “Mit- 
chell’s” has been a powerful . ^ » 

Operatic tradition. No Mjt- ^ (Covent) Garden Paity, 

CHELL, no Opera. But Augustus Deueiolanus Counticoun- 
crLABUTS Peotectoe Legis BBiiA]son:o.as is autocratic. On Friday 
and Saturday both parties were in Court before Mr. Justice Stieiing, 
—{Happy Thought. — k. legal paradox. — ^the Judge always comes first 
into Court, and yet everyone comes hejore him .'] — and in reply to the 
attempt to get his head iuto Chancery, Deueiolanus. Defendant and 
Defiant, exclaimed, “Remember MitoheUstown ! ” The Judge 
observed that Mr. Mitchell seemed to have benefited by his visit to 
Hastings (Q,.C.), and •that he would leave the matter pretty much 
where it was before there was any row at all. 

Her Majesty* 8 Opposition, — Mile. Gabgano was an effective 
Lucia, Pleasant voice, but forces upper notes. Sinbona Ebgabbo 
and Galassi Ashton more emphatic than elegant, but can’t have 
everything. “Minor parts” — which sounds sad as a universal 
expression in an Opera— satisfactorily filled. Acting might be 
better ; stage-management a trifle antediluvian. 

Tuesday, — ^First appearance in this countey of Miss Minnie Ewan. 
Qiuite a New ’un. Voice clear and melodious. Rather nervous at 
first. Very well received. Hot night. The of the weather 





apparent on stage as II Luca, 

Covent Garden,— Pxo this appears, the Shah, in such a state as 
never was, will have visited the Opera, have heard the Melodious 
Medley, our National An'them, and the Persian one as well. He ’s 
Shah to be pleased. 


RIVAL STARS. 




by tue suggestion that it is common knowledge m me proiession 

that he has frequently refused “ silk” on account of his well-known 1 it 05 scow as he arrives, or nearly, Otello [at the LyemnC). “Why doesn’t 
preference for “ stuff, and that an association of ideas would naturally I that the Shah is ahle to hehold the he come to see Ms? Am I not a 


connect “Grub ” wilh food, and “ stuff” with eating. 


whole Empire at one Private View. man and a brother ? 







AN AFFECTING MEETING.. 

. Nase-ed-Dht soliloquises 
Ah ! tHs is the land where men hustle and hurtle, 

And e’en at their feeds seem to race against Time ; 

But ’tis also the place where the Love oi the Turtle 
Makes crowding endurable, hurry sublime. 

I know the. spot, I have tasted the vnne. 

To see the Madeira once more richly shine 

In the slender-stemmed glasses, and sniff its perfume. 

More sweet than big gardens of G*ul in full bloom, i 
Is worth travelling far, though the Briton ’s a brute, 

And the voice of (fiplomacy never is mute ; 

And the tints of the towns, and the hues of the sky, 

With mud-lakes and bitumen-filled valleys might vie. 

SiBl the vir^s are fresh, and the dishes are fine, 

And as for ttieir thick Turtle-soup, ’tis divine ! 

’Tis the land of the West, uncaressed by the Sun, 

But no doubt, as before, I shall have some good fun. 

Ah ! ’tis sixteen long years since I bade it farewell, 

* * _ * * ^ i 

Yes, once more I am here ; so ^s that sly Western WoLry ! 
’Twist the present and past there ’s a tidy wide gulf. 

If a Diary once more the Shah deigns to pen, 

Some contrasts will show twixt the Now and the Then. 

Yet at bottom the whole situation ’s the same ; 

There’s small change in my fix, or the Giaour’s sly game. 
A cordial reception ? A warm welcome ? Bah ! 

Do they think they see green in the eyes of the Shah I 

* * * * * 

At Gravesend— detestable name I — I was met 
By Princes and Dukes — the old mutton-faced set, 

Bather grizzled perhaps, some gone shiny-topped. Ah I 
Time will not even spare a sublime Shabinshan I 
But no matter ! Whilst bowstrings and hair-dyes abound 
I shall weU hold my own— on my own Persian ground. 


Here ? WeU, we shaU see, Wales grows portly of port, 

But an affable Prince, and not half a bad sort ; 

And were he rotund as a Boyal rum-puncheon, 

At least he knows how to preside at a luncheon. 

Every step made me think of my previous stay ; 

At Westminster Stairs I felt well on my way, 

Eor the old showy round, troops, feeds, female fal-lals, lace. 
Grand dames, guards of honour, and Buckingham Palace. 
Garden parties will follow, and races, and bores 
That the Giaours call Concerts ; a Shahinshah snores 
Through those horrid infiictions the best way he can. 

Crysteil Palace, of course ; and I think they ’ve a 'plan 
To take me to Hatfield ; the prospect much irks ; 

Then Birmingham shows and those big Forth Bridge works. 
Which the Infidels make such a brag of, no doubt. 

Will “astonish the Shah”— or, at least, tire him out ! 

* m * * * * 

However, to-day to the City I turn ; 

To the Mansion House Banquet my bosom doth’yeo.rn. 

The great Cmc Turtle and 1 are old friends. 

Ah I “ doth not a meeting like this make amends ” 

For the infinite boredom and insolent fuss ? 

Dear Turtle ! I knew you would welcome me thus ! 

What ! affected to tears. Turtle ? Come to my arms ! 

My long long lost friend, how sublime are your charms ! 

Come ! keep up your pecker, and tip us your fin. 

For I love you, old boy— and I long to begin ! 

\_Left embracing. 


Mbs. R’s Woetht, Sitccessoe.— A City Magnate, Mr. Deputy 
Mtjdllewick (brother-in-law of our dear old Mrs. R.), inan after- 
dinner speech on the occasion of the opening of some large building, 
complimented the architect on “ the zeal and acidity he had shown 
durmg the progress of the work,” The Reporters present, however, 
generously translated it into “ assiduity,” which probably was what 
Qie Deputy meant. We shall keep our eye on Deputy Muddle- 
wick, 












AT THE ALBERT HALL. 

“ A means of putting the stall-holders and their 
associates and assistants en k'idence, and gratifying 
the fashionable passion for notoriety .’’ — The World, 

Heiie we are all keeping shop ; 

Come and spend the nimhle shilling. 

Yon can lonnge, and flirt, and stop, 

For, like Barkis, we are willing. 

If with wonderment yon see ^ 

Ladies in this strange position ; 

Like the goods we ’re selling, we 
Axe of conrse on exhibition. 

I “We stand here the livelong day, 

’Aeey comes with qneer grimaces. 

And, in his familiar way. 

Criticises limbs and faces. 

Then the papers, too, report 
All the details of onr dresses ; 

Whether frocks were long or short, 

And the colonr of onr tresses. 

“ Standing here like dolls on view. 

We of conrse do hear the oddest 

Things, and, to be strictly true, 

Hnch that ’s neither nice nor modest. 

Bnt, what matter ? Let the prnde 
Frown disdain npon onr capers ; 

Thongh the pnshing crowd be mde, 
We’ve onr names in all the papers.” 

Lo I the cads may gape and stare, 
Leering at yon o’er the shonlder, 

Maids and Matrons, we declare 
That it sickens each beholder. 

Never, in the far-off days, 

Conld we see this shamefol minute ; 

Notoriely ’b yonx exaze, 

And these wanton antics win it. 


AN EGYPTIAN FIND. 

Dear Mr. Puis-ch^ 

I FEAR this IS rather an ambiguous 
title, and might cast unjust reflections on the 
Egyptians. “ Find ” means a discovery— not 
that a son of Khem has been amerced by the 
Magistrate. However, this is wbat I nave 
discovered in a copper cylinder in a hidden 
chamber in a forgotten pyramid in a sanded- 
np desert. It is a fragment of a dialogue, 
and runs as follows ; — 

“Isis, Six?” 

“ Yes ; and Osiris, i£ you have any.” 

“ Yery sorry, Sir ; Osiris is off,” 

“ Waiter, a papyrus roll.” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“And butter.” 

“ D’reo’ly, Sir.” 

“ And a Lybian dessert to foUow.” 

Here, unfortunately, the fragment ends, 
though I can just decipher something which 
looks like Cigarcoffagns. ^ The fragment is 
apparently from a familiar work, either of 
the great Mur-Ha, or of the Ta-Bel Dotar- 
Dirs, of the so-called Three- and- sixpenny 
Dynasty. I found it myself in the Kaf-f eh 
Restaur -On Chamber of the Pyramid of 
Chops, near Cowey Steaks, on the Pelasgic 
branch of the Nile. It has ^iven me six 
months’ work, and the translation of it has 
nearly killed me; but it will, like Mr. 
Rider Haogard’s Cleopatra MS., drive every 
Egyptologist in Europe mad with envy. 

Yours, severely, 

The Yen. Thohas, a.T., I.O.U., &c. 
Knippin Courts BU NeoU* 

Mjss-gxjided Folks mr Paris.— E vidently 


TO A EISING STAR. 

As you twinkle, Shahustshar 1 
And the mob asks who you are. 

Won’t some keen folks wonder why 
We thus set you up ou high, 

Bring you up the river way, 

Make a pageant of your stay ? 

Won’t they ask, when you appear, 
Why the crowd begins to cheer ? 

Why the troops have lined the street ? 
Why the guns your presence ^reet ? 
Why the Prince sits by your side ? 

. T^y you down to Windsor ride ? 

Why fine people round you press 
“ By request ” in Courtier’s dress ? 
Why great nobles of the land 
Welcome you with outstretched hand ? 
Why all this ? What have yon done ? 
Is it, with a sense of fun, 

That e’en yet the story lingers 
Of your eating with your fingeis ? 
Throwing hones beneath the table ? 
Making of your room a stable ? 
Stopping your imperial train ? 

By your coming, do we gain ? 

Can you give a quid pro gwo f 


Garnished up with show and state ? 

Is it, that we think 0 Shah ! 

You ’ll to Russia prove a bar, 

And that your barbaric nous. 

P’raps may serve the British House ? 

Well I we only loiow you ’re here ! 

But what makes us shout and cheer — ! 

That ’s a thing, without a doubt, 

That no fellow can make out ! 

jA Tour Eiffel {let Landing).— Bncore 


«.per,onaUy conducted ty “Lady 
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A FALSE NOTE EEOM HENLEY. 

BegaUa Week^ 1889.— It is satisfactory to be able to 
state that the arrangements of the Thames Conservancy 
this year are admirable ; but it must be well understood 
that I make this statement on my own personal responsi- 
bility. I may add, that nothing could have been more 
delightful than the original idea of the Authorities, to 
ballot for stations on the river. If this had been carried 
out, no doubt many persons who let out house-boats 
would have reaped a golden harvest, to the anger of 
those old owners who year after year have taken an 
infinify of trouble to secure a “ coin of Vantage” beside 
the river^s bank. Well, it would have been a fair 
exchange, hire for ire ! However, the Conservators at 
the last moment reverted to the old custom of first come 
first served. And is everybody satisfied? Well, I will 
not go as far as that ; but I can, at any rate, say that 
Jam ! 

For Henley is certainly delightful. Ko trouble about 
the steam-launches, which, of course, are not allowed to 
come so near the “ river residences ” that illumination is 
an impossibility— oh, no, nothing of that sort allowed thk 
year. And I make the satisfactory announcement on my 
own personal authority ! 

And are the people on the banks satisfied? Well, I 
say so. It is an open secret that the landowners are 
only too pleased to have as many house-boats as possible 
in fcont of their grounds. They revel in the view of awn- 
ings and kitchen funnels. Who says so ? Why, I do. 

And you may ask me for my signature. You may 
wish to learn who is so satisfied with Henley and its sur- 
roundings. You may like to find out the name of the 
enthusiast who considers the Thames Conservators the 
best possible Conservators, the owners of the Thames 
house-boats the best possible persons, the riparian land- 
holders the most unselfish of proprietors ? This curiosity 
is easily satisfied. So I append my signature. In 
guarantee of my satisfaction, content, and delight, I 
sign my name. Who then is satisfied with this year’s 
arrangements at Henley ? Why, Hobopt ! 

The SelU^ Zong^how JReach^ near Senley^ 



Henley Regatta.— Here Rowing-men have a row- 
locking lime of it. And we hope that the weather will be 
what the French call ** Boat temps, 


Judge {testily, to persistent Junior), “Sir, ip you don’t know howto behave 
AS A Gentleman in Court, I can’t Teach you i ” 

Junior {pointedly). Quite so, my Lud, quite so ! ” {Proceeds. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, June 24. — ^Business still hopping 
along by leaps and bounds. Board of Agriculture Bill on for Com- 
mittee as first Order for to-day. Pajjer bristling with Amendments. 
Heneage drawn up whole pages, chiefly designed to do away with 
proposed Board, leaving only the Minister. 

We hear,” he said, “ from time to time, a good deal about 
boarding-out principle in connection with pauper chiliren. Let us 
apply it by putting this Board out.” 

Ojp Morality, who has personal charge of BiU, came to front ; 
carried everything before him with usual irresistible skill and force. 
Explained to Heneage that whilst Board must be 
retained, it should have no power or authority ; 
practically no existence; sort of phantom appanage, 

“Keither the Minister, nor the House, nortiie 
coun^,” he added, “ will ever be bored by it, 
jN'othing,” he continued, in his winning manner, 

“would give me more sincere pleasure than to 
meet the views of my Right Hon. friend, whose 
acquaintance vrith all that relates to Agriculture 
is extensive and peculiar. But though we do not 
propose to invest the Board with any power, or, 
indeed, with any reality, we feel it necess^ to 
ask the House to pass the Bill as it stands. Wiat 
I would suggest to my Eight Hon. friend is, that, 
having been at the trouble to draft these numerous, 
important, and singularly interesting Amendments, 
he should imagine Ike House has accepted them, 
and that they have been incorporated in the Bill. 

That done, we wiU pass the BiU as it stands, and 
ever one will be satisfied. I venture with some 
diffidence, though I may say with great confidence, 
to recommend this suggestion to my Right Hon. 
friend.” 

Heneage jumped at idea ; imagined his Amend- 


ments were accepted and incorporated in the BUI, and so it passed 
through Committee. AU over in less than half an hour. 

“ That’s what I call genius,” said Puleston, admiringly. “ Talk 
about your Palmerstons, your Dizzies, and your Gladstones lead- 
ing the House of Commons ; was ever anything done like this ? By 
sheer urbanity, combined with perfect knowledge of human nature, 
Old Morautt gets through a critical stage of a BiU which certainly 
would, in other hands, have occupied the House through a long 
sitting.” 

Way thus marveUously cleared, Baleour got on early with Bann 
Drainage BUls. Position of Irish Members embairassing. Bill and 
kindred measures proposed to endow Ireland with large sums of 
money at expense of British tax-payer. The money desirable ; but 
absolutely necessary to oppose any measure brought 
in by Badpour. At same time, while opposmg 
BiU, must be careful it was not lost. Accordingly, 
Irish Members refrained from moving hostile 
Amendment. Storey obliged with one, and Joseph 
Gillis stipulated that he should fight BiU tooth 
and naU. 

“I’m only a little one,” he pleaded, “and no 
harm wiU be done.” As for the general view of 
Irish Members, it was eloquently expressed by The 
O’Hanlan. 

“ We Irishmen,” said he, scowling black brows 
on Balfour, who lay languorous on Treasniy 
Bench, much enjoying comical situation, “wiU 
take all the money you offer us ; but, Sir, we wUl 
take it under protest ! ” 

Business done. — Board of Agriculture BiU 
through Committee. 

Tuesday . — “I don’t know which is the more 
grateful and comforting,” said Old Moralhy, 
reflectively, as he listened to Debate on Swiss 
Labour Conference. Was thinking about Bau- 
mann and Darling (Charlie the particular 
Pleasant Puleston. Darling he had in mind, not Moie Tod Sior- 
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aiOTrxH, of Ediuburgli and St. Andrew’s University). These two 
eminent yonng men, whilst not monlting a feather of personal 
friendship, had differed in opinion as to conduct of Mahkiss. 
Mabkiss, replying to invitation to send Delegate to Berne 
Conference, had made certain stipulations limiting range of 
discussion. Battmaith’ disapproved this course ; regarded it 
with grave displeasure ; even seconded hostile Amendment 
which CxnsriirGBLAME-GrEAHAM: moved. Dabung (C. J. , not yet 
L. C. J.), on contrary, was able to regard policy of Maukis 
with almost unqualified approval. Not absolutely unqualified , 
that too much to expect ; but enough to sustain Mabxiss, and 
prevent complications certain to arise from resignation at 
present crisis. 

BAUMAinsr declared for largest, 
fullest, illimitable range of dis- 
cussion. “ If,” he said, fixing 
significant glance on CoTJUixEr, 

“ there are any reasonable number 
of people in this country who 
doubt lie rotundity of the earth, 

I will discuss the matter with 
them.” Nothing could be hand- 
somer. House felt this; uncom- 
promising supporters of the Go- 
vernment, though outraged at 
thisrevoltin Peckham, murmured 
applause. 

DABXiirG, on contrary, insisted 
that the worst the Markiss had 
done, was to exclude from 
consideration two matters not 
mentioned in the programme. 

Perhaps if the Markiss had con- 
sulted some of his supporters, the 
phrasing of his objection might 
have been happier. But that was 
nothing. Dabxikg- (C. J.) stood 
by Her Majesty’s Government, 
and Old Morality heaved sigh 
of relief. ‘ ‘Wonderful young men ! ” he said. ‘ ‘ Happy the Govern- 
ment that numbers in its ranks two such brilliant coruscations— if 
I may say so— of humanity.” 

Business done* — Government saved from Vote of Censure. 

Wednesday*— In. Committee on Prevention of Cruelty to Children 
Bid. Tough fight over Attorney-Grneral’s Amendment to omit 
from Bin words prohibiting employment of Children under ten in 
theatres. Mptspella, in charge of Bill, accepts Amendment. Dick 
Temple, Sam Smith, and other superlativmy good people, object. 
Amendment defeated by 120 votes to 80. 

“ No^Fairies for we,’’ said Temple — “ I ’U have none of ’em.” 

Home Secretary sits on Treasury Bench pleased, 
watchful and alert. Ministerial life for Tiityi has been almost un- 
broken series of reproaches. 
When anything has gone 
wrong in London, the cry has 
always gone up, Cherchez le 
Home Secretary!” When 
found he has been made a 
note of in most’ disturbing 
style. Now Stuart, with ill- 
advised enthusiasm, gives 
him opportunity to appear in 
the n^t at least for once. 
Seems that yesterday it oc- 
curred to directors of ‘ Salva- 
tion Army ” that it would he 
excellent advertisement to 
march with flags flying, 
drums heating and thousands 
shouting^ along Strand to 
Exeter Hall. Announced in- 
tention to Commissioner of 
Police; Commissioner pointed 
out public inconvenience; po- 
litely suggested that ‘ ‘ Arm^ ’ 
should proceed along Em- 
bankment ; “ Army ” de- 

oltned, for very good reason. 
Never saw a stream of sand- 
wich-board men parading 


put hors de combat* Stuart wants to know, how’s this ? Cunikg- 
hame-Graham adds indignant inquiry; Howell and Howlahds, 
jealous for their own preserves, drop in a few words. Then 

Matthews rises to explain ; ven- 
tures to hint that Strand not 
made exclusively for “Salvation 
Army ; ” that there are a few 
million people in London who ! 
have right to expect that puhlie 
thoroughfares he kept open for 
them to go about their business. 
Added that every courtesy was 
shown to the directors of the 
troupe, audit was only when they 
insisted upon storming the Strand 
that the police closed up their 
ranks. Home Secretary defend- 
ing police on charge of inter- 
ference with liberty of subject 
hailed with unwonted cheering 
from both sides. 

^ Business done* — Scotch Univer- 
sity Bill in Committee. 

Friday*— Axmmm. in Lords ; 
Scotch University in Commons; 
dulness everywhere. Met in 
X- corridor Pembroke, that Eiffel 
'V \ \ Tower of House of Lords. “ Seen 
this controversy about who ’s 
‘W. H.?’” he said-“SHAK- 
speare’s Mr. W. H., ‘the OnHe 
Begetter of these insuing Son- 
nets ’? Some people thought it 
was settled long ago; fixed on 
my forebear William Herbert, 
first Earl of Pembroke. Now 
Osc.vR Wilde says it ’s Mr. 
William Hews. All nonsense, 
Toby. You and I know better 


“tNo Fairies for me ! I ’ll have none of ’em I ” 



The Secretary, for Once at Home^ 



than that. Shakspeare a man not for an age hut for all time ; saw 
everything and everybody centuries ahead. ‘ Who ’s Mr. W. H. ? ’ 
Why it ’s Smith ! ’ ’ And Pembroke lifted his tall head and laughed. 
Business done* — Yery little. 


PLAY-TIME. 

At the Opera Comique* — Flace aux Dames Two new pieces 
by Lady-Dramatists. Better to be a Lady- Authoress than an ^der- 
woman or Countess-Councilloress, To the Rescue, by Mrs. Greet, was, 
as our friend Wagstape observed, ‘ ‘ warmly greeted.” Our Flat, by 
Mrs. Musgrave is a capital farcical comedy, excellently well played. 
There is not a 
weak point in the 
entire hiU. Mi 
Fakky Brough, 
as a young lady 
who meets poverty 
with a hold front, 
and turns domes- 
tic distress into 
food for laughter, 
would have been 
the life and soul 
of the piece, were 
it not that her 
colleagues, Misses 
May Whitty, 

Ankle Goward, 

Laura Sedge- 
wick, and Enld 

Leslie, are. lives ^ 

and souls also. Sliarp Practice in Our Flat . A fall in stage props. 

Ed’ouih- provokes tears of laughter at every turn. And 
as Miss Brough is supported by the ladies, so is Mr. Edouik by the 
gentlemen, for one and all give completeness to the tout ensemble* 
Mr. NAHjTBY IS good, Mr. Chas. S. Fawcett is better, and Mr. 
Lio]^l RiaKOLD IS best. The scene in which admirable substitutes 
lor drawing-room lumiture are found in tubs, barrels, and egg- 
wxes^ covered with shawls, fairly brought down the house. Bravo, 
Mr. Edouin I You ’re sharp to produce Our F%at* 

Much TO BE ^ied in this Weather.— “ The Standing Com- 
mttees. Wont anybody provide them with seats? The name of 
Chaori^ is a misnomer if he has also to stand. If he is seated, he 
naa better stand them chairs all round, — and cool drinks as well* 
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and in that capaeiiy once Tetnined thanks for Ms Illustrions Chief 
and the Best of the Royal Pamily), shall only have £1500 for the 
present. Mr. Davies promptly, as an “ amendment,” moves that 
£1500 a year is ample. “Mister” Rosebeet suggested that “the 
Pride of Mill Hill and Rickmansworth ” (as I think we may fairly 
call Mr. Davies, as he was educated in those sparkling localises) has 
not moved an amendment, but only used an adjective. Then Mr. 
Hobsley, to set things right as a civil, a very civil, engineer, pro- 
poses that the salary of the ci-devant representative of the Prince of 
Wales and the Rest of the Royal Family shaU. have £2000 a-year. 

Upon tMs we have a real treat. The Patriot Bttbns— whose sweet, 
gentte voice, and nice ear for the use of the aspirate is a joy for ever — 
interposes in his customary winning manner. It is pleasant to see 
Mm as he stands addressing the Mister, with Ms bright aristocratic 
face, Ms commanding stature, Ms well-fitting clothes, and Ms spot- 
less linen. Of course. Tie objects to Sir Petbe receiving more than 
£1500 a-year, for the Patriot is an economist, and in Ms opinion, the 
learned^ gentleman indicated is already receiving a salary out of 
proportion with the services rendered. Moreover, the kindly Builn’S 
mildly intimates that he considers that some of the sentences lately j 
passed hy Sir Petee are “simply disreputable.” Called upon to ! 
withdraw the expression as inappropriate, the Patriot, with the fine : 
feeling for wMoh he is justly celebrated, substitutes “ disgraceful ” 
for “disreputable.” Then the storm continnes, until “Mister” 
Rosebeey feels it incuruhent to inform “ the Pride of Mill Hill and 
Rickmansworth ” that something or other he has said is immaterial, 
and to tell Mr. Davies that he cannot withdraw Ms Amendment 
without the consent of the Council. Then we have the Closure, and 
a Division of 73 votes to 7. 

But our troubles are not yet finished. We are treated to a long 
wrangle over a report of the Corporate Property Committee, wMcb 
keeps the Council hard at work nntil eight o'clock. When the 


Chairman at length vacates his seat, I cannot help tMnking that he 
must regret Ms acceptance of ofdce. For when all is said and done, 
the Earl of Rosebeey is a gentleman and a scholar, and holds 
Cabinet rank as a Statesman. Surely someone else of less distinc- 


tion would do equally weR to preside over such wortMes as the 
Paiaiot Buses, “the Pride of Mill HiH,” and the rest of them ! 


“ Have I the Shah 1 Yes, I have. Don’t I look like it ? ” 
[He had been in the ugly rush jv^t 'before the ShaNs landing at West- 
minste r, July 1. 

COTJNTY-COXJNOILDOM. 

[Frwi fhe Nota-Boolc of Mr, Funch's Young Man,) 

July 2, 1889.— Once more in the Guildhall ante-room, where our 
attention is distracted hy the preparations for the reception of the 
Shah that are going on hard hy. Possibly “Mister” RosEBEEY is 
reminded by the hammerings and red-clothings that “His Imperial 
Majesty” (save the mark!) is a nuisance. But he puts it nicely. 
Says “ Mister ” Rosebeey says he, “A great potentate came to this 
country, and he was welcomed in the City. A route was selected 
wMch was naturally the best for him to traverse, but the guardians 
of the route were not merely not consulted as to whether the route 
"was convenient for them, hut they had not a m^, except the door- 
keepers in their office, whom they could appoint to protect their 

^^It is^Srtunate that the attention of these rather venerable officials 
are engaged in telling members of the Press the way to the seats 
reserved for them, and keeping an eye npon the hats, coats, and 
umbrellas, while the Mister of Rosebeey says tMs. I fancy that 
were the door-keepers to learn that there was a prospect of their being 
called upon to keep the ground for the Shah, that resignation would 
he the order of the day. By the way that bright and intelligent 
Knight of the Italian Crown, How abb Vincent, is strangely suent. 
Surely after Ms success at tiie Fire Brigade Parade he might have 
claimed as a right to look after the trees and the people at the^ head 
(more or less), of the dueen's Westminster Volunteers. If he is^ not 
to be ^sted on an occasion such as tMs, what possible good can it be 
to l^TTYi to be the author of so erudite a volume as JElementary Military 
Geography 9 Bytiiewayl have not read the deeply interesting 
work myself, hut from what I know of the writer am convinced that 
the title he has given Ms hook must be fuUy jusMedby the contents. 
Ho doubt the Knight of the Crown of Italy’s military geography is 
vei^ elementary. 

But tMs is only preliminary to the real work of the meeting.^ Sir 
John Lubbock brings up the report of the Standing Committee, 
recommending that Sir P. Eblin, d,C., (who, during the Jubilee 
Year, was Deputy and Treasurer to H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, 


BEDDED OUT. 

{A' future Fossibility-^we hope,) 

Did you say that it was the County Council that has established 
all these dehoious little ferny grottoes and pretty eafe$ the whole 
length of the Embankment ? 

Dear me ! The Seven Dials seems to have disapj^ared, and in its 
place here is a public garden with a statue of Lord Rosebeey, and a 
refreshing fountain in it ! 

Why, St. Martin’s Lane is no longer a narrow and grimly depress- 
ing thoroughfare, now that the houses have been set back and trees 
planted at intervals down the street. 

As for Trafalgar Square, the Democrat who would try to hold a 
public meeting there now, and thereby spoil the lovely turf and 
exquisite beds of flowers, would indeed be a hopeless Vandal. 

Since prizes were gdven to any ratepayer who distinguished himself 
by the floral decoration of Ms windows and balconies, London has 
become a sort of Florist’s Paradise and Horticultural Eden. 

How that flowers and trees are planted in every available comer 
and street and alley of the Metropolis, and the smoke demon has been 


finally put down, ailing country oMldren are baMtuaUy sent up to Town 
to recover their nealth in its pure and invigorating atmosphere, 

HOPELESS. 

HEAET-sick at the shindy, absurd and horrific, ^ 

That’s raised by our partisan gabies and babies, 

Funch longs for a Pasteue who ’d find a specific 
To stamp out political rabies 1 
But in politics more than in science, ’tis sure, 

You would ne’er make the duffers believe in the cure. 

PLAY-TIME. 

Thebe are exceptions to every rule, and the Matinee on Jiily 3, at 
the Strand Thealxe, was one of these exceptions. Morning per- 
formances are usually the dullest of functions, but the occasion 
referred to was absolutely pleasing. There were two new pieces, 
Christopher’s Honeymoon and Bravado^ both fairly amusing. In 
the first Mrs. T. E. Shale (who, by the way, adapted the second very 


programme, and the satisfactory time at which the performances 
were brought to a close, the MatinSe might have been aptly described 
as “ Smale and Early.’’ 


VOIra KCVUt 


0 
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NOT IN THE NEWSPAPBES; 

Ofi Whd OUT lUmtrious Guest saw in Bacterial Billingsgate^ 


and wmding way with much difficulty amidst the chaos 
of vehicles of all sorts, from a railway van to a coster ^s 
harrow, which cumbered all the approaches to what Mr. 
J. Laueencb Hamilton, M.R.C.S., has not inappro- 
priately termed Bacterial Billingsgate. Despite their 
elaborate mufti, consisting in each case of a waterproof, 
a son’ -wester, and wooden-soled shoes, the discriminating 
eye might have detected the Sage of Meet Street and 
the Star of Ispahan. 

The latter Sipped up over a slimy and malodorous pool 
on the mnch-cracked pavement of the market, the jerk 
arresting an obvious yawn which had begun to distort 
the swarthy symmetry of the royal features. 

“ It is early,” he muttered, apologetically. 

“An Oriental Luminary should, tike the sun, rise 
early,” said his companion, sententiously. 

“My gorge rises, anyhow, and readily enough,” 
re^onded the Star, sniffing distastefully. 

“Ah! Civic Banquets and florally decorated theatres 
are all very well in their way,” remarked the Sage. 
“But this scene is more really characteristic of our 
sea- washed Isle, and one of its great staples.” 

“ Jjf it?” snapped the Star. “ Weiljit looks very 
dirty, and it smells very nasty . Bismillah What is that ? ’ ’ 

“ Only the tail of a half -frozen cod-fish. I hope it 
has not damaged the royal eye.” 

“But why,” asked the Star, “do these dirtily-draped 
hordes of burden-bearers dart about in every direction 
m this distracting way ? And why do those others, at 
intervals, howl so distressingly ? And why do those 


wny are tne noors ime muaay pools, ana tne slabs UKe 
reeking gutters ? And why is there so little suggestive 
of the ^ sea and so much suggestive of a sewer ? And 
why is it impossible to stand,* or move, anywhere without 
getting wet-footed, and dust-besprinkled, and scale- 
covered, and permeated with the peculiar foetid odour 
which pervades the whole place ? ” 

“These questions, and others which suggest them- 
selves,” replied the Sa^e, “ can only be answered in one 
way. It is because this is Billingsgate— in other words 
the most inadequate and ill-arranged fish-market which 
ever disgraced a ^reat—^no, I beg pardon, a hig city.” 

“ Well, even with this waterproof on I am getting as 
damp as the fish, and as dirty as the ice in which it is 
packed. But it is wonderful how these hosts of rapidly 
moving, hard-working, but singularly hideous fish- 
porters contrive to dash about with their ton-heavy 
burdens of boxes, bags, and barrels without colliding.” 

“ It is a skill akin to legerdemain only to be acquired by 
practice in these narrow and crowded precincts,” said 
the Sage. 

“ But whg narrow, and crowded? ” 

“With a view apparently to ttie discomfort of both 


vendors and purchasers, and to the spoiling of the com- 
modity they deal in,” was the answer. 

“ But that— as your EucM says,— is absurd.? objected 
the Star. 

‘ ‘ Q/Uite so. Billingsgate is the reductio ad absurdum of 
a Metropolitan Pish Market. It has— as Mr. Latjhence- 
Hamilton says, a Thames frontage of 160 feet instead of 
some 2000. Its land approaches are cramped and cir- 
cuitous. To load, unload, store, preserve, sell, and dis- 
tribute the fi^ are all equally difficult. Its internal 
construction is fortuitous and conducive to filthiness. 
Everything is as porous and spongy, in other words, as 


birth-place, home, and distributor of putrefactive fish- 
germs? ” 

“Pah!” exclaimed His Majesty, with a shudder. 
And is none to be bowstrung or bastinadoed for this ? ” 
“Step aside, your Majesly, behhid this pillar. Be- 
tween the shouting salesmen and precipitate porters a 
spectator is sure to come to grief .” • 

“But now I am standing in a pool, and inhaling 
putrefaction,” objected the Star. 



A DILEMMA. 

Nervous Gentleman {to two Sisters). “ I ’vE aoT to take one op you in to 
Dinner, A— a— let me see — ^a— which is the Elder ? ” 


“ Then,” said the Sage, “ we had better go. These are the normal conditions 
of Bacterial Billingsgate, not to be escaped even by ITs.” 

“Itsfioor,” says the scientific critic before referred to, “is composed of a 
porous, soft stone, so worn and uneven, that its pavement is a network of filth- 
pools, super-saturated with germs, or bacteria or microbes, specially ripe, and 
ready to spoil any unspoilt dead fish which may be in the market.” 

“ I know little about what you call microbes or bacteria,^^ rejoined his Illus- 
trious Companion ; “ but if they mean nastiness, it seems to me your scientic 
critic is not far out. We Persians are not supposed to be over-particular, but if 
I made a sketch of this place, and its pallid, slime-stained, blood-splashed 

* porters,’ my subjects might mistake it for a shambles or a torture-room.^’ 

“ Eish-salesmen,” pursued the Sa^e, adroitly dodging a fallii^* crate on one 
side, and a pad of mud-stained plaice on the other, “have, lam informed, 

* to pay from sixpence to ninejpence a-week for occupying^ each, square foot of 
space hired in Bacterial-Billmgsgate,’’and I agree ut is disgrace that, with 
such high rents and close competition, they are not provided with properly- 
constructed stalls in a properly-constructed market, with ample space andam;^e 
approaches by land and water.’ ” 

“And why,” asked the Star, preparing to dodge his way out of the dirty 
chaos — “ why did you bring me to this dismal and disgraceful place ? ” 

“.In order,” replied the Sage, “ that your Majesty might be induced to^describe 
it with pen, and perchance with pencil, and that, ‘ seeing itself as others see it,’ 
Bacterial Billingsgate maybe ashamed of itself, and reform.” 

“ Humph ! ” said the Illustrious One, picking his way amongst the filthy pools 
with a perfumed handkerchief at his ofiended nose. 

Summer Liohtning.— The Clergy have recently been attempting to clear the 
air with a little mild fulmination— a sort of “ fiash-in-the-Pan ’’-Ang^ioan 
meeting— about the heiuous siu of Q-ambling. Certainly,^ a well-intentioned 
efiort. But do these Ecclesiastics forget that they owe their present existence 
to the fact of there once having been a very big Bet on the Throne. 

OuE old friend, Mrs. R., remembers the Shah being here sixteen years ago. 
She has a portrait of him which, she says, “I keep as a momentum of his visit.” 
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' NIGHTS TWA WP THE SHAH ” 

{By Our Omi Bftdul PU^ivpoUntiary.) 


every night. And as I went down the stairs this refrain reached me, 
arranged for two voices :~ 

“ Have yon seen the Shah ? I If you We seen 

Tra la la la la ! I Mashab-bd-Deeh, 

You have seen Mash-Shah.” 


SiE, — How right you were to send for me on this occasion. So was you have seen Mash-Shah.” 

AiSdS'teg* “ “• i«k . wa 

' “ly serrioes are on sneli occasions. For 

MS velars a resident in Per^, speaimg; the ^ 

'V Wnage iuently, and writing it to perfec- ” ^ 

. ^ 1 tion, np in all their customs and habits, the ... . 

/' iilll iHn. tmstedfriendandadTiserofNASE-ED-DEEir, 

^ .ml / Jr^ /Ml I —‘‘Ed Debit” is his ecolesiastieal title,— 

Manager of the Imperial Fallalah (Sun I 

Music-Hall) in Tehe^U, and DirecWr of I ^ 

Fallalalheen (singers),— who, I ask, could I \ 

have been more ntted for the task than the ^cE;\ilA;A /A ^ i'//a 

humble individual who undertakes to write :MF A ' 'h 

yo^ of and become, ' w]/pf/ xC / ^I'il 

^ f without fulsome flattery, his Mede of Praise. / J /SSd ll jMLPv WUBMW .m 

OntheJoh. But to begin with Monday night. w r 

Ak Sir, the work of a Persian Special is a hard one ! AU night IM 

t was I np with Augustus Dbubiolahus teaching him how to receive 
the Shah. Most difficult. Deubiolajstus is 'a man who likes to «iii, 

advance with the times, and in this case he had to learn to walk 

backwards in a Court suit, and to avoid getting his sword between his J®? " t n v -d?^* -d 

legs while holding a couple of electric-Hghted candelabra, the battery + lullah Bi Bi Boo. 

being concealed in the tail pockets and connected by wires threaded 0 ^+ 1 !^+,.^ of “ ^ Channant ! ” 

into the seams and passing down the sleeves into the ruffles. There f. , n-mVofo -noraAT, Hn fTn’a tn’o-lif fTi^ 

were only three of us. Myself teaching as M.C., and the Privatest See. TTia xpwp 

of Dbubiolanus (famed as the Defender of the Faithless “’Arby was indeed a Theatre of Varieties. The Di^onds we 1 

B.PASHA”),who(^nthi 30 ccasiontookthepartof Shah, justashehad the flows a beautiful sight, Cyml Floweb, M.P 

Sired uu for tbe aforesaid. “ 'Asex B.” %he Persiau6ourtreceptiou 

step is difficult to learn all at once ; it consists of three paces hack to ^ « W 

the right, two to the left, hop, juinp, turn over twice (this bothered the respectful familimty of an offi friend. “You ’U have a big mght 

DbubiolI^s, and he wanted to mhstitnte Little tAUBi, hut I 
wouldn^t agree to it), and come down in the same place, or as near it 
as possible^ and so on down the passage until the Imperial box is 
reached. To do this without dropping the candelabra reqwes more 

than a Xouple of hours practice, as I know to my cost. But before sleepy tlmtDHOSx Ma^khuh and Luixah Bi Bi Boo had te take him 
A A Tir "n-DTTOTAT.ATSrTra TlO Arr^ac^JoA ,‘f AAxn-nUf^w ^ ‘ hack to Buckingham Palace. As we were allowed to circulate, all 


Lullah Bi Bi Boo. 

“ 0 Mon Shah Channant! ’ 


4 A.M. DBukotAinis had mastered it completely. ' Buokiug^ a^owea to cjreumTO au 

“ Wbat a pity these are uotthe days of PbeLot! ” I exclaimed, x^® 

“ How appropriate it would have been!” Immediately afterwards I ^^o^,^y!^*^^ends Hubab Bhir Khak ^he Persian Inspector of 

I was sorry I had spoken, as the remark seemed to cast a gloom 

over Deubioeahus. “The programme can’t he altered now,” he I^o^MiEEY s Sherbet t 7 'es sec 80. This is sherbet T can 

sighed reflectively, “ unless Melba, or Mabie Koze, would take the aI^ ^«Wp/fA 

name of Pebsiabi for this occasion only 1 ” hospitable^ in'^ation oi our to entertain 

ne S/wA’s risit-YoxL Sir, Mr. plnoh, with your briUiant staff, 

aad Tobx with a dog-rose iu his huttou-We, were of course the too, as we hatot met for sixteen years, when most of 

first te receive and w5eome the Hoval and Imnerial nartv Dbttbto ^y l>est-known stories which have since become chesnuts were 
Sus exeoutedaeTSm mis omS added to the stock, and they've forgotten the old 

stair-carpet. There’s a stair-rod in pickle for him. However, lency Amih ^ MuEzro (the itopenal Boot and Shoe Persia-Pphsh 
it caused ohly a delay of a second, as with a marvellous effort oi Inspector), Lahkzah Mtbza Khah, is always m a state of 
agility Dbubiolanus caught hi-mafilf tripping (for the first time astonishment ; iN^ou^ Hizam Khah, a gay dog with 

in hm Hfe) and turned a^midsummersaiSt l^htly and ^acef^y pretty wmen; Mudeah AetKhay, 

backwards (a development and an improvement, I am hound te Insti^ction ; Ahjiad Kha^, a very e^entne but 

admit on wbat I had tauffbt him^ and aue-hted wil5i a Persian bend P^Yileged individual ; Hezih Sultah, the only at aU bad-mannered 
and tie candelabra In hif hands, on the^first landing^hichYs m been for ^e presence of 

f atnre te he called historically, “ The Landing of the Shah,” After Cho(^hah Owtah, Chief of the Persian Police,^ man of fine 
this all was e^ ^ ^ physique, Hezih Sultan would have had a row with Sepig-us- 

The Shah’s fittle hoy was there, and I presented him with a cake, . a.ttt 

and a box of sweetmeats, on which was inscribed an adaptation from 

the alS^Sl^Siaiy Dentist, mth hm old favourite Bax M91AH Axah W, wkom he 

“JTot so gorgeous,” he replied, softo voce^ “As my spectacles,” ®T^ E®®® . . 

and, te emphasise the joke, he removed his gold-rimmed specs, and „ * 1,0 

wiped them carefully. I thought he was going te present them te t to-mght had been left 

me as a souvenir, but he didn’t. I didn’t smile. In Persia, when a ^ ^ Persian (pro- 

joke is made, yon must keep your counteuance, or lose your head. Bounced as spelt), as I ^^ove off. And so ended the second of the 
WaII. l+.Wfta fl.n n. DT*An.+. ATIAAAfifl. ftn ATii+^Tif» fiiA +:iiAa4:rA +!Vio fiiTATr I memorable xNichts wi the Shah. 


The Shah’s little hoy was there, and I presented him with a cake, 

_ 1 JS A 2.^2* ' 


joke is made, yon must keep your counteuance, or lose your head. 

Well, it was aE a great success. On quitting the theatre the Shah 
summoned Tin Khan, the Treasurer, and presented tip^poo-tip (Per- 
sian for “ gifts of money”) te the attendants, I saw bis Imperial 


The (Stan) hope op the Family.— O ne of the golden medals given 

T Xl._ A .Jt XT- ^ •X_— X- X'U- 


no gettmg within three hnndred yards of the front-dbor heU on wno, m is now generally 

accounl^ the railings and the sentinels. But my experience came 

to Mashab’s aid, and going round in the direction of the stables coi^sangumty. We to ^e ha^py pair. 

But I must not be indiscreet. I saw H.I.M. up-stairs, wh^e, at Forbes, and respond for the health of the bnde. 

the entrance of his dressing-room, he was received by Ot Yatah 

Khan and Khoed Yatah Khan, his chamberlains. After saying, ToucBnNG Ceremony. — ^TheHHAH at Paddington. Most affecting 
oheerily, .w»|02r, MAs:]^B!”ffie imderstands French), I left him te see the Great Eastern visiting the Great Western. Even Lord 
to Luixah Bi Bi Boo, whose office it is to sing the Shah to sleep Bandolph Churchill^ M.P., wept. 
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“MODUS OPERANDI” 

Covent Garden^ Monday^ — Romeo et Juliette. House crowded. 
Preparations commencing for Shah^s visit to-morrow. But we attend 
to Opera, Here is a tip gratis to DEUBiOLAJiffTrs and the Organising 
Committee. Start earlier next year, and bring out Borneo et Juliette 
in the Oxford and Cambrige Boat-race week. Why do I suggest 
this ? Why ? because of Bomio^e tights. The right tight is darh 
hlue^ and the left light. IS’ow isn’t Beu- 
BioLAinjs just the man to seize such a 
chance at the right (tight) moment ? These 



Duet — ** C’esi me alouetteP 
Hark ! Juliet, hark ! 1 This is indeed a lark I 


parti- coloured tights would suit all parties. If the Opera were 
played every night during the week, the popular Jeau de ReszeIi 
might adopt such attitudes as would give special prominence to 
neither colour. But on the Saturday night, after the Boat-race, 
then he would put the best leg foremost accordSng to the winning 
colour. * ‘ It need hardly be said,” remarked Lord Ch-el-s, ‘ ‘ that no 
change afEecting Borneo could be made without consultingj^ur own 
Moetagtje.” How lovely is this Opera, words by Monsieur W illtams 
Be Ydste, music by M. Gotinod. How unspeakably but singularly 
charming is this duet : — 

Borneo. Translation. Juliette, Translation. 

0 ma JiJiiiETTE, 0 my Juliet, i Non I pas d’alouettes. No ! no larks ! 

C’est une alouette, This is a lark, Bit votre Juliette. Says your Juliet. 

0 ma tres chere ! 0 my dearest ! j Moi ! je suis severe ! I am strictly serious. 

Mile. Melba charming, Jeai^ be Reszke at his best, Ebottaeb 
BE Reszee, the stout friar, jSrst-rate, but with a very bad habit. 
Father Laurence was an exemplary monk, and he oughtn’t to have 
a bad habit. Colour wrong, and, as to the cord round his waist, it is 
quite appropriate that an operatic monk should come on with a chord, 
but let it be the right one, the Franciscan cord, or chord of F. 
Augustus Bkueiolajsus knows what the value of correct detail is in 
perfecting an ensemble. 

Otello. Words by Signor Shakspeaeio, music by Signor Vebbi, 
On Friday night it was evident, in more senses than one, that Signor | 
Tamageto^ Signor Maueel, and the big orchestra under the conductor- 
ship of Signor Faccio, required a far bigger house than the Lyceum, 
as Signor Tamagko’s powerful voice woiud have filled one twice the 
size, and the orchestra was, in the opinion of those close to it, liter- 
ally “stunning.” Otello is the efiect of Yekbi conTerdid to 
Wagnerism. Those who expect “ here a tune, and there a tune, 
and everywhere a tune,” will be disappointed. Of masterly dramatic 
accompaniment there is enough and to spare, and M. Maueel’s acting 
generally excellent, though too much in it of the twopence-coloured 
melodramatic style. Still, when both artists become^ accustomed to 
the Lyceum sta^e, they will learn to economise their energies, and 
Signor Faccio will restrain the exuberance of the cymbals, drum, 
and wind. “Less wind, and more air,” was the murmur of the 
enervated, half-suficocated, but, up to the last, enthusiastic audience 
that assembled at the Lyceum to welcome M. Mayee’s introduction 
of Yeebi’s Grand Otello to the British Public. Both Signors Maueel 
and Tamagisto were rapturously encored in the declamatory dramatic 
pieces which do duty for songs. As to lago^s devilish kind^of Credo, 
they would have had even this three times. Twice was more than 
enough for some of us natives, who could find no warrant for it in 
Shaespeaee. House-room being required, why not have taken it to 
help Her Majesty’s Opposition, now shut up, which, even with the 
Grand Otelk, would have all its work to do to.get abreast of the Covent 
Garden Party, whose leader Beubiolaots, is able to do what I 
bdieve no Impressario has ever yet done, and that is, contend with 
General MirciHEiLL, of Bond Street, sa that the latter instead of, as 
heretofore, being appealed to by the Operatic Manager to assist the 
enterprise by taking stalls and boxes, has now to hale Beueiolanus 
before a Judge in order to insist on his ancient privileges being 


conceded to him. “ ‘Remember Mitchell’ s-tone’ in former days,” 
says Beueiolanus ; but, in the interests of all parties, the public 
included, the matter will be amicably settled. 


WHAT IT HAS NEARLY COME TO ! 

Interrogator. I shall be obliged for the amounts of your butcher’s, 
baker’s, grocer’s, and other tradesmen’s books, during the past year. 

Batepay&r. In compliance with the Circular already received, I 
produce them. 

1 . I thank you. Now, kindly tell me, can you af ord a trip to the 
seaside ? 

B. Yes, a fortnight at Heme Bay in furnished apartments in a 
back street. 

1 . Be good enough to hand over the school-bills of your children. 

B. Again, in compliance with your Circular, I produce them. 

I. I am obliged to you. Now, kindly say does yonr mother-in-' 
law ever pay you a visit ? 

B. Not when I can help it. 

I. Pardon me, that is scarcely an answer to my <mestion. May I 
take it that she stays with you on an average a third of the year ? 

B. I suppose you may. 

I. I do not thmk she is a total abstainer? 

B, No more do L 

I. I see. And now, will yon give me the bills of your wife’s 
personal expenditure ? 

B, I cannot mat at present, as they have been lodged by my 
Solicitor in the Court of Bankruptcy. 

I. When I next see you, kindly have them ready ! And now tell 
me is the sum you buave sent in the full amount of all your receipts ? 

B. I believe so. 

I. That is scarcely enough. Have you received no gifts during 
the past twelvemonths ? 

B. On my wedding-day a distant relative sent me a fiver. 

I. Bear me I That is a serious omission in your return ! Pray 
have you had nothing else either in cash or kind ? 

B. My youngest son on my birthday sent me a picture-card. 

I. ‘Wnich, no doubt, was worth sixpence. You were very remiss 
in making no return of so important an amount ! And now be good 
enough to say— do you take au egg with your tea ? 

B. YvTiat ’s that to you ? 

J. Pardon me, I come here to ask questions not to answer them— 
but if you are disinclined to give me a satisfactory response, no doubt 
I can get a reply from either your neighbour or your servants, 

B. Come, this is too much of a good joke I What right have you 
to put such inquisitorial questions to me ? 

i*. Every right ; and we will continue the examination when I call 
again to-morrow. 

B. Bnt, good gracious, man! if I am to keep my temper, tell me 
at once who you are I 

J. Certainly I I am an Assessor of Income-Tax. And now, 
adie7(, or, rather, au revoir / 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

- Goob number of Fortnightly, under the able guidance of the out- 
spoken and uncommonly fraik Haebis. FLov) the Shah Travels 
when he ’s at home is, of course, peculiarly appropriate ; but in spite 
of Mr. Bent’s contempt for the opinion of English journalists as to 
certain, or, as he thinks, uncertaia facts about the Shah, the Baron 
Be Book-Wobms ventures to think that the aforesaid ioumalists 
were correct here, and the writer of the article no doubt is most 
correct iu Persia. But, of course, we musn’t expect any article 
signed “ Bent” to be perfectly straight ; there must be some bias in 
Bent. The Fthics of Punishment is a counterblast — or rather a 
blow straight from the slioulder, smashing the filogieal rose-water 
sentimentalists, who, unable to bear punishment, will be unable to 
come up smiling after the “wunner” in the face. And from a 
Lult, too ! Oh, what a surprise ! 

We see by the World last week that “ L. E.” has withdrawn from 
the conduct of Our Celebrities. We shall miss the monoCTaphs— 
“so Engel-ish, you know”— which accompanied M. WalIiet’s 
admirabte uortraits, hnt trust that the interesting series of the 
Wal^ry-GsDlery will not be discontinued, 

Mr. Faejeon seems to have been very busy lately, as I have seen 
several books of his about, of which the titles are new to me. But 
I also have been uncommonly busy, and so haven’t had time to 
peruse them. Faejeon at a dmance, will please take notice. 

Baeon be Booe-Woem:s. 


Asje Ting Loeb Chambeelain.— As to Costume on the occasion of 
the Shah’s Visit to the Opera, the Court Circular said “ The dress 
worn by the Household was full dress with trousers.’ ’ With trousers ! 
Then what is ‘ ‘ Semi- state dress ? ” The Kilt ? 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. 

Neroofiis Hicler, “ Look here, Policbmant 1 I give this Horse in charge ! ” 

[Puts rein in Policeman* s hand, amd holts. 


CHEEK ! 

“ Portugal may have more to gain by an arrangement than by a conflict.” 

— “ Times^^ on the Delagoa Bay Difficulty, 

When a nanglity little boy, mth intention to annoy, 

Puts a sleeper or a stone across the rail, 

He is mad if he means blocking, while, if more, ’tis simply shocking. 
And enough to- make a Portugee 

Turn pale ! 

Well, out Helagoa way there’s a boy inclined to play 
Such a' sly, obstructive, homicidal trick. 

As portrayed in Punches picture. Gentle diplomatic stricture 
Seems less applicable here than 

Summary Stick ! 

Pot this little Portugee, with an impish kind of glee 
That is horrible to see in a kid, 

Plans a trick which anyhow Bull ’s unable to allow, 

And there ’d only be a row 

If he did! 

True, out in foreign parts parties practise “rummy starts,” 

And indulge in simian arts pretty much ; 

But the monkeyishness exhibited fiiis time must be prohibited, 

And downed upon and gibbetted 

As such ! 

% 

Eh ? The little boy declares it ’s the silliest of scares 
To imagine he prepares for a smash? 

Well, my little Portugee, Punch is watching, and can see, 

And he thinks that simple plea 

Will not wash, 

Senhor Barros Gomes, too, says (as he is bound to do) 

There ’s no cause for big boohoo or botheration ; 

That the urchin’s hands are clean, that he is not stirred by spleen ; 
That that big stone does not mean 

Collocation ! 


Well, that little Lisbon lad may not mean to play the cad, 

But the look of things is bad, Gomes mine I 

Still, to your attempts to clear that small boy from motives queer, 
Punch a most judicial ear 

Will incline. 

You, of course, would much regret such a thing as an upset 
Of a traiu in which our interests are united. 

If the boy (and the big Boer) monkey-mischief quite give o’er. 

Punch will then be— no one more — 

Much delighted. 

But, upon the face of it, ere the urchin we acquit, 

We need just a little bit more clear light. 

There’s the railway, there ’s the stone, there’s thelboy ; till more is 
Bull stands fast, which, you will own, " [known, 

Seems but right. 

That little Portugee has shown cheek, as all agree, 

And though smallness, don’t you see, is permitted 

Many privileges, still Lilliput rules not, nor will, 

Though endowed with simian skill. 

And sharp-witted. 

“ DonH hit me — arbitrate ! ” Well, young urchin, bless kind fate 
That John Bull ’s no ogre, great at mere gobble. 

If he were,’ we’ll say, a Bear, you ’d have reason good for scare, 

And would soon be in a rare 

Hopeless hobble ! 


A Hint por the Revival op an Ancient Ofpice.— In the list 
(as given by The Times) of Aldermen present at Ghiildhall, on the 
occasion of the Shah’s visit, occurs the name of “ Wagstapp.” 
What ’s iu a name ? Much. Why here ’s an opportunity to revive 
the ancient office of “ Lord Mayor’s Pool.” Wagstapp is the very 
name for a jester. Thackeray would have delighted in it. 


Projected Royal Visit.— Preparations are now being made for 
the reception of the British Sovereign in Brazil. 
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ROBERT AND THE SHAR. 


content mtli tlie Hallbion’s Shampane, wHcIl didn’t surprise me, as 
I have known it of old, speskaHy the werry old Perr;^ay Jew^, 
tho I’ve erd as Perinay Fiz was orderd for this okayshnn. He 


Well, I spose as, sum of these days, peepel will begin for to know erd as Perinay Fiz was orderd for this okayshnn. 

the great himportance of the old Copperasnxin, and to wnnder what aoshal^ stood np to return thanks for his elth . but then I s; 

i 3 j. - ^ .I 3 ?j^i i » oo ir TioTi'r A+ron oq Ha noo ta cnAQlr ta a I wl A'RTS 





mt. 
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on airth the Guvemment and the Country wood do without ’em, lio has to speak to a Losd M^e. But 

when they wants to make frends with a grand old Pottentate. Why I trembel to think wot miter happn d. While the Shae stood up he 
I scarce xpects for to be bleeved— xcept for the honnerabel caracter changed his mind, and thort he d sit down a^en. He wg 
I have sustaned for these 20 years past — wen I says that I has it c.nd got ail way, honly to find as sum ignorrent ofashnl had 
strait from one of the Eoyal Footmen, that wen our latest him- 
portant Wisitor, the Shar of Peeshee, was arranging with a sertain 'll 

Koyal Welsh Prince, who shall be nameless, as to what entertain- , h| 

ments he was to be taken too, he acshally said, thro’ his hinterup- i 1 1 |i| 

terer, “ Whatever helse you leaves hout, mind you don’t leave hout | ' 1 li'| 

the wisit to Gildhall, for I remembers well as they had the largest i ' i:^ 

lot of red-coated officers there, the perfekest tuttle an grin fat, and , 
the loveliest lot of bewtiful women, as ever I saw outside a Theater.” - ' ' ^ 

And if that wasn’t a complement, I shood like for to kno what wood 
be. So on Wensday he came. 

By the by, I ’m werry much greeved to hear as that sum few of our 
unexpereenced extra Waiters got theirselves into great disgrace by 
their unwaiter-like eonduek. That they must have been born fools 
as well as mere Green Horns is proved by their showing their bad 
conduck before sum of the most prineipleest Litery Men of the day I 
Why, if they had behaved badly before a lot of Books and Wicounts 
it woodn’t have been of half so much himportance, beeoz they cam’t, 
by harf-a-dozen words of complaint in their reports, like the others 
can, get them dismissed from their nice cumferal places. The fact is, 
that sum of us about spiles the public as regards Waiters. Of 
course, when about a nundred Waiters is wanted for such aoccashun 
as this, it wood be all serene and cumferal if they coed get about sixty 
Bobeets and about forty Bnowisrs, but in course it cam’t be done, ; 
for the best of all reasons, and then these unfortnit ewents happens, ' 
and the angry Litery Gents of course abuses Waiters in general, as 
is ony nateral, if not quite just. 

One of the Royal Footmen, which he ’s a bit of a wag, said as he ' > n F ' 1 1 ^ n > 
had bin told, as the Sha.e woodn’t take ofi his At, not ewen in the ' ' ' • _ 

presence of the bewtiful Princess of Waies, coz he had had his hair i •« n . 7 i* t.™ ; -di™,. ! 

cut jest afore he came, and the Pershan Barberosser, as they caRs ackshuaUy 

’em, cat it too short, and it was the krst chance he ever had of ^ f 

n..T^-T,g that mistake, poor PeUer! eUns, who shuyd np the chare inst in tame to ketoh the Shaj ^d 

The Shab didn’t keep ns waiting, hnt was pnnktnal, as all reel ^ve the and &e i^pier. ^d &en&e Scotch 

gennilmen allers is. He lissened most respecful to the learned Pershun, Mamot Kajt spoke for ^m, an ac^^y proTOMd the 
Ricorder, and seemed quite to understand his dillicate illusiou to idenHckle tost as wos set down for H.R.H. the Piinoe of 

the Gold (^kS Bnt Ms sneeoh in r^lv was sMtenlv the wexrv WaAiES. But the tack of the Prmce and Mara put all j)artaes 
M^^^er i herd ddivff aM I tos Mo te ^ konsemd at their hees, and so aU went rite. 

Sfwdofil I wasgteleMhiheTofmy d^^ As for onr o^ Lonn Maeb, it doe^’t s^m to ^tter to. him 

ploy er, IMr, Punch, a sittin’ with Toby, MP., and Mr. CuAnnE S at&’^lh ^°of ’rn^^my, ^Seeoh 

'™T'” i ':'iij| ‘ 1 , on proposing Lord Soelsbebey’s health amost made him blush, tho 

t ' iM'illt'l ^ ' ’I'i' mi' <'|i III ! ''■ I'! ljji|!* he IS a Prime Minister, and what did Lord Soeisbbekt tell the 

■ ! I llii'l 1 . i'V r,i II' : 'i'i ■ I 'll lissening World ? Why, that when the Loeb Maee speaks, henot 

I ' 1 ' '' ' '' ^ '' only speaks for the City of London, the first City of the hole World, 

'' ' ' '■ ' 1 i' ' ^ I'l j/. ' i ! ^ ^ estonished at the hntter hignorance of sum peeple 

' ilrifsS. M' \ ■' Jl l|rf^] I -'in-ViTr* as pretends as they knos ewerythink about sillybrated peeffie. 

. 1 '.ijiil - Peeple did say as the Shae wasn’t a good SaUer, but much they 

' ^ *1' :! kuowed about it. Why, I had it on the werry hiest orthority, that 

' . I I Terns Conservatifs who went down on Monday to 

i';! Gravesend to fetch him, that they showed him the road all the ways 
I ' I Westminster Peer, and he wasn’t a bit sea sick not wunce. 

Mt' V iM i V Upon the hole I feels inclined to say, as Wensday’ s recepshun of 

^ Shae, what with the large number of the Royaltys, and the 

V\ ' I large number of what I shood think must be the hansumest troops in 

V \Xj the world, and the large number of the Coi^oration Leftenants, as 

• isn’t quite sohansum, but don’t cost quite so much, aud the large 

fSi l number of Royal Carridges and Royal Hosses, was about the most 

B I splendLdest thing of the kiud as the grand old Oopperashun has had 
for many a long day. The only thing as I shood wentur, werry 
J { nmhly, to ask his Sharship, when next he cums— and cum I kno he 
B llMllWl H! will— is, to change his Nashunal Air for sumthink quite diffrent. 

r|i ".'jr' We don’t want two, so we might lend him “ i2oo?, / ” 

.// < III 111 But really his present one is about the most uncumferallest as I 

heard, and when played about ewery ten miuute)B for about 
' .uiff / I two ours, it becomes quite a cawtion. 

® 1 1 JH 1 JiiHt ’ His Royal Madj esty behaved werry kindly to me on parting. For, 

M ill KOkUt ' ^ \ ' / i !JF/ not being able to see me for the werry great crowd as stood near his 

if * carridge, he stood up in it for two or three minits and looked all 

f p /Wff about him, till at last seeing what I supposes I may call my well- 

^ ^ .1 known feetures. he raised his hand to his At^ an says he, “Eobeet. 

‘ I’m a-goin to dine all alone at Buknam PaUis, you kum an wate.’’ 

Whtoum:, of theKriteerinm Theayter, on a sidehord, as merry as cold Which I did, an your artiss wos aloud to make a sketch, tho’ my 

VkO flTi++a'nlw +:li/A'»T IrkrtV^T 00 i-P <yA+. oil -PrAorlTnYi a"F 4:V»a rfiffr 4+ «4-«’+ a 1»44- 141v/\ ■nrt4- ot*P flo+Pown atiitP T^nf. TirA+. *0 














walk off with the hansum Lady Maeess. He ate a werry good 
lunch, and didn’t arsk for no Shiraz wine as we xpected he wood, 
tho 01 coarse it ’s ony the Pershan name for Sherry, hut was quite 


Old Saw beset poe the Tube.— “P ull Devil, pull Jockey I” 
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ENGLISH-AS SEE MAT BE TALEEB IE EEEECH. 

Being a few colloquial British phrases^ rendered freely into their nearest 
Gallic equivalents ly Our Own Special Tra/nslator for the im of the 
intending Visitor to Paris, 

In Society. 

EUe etait certamement ime fille She certainly was a stTmning 

foudroyante. girl. 

Elle et moi, ne savez-vons pas, She and I, dontcher know, are 
nous sonunes des grandes cuiUeres. great spoons. 


Mals elle n’est pas nne piece 
sur la Duchesse. 

0 ! Mais je snis affreusement 
puree sur la Duchesse. 


But she is not a patch upon the 
Duchess. 

Oh ! hut I ’m awfully mashed 
on the Duchess. 


Avez-Yous assez du pied de 
cheval avec yous ? 

Les biftecks, sont-ils d’une 
mauYaise odeur ? 

Yous n’aYez pas d^objection a 
un singe ? 

Merci, mais je Youdrais mieux 
prendre une main a tisonnier. 

Ah! YOUS aYCz Tintention de 
prendre le gateau. 

Eh bien, je suis un pen noi- 
settes sur 9 a, 


HaYe you enough ’oof with 
you? 

Are the stakes high ? 

You don^t mind a monkey ? 

Thank you, but, I would rather 
take a hand at poker. 

Ah! you mean to take the 
cake. 

Well, I am rather nuts on it. 


Tkayelling-. 

Comment trouYez-YOUs le train How do you like the Club 
aux trMes ? train ? 

0 ! e’est parfaitement de pre- Oh I it is quite first chop, 
mi^re cotelette. 

C^est de Y^ritable confiture. It is real jam. 

Sport and Plat. 

D’aller aux courses e’est un To go to the races is a bit of a 
morgeau d’une alouette. lark. 

Oui. Youlez-Yous descendre Yes. Will you go down in a 
dans un quatre en main ? four-in-hand ? 

Certainement, si je puis m’as- Certainly, if I can make sure of 
surer de la siege de portemanteau. getting the box-seat. 

Sans doubte e’est preferable ala It is undeniably to be preferred 

planobe de couteaux dePomnibus. to the knifeboard of an omnibus. 

Parler d’un omnibus, ga me To talk of an omnibus takes 
rend encore ohez-moi comme me home again like winking, 
diguement. 

Eh bien, gardez ouYert votre Very wdl, keep your weather 
ceil de temps et dites moi yos eye open, and tell me your little 
petis jeux comme un Johnnie games like a good Johnnie, 
exodlent. 

Youlez-YOUB essayer tm jeu de Will you try a game at Hap ? 
sommeilleger? 


YALE, WIMBLEDON! . 

H. R.H. the Duke of Cambridge haYing kindly consented to allow 
the national Ritte Association to hold their annual meeting for the 
last time at Wimbledon, it is earnestly requested that the follo^^g 
regulations may be observed, so that tne property of the Illustrious 
Personage may be injured as little as possible : — 

I. Yolunteers are warned to keep to the graYel-paths, and not to 
walk on ttie grass. 

2. Persons desiring to live under canYas must use no pegs in erect- 
ing their tents, so that the turf may suffer as lit&e injury as 
practicable. 

3. Smoking cannot be allowed within six miles of Coombe House, 
as the efduYia of tobacco might he considered ofiensiYe by the 
inhabitants of that desirable family residence. (Eor cards to Yiew, 
please apply, &c., &o.) 

4. So that persons visiting the Duke’s property may not be 
annoyed by noise, no Band wul be permitted to play in the Camp 
during the fortnight. 

f). Should it be considered advisable to present a testimonial to the 
Illustrious Personage, as a small acknowledgment of the invamble 
kindness he has shown to the Yolunteers, the contribution will be 
limited to sum of ten guineas and upwards. ^ I 

6 , and lastly. Ho person, on any consideration whatever, will be 
allowed to open a soda-water bottle that has its neck pointing to- 
wards Hifl Royal Btighness’s property, for fear of accidents. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED EEOM THE HIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 


_ “ I know the Sonnets off by heart, dear Toby,’’ he said, obligingly 
sitting down, so that conversation should partake someting less of 
the character on^ my part of halloaing to the Monument ; “ and the 
more I think of it, the more certain I am that it was not my ancestor. 


Souse of Commons, Monday Nighty July 1 . — House of Lords William Hesbeet, that Shaespeaeb addressed, much less liie 

•_ -r T 2- -n ri Wttttatw »TTtpwci rt-P Wty-tv-d’c! T 


for first time ; discussed it long ago ; decided in favour of Waltee press the point too much, but in my own mind I ’m convinced that 
Henbt. John Feancis naturally objects. Allan Plantaoenet m the 65th Sonnet you find a distinct reference to our esteemed 


Stewaet, tenth Earl of Gralloway, brother-in-law of the Maekiss. ^end, either undesignedly marred by an error of transcription, or 
stands by him. Swears on the Q-arlies claymore that he will designedly blurred by Shaespeaee’s art. It is now printed 
see right done. Retires to study on one of the earliest days of young ‘ What Sad Mortality o’ersways their power.^ 


see right done. Retires to study on one of the earliest days of young ‘ What Sad Mortality o’ersways their power.^ 

and unsuspecting year. Picks up sheaves of manuscript ; goes into Here, if we take away the superfiuous 


the matter thoroughly; spares no incident; burkes no date; shows *t,’ we have a vivid picture of Old 
to his own satisfaction and that of John Eeancis Euskine G-oodeve- Moeality, unwilling, regretful but 
Eeskene, that Waltee Heney Eeseine is only Earl of Kellie, and stilL moved by sense of duty to the 
right to title of Mar. CIueen and the country, beating down 

This aR very well for John Eeancis and Allan PLANTAaENEi ; obstruction in the House of Commons, 
but after half an hour with the manuscript House of Lords revolts. There is another passage in 12 th 
G^eanvillb gentlest of men, most courteous of controversialists, Sonnet, where we have suggested with 
calls attention to fact that instead of delivering speech, Q-alloway ^ivid touch our own ‘Mr. w. H.’ in his 
is reading essay. GtAlloway inarticulately waves off Noble Lord ; familiar attitude, 
plunges once more into manuscript. G-eanville up again, a little sitting on edge of 
more imperative in manner. Q-alloway waves him off with roods of Treasury Bench, 
manuscript. A third time, with increasing asperity, Qeanvillb -^th his eye on the 
comes to charge ; says it ’s breach of order for Member to read his clock, waiting for 
speech. Then Rosebeey takes up protest; threatens to move that opportunity to 

speech of Noble Lord be taken as read. Qalloway, with tears in pounce: 

eyes, protests that never was Noble Lord so rnthlessly interrnpted ; ^ * I 

yioleatly waves maniMcript oyer his head, as a it were flag of Soot- that teul 

land ; cheered on by Earl of Mab, proceeds. More muminrs ; thin gs 
gro;™? desperate. And see the brave 

“ Wen, I ’R skip a page,” says Qalloway, soothmgly. day sink in hideous 

Does so; no appreciable infiuence on sequence of argument. night.' 

PMsently more mnnnnrs. As to the trifling 

“Then I won’t say all I was gpm^ to say,” Qalloway breath- letters leay- 
lessly promises, always waving his right arm in rotary fashion, as 
he were winding himself up. adding a suner- 

“ Bless me 1 ” said Lord Banjos, who had been foRowing discourse erogatorv conso- 
in increasingly desperate effort to nuderstand its purport, “this nantwehave 
is terrible; another good page gone! Reminds me of the story of another striking 
What’s-her-name, mother of a large famRy, who, pursued by wolves, examnle in the ‘‘ Begett 

threw an occasional chRd to them, and so safely pursued her journey.’ ^ 0 f]. ^nnet Here 




nant, we have 
another striking 
example in the 
16th Sonnet. Here 


“Mr. W. H.” 

“ Tho Onlic Begetter of these insuing SoiiutU.’' 

Shakspeare. 


Qalloway went on through quarter of hour after quari^ of jg ^ reference to Old Moeality’s embarrassment in 

hour. Once discovered gomgTiack to re^ paggwhich he said he’d ooimection with a certain great organ of the Press 


given up. Howl of iadignation from outraged House, 

“WeU, I won’t read said Qalloway, nodding his head 

soothingly towards malcontents. But they must really Rsten to 


th a certain great organ of the Press 
But wherefore do not you, a mightier way, 
Make war upon this blooay tyrant, Time ? ’ 


peroration. Couldn’t at first find peroration ; got mixed up with In this very Sonnet, a Me lower down, we^d the W ‘ s,’ adM, 
exordium, with the Firstly and the Eonrthly. But atlasthereitwas, and the Tunes fully disclosed even to the dullest vision. 
fl.Tid Qalloway’s right arm going round and round, more than ever tendency sometimes shown m certain newspaper to summarise 
i like an exasperated windmiR, he declaimed sonorous sentence about Moeality’s observations is hinted at in the 38th Sonnet 
j Law and Order, Justice and Mercy, Mae and Kellie. ‘ Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 


Business done * — ^In Commons, Committee on Scotch University Bill. 


For every vulgar paper to rehearse.' 


—Rather smart Debate on proposal to appoint Select ^ 135th Sonnet we have, in Shaespeare’s "most nervous 

Committee to inquire into question of Parliamentary Grants to language, a picture of Old Moealky/s troubles iu the House with a 
Royal Family. Old Moeailty moved ^Resolution in touching too exuberant Leader of the Opposition : — 
speech. At one moment not a ^y eye in House, unless it was the ‘ ‘Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will, 

Saoe’s. This happened when Old Moe^ity, drawn aside^ by men- And Will to boot, and Will in overplus.' 

tion of the word “family,” dropped into a Rttle disquisition on Is it possible to conceive a happier allusion to Gladstone’s restless 

, . , . . , way when in Opposition ? I could quote scores of other lines which 

The idea of family m this country is predommant among aR who have scarcely veiled references to Old Moeality ; but one more will 
have the honour to be subjects of the Queen. Now, Tmat is a suffice. It is to he found in the 45 th Sonnet, and runs thus — 
family?” he continued, gaziug benignantly on faces clustered 

round him. “'A faimly is a Wgeries of human beings drawn My hfe, being made of Four, with Two alone 

togeth^often accident^ly,hy ties^f hb^^^ to death oppressed wi& 

say invariably, at the outset dwelling together under a single roof — Now, here is Old Morality’s political history m a couplet. The 
or shall we say roof-tree? A famRy may be large or smaR, but Fourth Party, turning upon poor Stapeoed^ Noethcote and 
usually its commeucement is infinitesimal. Beginning vrith one (and Tending him, created a vacancy in the leadership of the House of 
that undersized), it grows on — accumulates, as it were — sometimes Commous. Hices-Beach being put up couldn’t stand the racket, 
reaching a oonsiderahle number, aR animated by a sense of duty to Then came Qrandolph, and so way was made for the fulfilment of 
their Queen and their country. Around the sentiment of famRy is “tfi® poet's prophecy. ^ The ‘ Two alone’ remaining of the Four who 
clustered all that is good and pure in Constitution of ihia country, made his official position are, of course, Arthur Balpoub and Quest, 
We therefore take pride in the fact that onr Royal FamRy, which though why Shaespeaee should have described them as oppressing 
stands at the head of the State, comes to ns oooasionaUy— nay, I wiR ‘ W. H. ’ with melancholy, is a secret that lies buried at Strat- 
say not infrequently— for Votes of the kind alluded to in tiie Most ford-on- Avon. But don’t you see something else in this couplet ? 
Gracious Message from the Throne.” Take the last line and I will mark certain letters in italics : — 

“ Jfy idea of a famRy, growled Saoe of Queen Anne’s Gate, a Rttle ‘ Sinks down to dea^A oppressed with melancholy.' 

S^mahe with art tran|po8es the o^ered 
Morality’s Sequence to Rsten to heresy of this kind; so voted re-adjustit, and yon have S-m-i-t-h, starmg 

Co^mttee by 3X3 against 125. ^ v i. « tii- itt tt » honour I think there is something in what Pembroke 

JWoay. — Pembroke at me again about the Mr, W. H.” says. That last cryptogram a crusher, 
husmess. Business Mareiss defeated in Lords, 

NOTICE. Beje<^ed CommniiicationB or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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VOCES POPULI. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOON IN HYDE PARK. 

Scene.— Open Space between the Serpentine and Marble Arch, \ 
Demonstration in progress calling upon the Government to 
resign instantly. Intense heat ; hot^ hoarse men are to be observed 
gesticulating frantically from breaks ; all the indignation and 
enthmiasm proceed from that portion of the Crowd nearest pie 
vehicles — those at a distance are either apathetic or languidly 
amused. In the breaks, perspiring persons of both sexes sit, 
beaming warm approval of the speeches. Seedy men hold up 
huge banners with the perfunctory air of stage supers. Bands-- 
men sprawl on the turf, far away from the oratory 
practicable, smoking clay pipes. ^ At no great distance from the 
Demonstration anJElderly Faddist is expounding a new philosophy 
which is to regenerate Society, to a few irreverent boys ana an 
unconvinced mongrel. Close by, a Socialist is haranguing on a 
stool, and a Field Breacher is delivering an extempore address, 
while an open-air Reciter endeavours in vain to retain an 
audience, which has somehow formed an impression that he is 
advocating the Bight Sours Labour^ Bill, All these various 
deliverances are audible at the same time, and much to the effect 
indicated below. 

Orator in First Break [educated voice ; carefully attired in white 
hat and waistcoat, frock-coat, button-hole, S^c,, addressing crowd of 
well-fed and comfortably clad citizend^, 
Well, Q-entlemen, there’s one Court 
these precious mstqcra^ have all to 

- - ^ - [Pauses for oratorical effect,'^ 1 referj 

Gentlemen, to the Divorce Court. 

• '' [B.oars of virtuously derisive laughter,) 

i 1 Jar he it from me to contest their 
^ r/j t " ''Kf right to such a monopoly. We will 
' 1 leave them that. [Scornful groans,) 
‘J.p <r Bnt, I ask yon— (Ae drops all playful- 
w- becomes sinister) if we— the 

' sVM&Ip down-trodden slaves of the aristocracy 
' hMIw HU. /“'were to jfo to them,— as they; roU 
ir r*r ^* 0 ^^ this Park, reveImigr—(^co^Amy?y) 
y '-'■1- ay, Gentlemen I (Savage yelk 

^ I ^ ^ accuracy of this picture of high- 

" vnJiP' ' ' recognised)— we were to go 

• ^ ' to them, in onr destitution [pulls out a 

handkerchief) in onr sq[ualor [ar- 
'' ranges button-hole) onr poverty— onr 

V buttons co«Q— how would they 

... " receive ns? Would they take ns to their 

1)080108? 

uu. I ■ Crowd {with conviction.) Not they ! 

laugh— yes, laugh, laugh in our desperate faces ! But let them take 
heed to themselves ! [And so forth,) 

Another Orator, Those among yon who have access to Bine Books 

-[Howls from his auditors, %oho imagine that this parUcular form 

of light literature is being held up for execration,) 

TMrd Orator [an Irishman). And I’d jnst like to ask ye now, 
as liherty-lovmg Englishmen, howwonld ye feel— hwhat would ye 
think— hwhat wonld ye if here, in this great Metropolus, ye saw 

a man harbaronsly turned out of house and home, for no other rason in 
the worrld, Gintlemen, for no other rason on this earth — ^than being 
nnahle or nnwilling to pay his rint ? Would ye call that Civilisation ? 
Crowd [unanimously) No I 

The Elderly Faddist, The force that governs this world, my 
friends, is one which, for want of a more appropriate term, I shall 
venture, with your permission, to call “Detriment.” [The Mongrel 
has had enomh of it, and strolls off to listen to the Preacher) 
Detriment. Two dots make a line — [argumentatively ) — Do theyi 
not f With the second dot we know the direction, hnt not the value. 

With the third dot j 

First Rude Boy, Ga-am— yer dotty yerself I | 

The E, F, And so with everything. All the words in our language | 
are founded upon one or other of the primary colours. We study 
Nature — and what do we ^d ? This great elementary Law ; the 
Rule of Five, supplemented, I ought to say, by the no less elementary 
Rule of Two. Thus, the human trunk with the four limbs make 

five — ^there are five senses, five holes in the head 

Second R, B, There ’s a crack in yourn, anyway ! 

The E, T, [ignoring this personality^ Five petals in most flowers, 
five pomts to a starfish, the average number of peas in a pod— five. 
Frst R, B, ’Ow many hloo beans mike five, en, Mister? 

^ [j&. F, gives it up in despair. 

Fourth Orator, Depend upon it, my friends, when that iniquitous 
law was passed, Mr. BALFOim’s conoh was visited by a nightly 


spectre — ^the phantom — {lowers his voice impressively) — the ghost, ! 
my friends,— the ghost 

The Reciter (who is well on in Fallen by the Way^), “The 
ghost had a clean white surplice as a clergyman might ha’ wore ! ” 

[Fourth 0. finds his climax spoilt, 

Irish Patriot. There ’s nothing at ahl dishonourable in being in 
prison, Gintlemen. Some of the best and greatest men that ever 
lived have been in prison 

An Auditor (who seems to have reasons of his own for finding this 
argument particularly soothing), ’Ear, ^ear ! 

The 1, P. Look at Gambbtta ! 

A Dull Man (to Neighbour), Wot ’s he a-tellin’ of us to look at ? 

His Neighbour, Gambeitee. 

TheD. M, Gam— *00 9 

Neighbour (curtly). Better. 

The D, M, Better nor wot f 

Neighbour (losing patience). Oh, I dmmo— arsk ’im ! 

The Preacher (concluding an anecdote with the voice of a bull), 
Bnt that little ho-hoy was not afride, dear friends. iVb-oh! That 
little "ho-hoy was not afride. And why was that little ho-hoy not 
afride, dear friends ? Shall I tell yer ? Becos ’is father ’ad ’old of 
’is’A-and! Har-yes! (^c,, ^c.) 

The Socialist. Don’t you be led away by no words. We shall 
' never get our rights without we shake the fist o’ fizzical force in the 
faces of our capitalist foes ! 

Puny Shopboy (much impressed). Ah, yer right there, and no 
mistike about it ! 

The S. We*re the honly class wuth bein’ considered, feUer- 
citizens! It’s hus that reppexesents the hintelleck, the henergy, 
the ability, the morality of the nation. (General chorus of * Ear, 
’ear.'”) The Haristocracy and the Middle Classes — well, they ’ve 
got jest enough er cunningness (I won’t call it hability), er cunning- 
I ness, for to cheat us out er wot ’s ours I D ’yer spose as hany o’ these 
’ere Parliment blokes go into politics for the good o’ bothers ? 

An Individual (who clearly retains no illusions). Ketch them a- 
doin* of it I 

The S, (triumphantly), Hexactly— and that’s jest wot yer wonH 
do. Depend on it, whether they call theirselves Radicals, or Liberals, 
or Tories — I draw no distinctions, they’re hall as had as one another 
—they go into politics fur wot they kin git hout of it. (Crowd 
murmur detestation^ of such sordid seljishness.) Well, wot you*^o 
got ter do is— horginise, and when you bar horginised, you ’ll ’ave 
aU the power, and then— then, fellow citizens and workers, then yer 
kin vote aU the Supplies yerselves, and vote them among yerselves ! 

[Enihusiastie applause at this lofty ideal, \ 

Another Orator (perorating from waggon), I’m speakin’ now with j 
all ’istry vivid to my reckerlection, and I ’ve no ’esitation whatAever 
in asserting fearlessly, and without fear o’ contradiction, that, of 
hall the abominable tyrants that hever perlooted this earth, the 
present Goverment [sustained groans) — ^the present Goverment. Har. 
The most Abandoned 1 (He screws each epithet out of himself with a 
tremendous contortion,) The most De^aded ! The most Cowardly ! 
The most Debased ! The most Ber-dud-thirsty ! Set of Sneakin’ 
Ruffians. That hever disgraced the Title, Of so-called Yumanity ! 

Admiring but Familiar Friend. Brayvo ! That ’s the way to ’it 
’em. Good ole Hateins! 

[Bugle sounds ; Resolution put froyn platforms, Processio7is march 
off with bands and flying colours, well pleased xoith the manner 
in which they have spent a most enjoyable afternoon. Redistri- 
bution of Property practised in sundry directions as Scene 
closes in, 

THE WHIRLIGIG OF TIME. 

“ Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety ? ” Time, the laggard, . 

For many centuries in that task might fail, 

But now succeeds— with aid from Ribee Haggaed. 

For Cleopatra, proof ’gainst use and age, 

Is dull as Fulvia*s self in Haggaeb ’s page. 

His “ Royal Egypt” Shaksbeaee ’s thralls had best shun ; 

She ’s stale, almost, as— the Egyptian Q,uestion I 

Sttb Fttnch-and- j gdice.— W e must he careful how we comment on 
the Commission, hut the mention of a Witness’s opinion of lago given 
last Thursday ^ould not be allowed to pass unnoticed. Witness 
couldn’t trust lago, and no one could. Now, why didn’t Sir James 
Hannen the Impartial at once send round to the Lyceum Theatre 
and order M. Maueel to come forward, and, if he couldn’t speak up | 
for lago, at least sing for him ? “ Ah I ” as^. Justice A. L. Smith 
observed with a sigh to Mr. Justice Day, behind the President’s hack, 

“ Jayo ’s always been mixed up with a very black business. Or 
course,” explained A. L. to his learned Brother, “ I mean the plot of 
Othello P ^‘No Moor! ” murmured Sir John (Knight and Day.) 

“ Lunch ! ” said the President. 
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DISINTERESTED COUNSEL. 



Oh, come along do 1 Why on earth should you linger ? 

You are such a selfish and stolid old hrute. 

In everyone’s pie you’d he popping a fi.nger, 

You want to play umpire in every dispute. 

Fresh pretexts you find for prolonging your stay, 
Where nohody wants you at all. Come away ! 

You’d stay in the land of the Copt— if I ’d let you— 
As bug as the Pyramids. I know your style. 

It would get along better without you, I bet you 
My bottomest dollar. Gb back fo your Isle, 

You big, bushy-headed old buffer, go back ! 

There wm never be peace on the Nue till you pack. 


The Pyramids ? Why, they are French, there ’s no doubt of it, 
Centuries forty stiU sit there and wait 
For the advent of France the Deliverer ! Come out of it ! 

Leave the poor Fellahs to merciful fate 
And the generous Frank ! Swish your tail, yes, and roar ! 

But I shall not let go, you intrusive old bore ! 

The Bondholders’ bliss and the Fellaheen’s freedom 
WiU both be secured, if you leave it to me. 

Your services ? Bah ! They don’t value or need ’em'; 

It ’s all British bunkum, pure fiddle-de-dee. 

Take the tip of the Bads and their own Grand Old Man,— 

Bid a long last farewell to the dismal Soudan. 
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You Ve botched and you Ve bungled, you’ve 
pottered and paltered, 

And stuck to no one line— except to stay on. 
Every plan of to-day has to-morrow been 
altered ; 

You’ve done everything — except just get 
you gone. [that : 

Do, do, you dear long-tailed old duffer, try 
If the world don’t rejoice, IwiU just eat my hat ! 

Eh? What? Those dashed Dervishes giving 
fresh trouble ? 

Well, well, they canH do so if once you 
clear out. 

Your duty? A phantom! Your honour? 
A bubble! 

Turn tail, that ’s your tip I Ah ! what are 
you about ? 

BonH roar and lash out with your tail, Leo, so, 
Or you ’ll make me feel bad, and I ’ll have to 
leave go ! [Left hanging on, 

THE POST ON TOAST. 

General Pillar^to^-Post’^ Office^ July^ 1889. 

It having come to the knowledge of the 
General Commanding at the PiUar-to-Post- 
OfiSlce, that the Public are under the false 
impression that the Department is intended 
for the convenience of Her Majesty’s sub- 
jects, the following regulations are now issued 
for their better information 

1. When a telegram is superscribed in such 
a manner that the receiver can only be ascer- 
tained by a momentary reference to the BoeU 
O^e ilirac^ory, the despatch will not be 
d^vered, as the Department does not under- 
take to consult Directories for the purpose of 
amplifying addresses which the senders have 
curtailed apparently to reduce the charge. 
It must be understood that the object of the 
Department is to cause the Public as much 
expense as possible, and to disturb the leisure 
the female officers have for chatting with one 
another and engagiag in ffirtation with suit- 
able persons on the other side of the counter, 
as little as practicable. 

2. When a member of the Public over 
forty, if a male, and of any age, if a female, 
asks for stamps it must be clearly understood 


concession, and that the officers of the Depart- 
ment are not required to be either prompt 
or courteous. 

3. As it is not obligatory upon the officers 
of the Department to supply change, any 
officer can refuse to give stamps and silver 
in lieu of a half-sovereign. It will not be 
accepted as a reason that this convenience 
should be afforded that the letter intended 
for dispatch is of great importance, as the 
Public must learn that their interests are 
entirely subservient to the caprice of the 
young women who are paid by the State to 
supply postage-stamps on application. 

4. It IS entirely contrary to the regulations 
that a postman who has just emptied a pillar- 
box of its contents, shall allow one of the 
Public a minute late to drop a letter into his 
bag, as this course would be calculated to 
foster the impression, that the Department 
were willing to suit the convenience of those 
who use the post as a means of intercom- 
munication. 

5. Should a member of the Public have 
cause of complaint, he may address a letter 
to the Department, which letter will be duly 
acknowledged. After a suitable delay, a 
further communication will be made to the 
writer informing him that the matter has 
been inquired into, and that nothing further 
is to be done, as the Department is entirely 
right and the member of the Public entirdy 
wrong. 

6. Should by any carelessness on the part 
of the Department a member of the Public 



ARGUMENTUM AD HOMINEM. 

Oh, Joseph ! Teddy ’s just been bitten by a stbanoe Dog 1 Doctor says we *d 

BETTER TAKE HIM OVER TO PaSTETJR AT ONCE ! 

‘’But, my Love, I ’vb just written and published a violent attack upon M. Pas- 
teur, on the score of his oev^lty to Rabbits ! and At tour iNSTictATiON, too !*’ 

“Oh, Heavens! Never mind the Rabbits now! What are all the Rabbits in 
the World compared to our only Child ! ” 


be called upon to pay a less sum than the Department considers properly chargeable, | 
the member of the PuhHc shall he treated to a series of letters and interviews,^ the cost of 
which shall be sometimes twenty or forty times in excess of the sum in dispute. By 
this means the PuhHc will he taught that expense is no object when a member of its 
body has to be harassed and snubbed. . , , 

7, And lastly. It must be clearly understood by the Public for the future, that the golden 
rule of the Pillar -to-Post-Office is, When in doubt stand to your guns and be disohUging 
and cheeky,” and that to this regulation there can and will he no possible exception. 

READY! AT, READY! RATAL lOTELLIGElSrOE 1 LA MODE. 

It is reported that H.M.S. Blunderer, thongh she will not receive her entire armament as 
promised, will he equipped with at least one oi her new guns, which, together mth two old 
muzzle-loaders, and several others of an extinct and condemned pattern, it is calculated 
will enable her, if she does not join in the firing, to take part in the forthcoming manoeuvres 
in the Solent, and the Authorities are said to he Mghly gratified at this result. It trans- 
pires, however, that there has been found great diffiouity in maiming many of the vessels of 
the First Reserve ; but the Port Admirals and the Intelligence Department, who are respon- 
sible in the matter, are said to have made every effort to cope with the emergency, they having 
fallen back on the supply afforded by the dregs of the local population, and thereby secured 
a good muster of harbour-loafers, discharged coal-heavers, and unemployed hathing- 
machhie men, from which to make up the temporary deficiency. Due to the carrying out of 
the above measures, Her Majesty’s gunboats, Jackass, Bluebottle, and Clothes-basket, h&Ne 
all respectively received a mixed crew of sweeps and costemongers, and will put to sea 
as soon as they are able under the peculiar circumstances. It is said that every vessel of the 
Torpedo Fleet will he entrusted to the charge of a couple of octogenarian veterans 
Greenwich, but as it is expected that their age and infirmity, no less tham the novelty of the 
work, will somewhat hamper them in the management of their respective craft, it has been 
decided that they shall each take on hoard with them an experienced bargee, under whose ^ 
orders they will act. 
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THE END OF AN ACT. 

{A FragTKient from a Story of a Bill of the Flay,) 


“lam afraid you never can,” observed Domestic Comedy, sadly. 
** The Cruelty to Children (Prevention) Bill has put a stop to that.” 

“ Oh, don’t say that ! ” cried the infant. “ I feel I can play so 
well. Even now I believe I could make a good understudy for the 


The Bright Little Q-irl was ushered into the presence of the three R&al Little Lord Fauntleroy, And I am only just eight years old.” 
greatest English Actresses of modem days. The first of these three “ And therefore,” added Domestic Comedy, “ by the new statute 
was golden-haired and blue-eyed— the only exponent of Portia and two years too young to appear upon any stage.” 
inimtable as Lady Macbeth. The second, who had retired for a “ "What ! may I not appear until I am ten years old?” exclaimed 
while (on a fortune), was admittedly the Queen of Laughter— the the child, in astonishment. “Why, what a shame! But, dear 
best inginue, the cleverest F’an that had ever lived. The third in Ladies, when were you allowed to act at a theatre ? ” 

Otra THEATRIOAIi CHILDREN. 

{According to recent Crrmdinetherly Legislation. JDedioated to the {Sir JR.) Temple of the Drama.) 



Rolla and the Child (legal infant, over Nonna’s Children according to the . 
ten) crossing the Bridge. New Act. Over Ten, but wonderfully 
“ Awfully heavy child.” small for their age. Odd! But there ( 
always is a supply to meet a demand, 

her presence conjured up recollections of romantic drama and that 
kind of comedy which has “ domestic ” annexed to its name. Need 
it be said that they were aU delighted to see the Bright Little Q-irl. 

‘ ‘ What do you want ? ” asked Portia-plus^Lady Macbeth^ smiling. 

“ Can we help you ? 

“If we can, we will do so willingly,” said the good-for-erery- 
thhm Kan. 

“ Oh yes,” cried DomesticComedy, clasping the tiny mite in her arms. 
“If yon please, I want to be an Actress,” returned the Bright 
Little Girl. The three goddesses shook their heads. 


OTJR BOOKINO-OFEICE. 

The Last Coup. On hearing of this hook for the first time, one 
would naturally imagine that The Last Coo^ was a tale of agricultural 
distress in Lancashire, It is, however, nothing of the l^d, hut an 
excellent story in one volume by Hawlbt Smaet, full of interest 
from start to finish. By the way, BAHBAirD''s Mm and Women of 
the Lay contains an admirable portrait of this popular novelist, 
accomp^ed by an interesting biographical notice. The other two 
celebrities included in tMs number are Q-eneral Bodiiaitgiee and 
J^s M. Y. White. This publication, which has now reached its 
eighteenth number, shows no falling off in the excellence of its 
pictures. A capital half-a-orown*s-worth, for two-and-six. — A 
; Strange Enchantment is a very original story, well-planned and 
ihoroughly carried out by B. L. Fahjeoh. It is, indeed, one of thie 
most fatjeonate of this dever writer’s one-volume novels. We shall 
probably he not very far wrong when we assert ^t the reading 
public will find A Strange Enchantment strangely enchanting. — 
Ifalks in Solland is not a juvenile volume treating of peramhula- 
^ pinafores, but a thoroughly practical guide to the country 
of me Dutch, If you widi to ascertain for yourself that the Dutch 
have takm Holland,^ you cannot do better than take Mr. Peecy 
LnmiiEr for your gmde, and he will tell you all about everything in 
me fewest words and tbe clearest no-ftiTnftT possible, 
j Baeon PE Book-Woems & Co, 


Macbeth. ‘‘Wliat is this, A Merry Christmas Prospect! 

“Oi, Mother dear! No Panto- 
ChMimterrupt'mgh.m). “NoTjahe, n^! No money! No Christmas 
But over ten years old. Ha ! Sold Shiner I ” ^ 

again ! ” 

“ Long before I was ten,” said Fortia-plus-Lady Macbeth, 

“ I too,— long before I was ten,” put in the half -retiring Nan, 

“ And I— I fancy— but I am not good at dates, and can’t be certain 
—long, I think, before I was ten,” put in Domestic Comedy. 

“ And did playing before you were ten hurt you very, very much. 
Ladies ? ” asked the Bright Little Cirl, 

“You must judge for yourself, my dear,” returned the three 
celebrated Actresses, smOingly ; and with trds nsefuL reminder to 
those who are prepared to oppose the Measnre m the House of Lords, 
the interview terminated. 


OUR EXCHANGE AND HART. 

R are entomological CHANCE.-An Aged Gentleman of 

scientific pursnits, who has devoted mnoh of his life-time to 
the Traioing and Development of the Intellectual Instincts of 
Insects, is anxious to part with a couple of hives of highly educated 
Bees to some Enthusiast who would he willing to continue the course 
of mstructiou with them that he has so successfully commenced, hut 
which, owing to a slight accident, he has been unwillingly com- 
pelled to make up his mind to abandon. Having accustomed them 
to assemble in his Dining-room at meals to the sound of a foghorn, 
and seek their hive again— a box of peculiar and ingenions con- 
struction— at the heating of a frying-pan and kitchen poker, he had 
almost succeeded in getting the little creatures to faiow hrm, when, I 
on his eightieth birthday, he had the misfortune to fall down-stairs 
with the whole apparatas, and, thereby startling and exciting the 
Bees, was so severely stung by them in their momentary panic, that ! 
he has determined, in consequence, on reling^uishing henceforth their i 
further care. As a wire-uet helmet, neck-defender, and pair of 
protecting-gloves are included in the purchase, an Entomologist gifted 
with a tolerably thick skin, and of an adventurous disposition, might 
safely communicate with a view to negotiation in the matter. A 
second-hand fire-escape, dozen of cranberry jam, or a few guinea- 
pigs, would be taken in exchange by the Advertiser, who wili he glad 
to receive as early an application as possible on the subject. 
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THE LAST CHAT AT WIMBLEDON. 

Mr, Punch, If you are not busy, I sbonld like a few words witb 
yon. 

Old Established Habitue, Busy! Wby we are neyer busy here! 
Most delighted to see yon. Have some claret cnp — or strawberries 
and iced cream P—Ton wiU find both on that sideboard. 

Mr, P. Yon seem to be pretty comfortable. 

O. E, H, Well, yes, we get on fairly well. Planked floor, carpet, 
easy chairs, mirrors and Japanese fans. Yes, not bad. And yon 
see, I have some nice plants in the monld outside my tent. The 
place looks very well when it is lighted up with paper lanterns at night. 

Mr, P, Yon know the Camp well ? 

0. E, H, Been here for the last twenty years. Wouldn’t miss 
the fortnight for the world. The only fault of Wimbledon is that 
it ’s rather noisy— at least near the ranges. 

Mr, P, And what sort of time have yon had of it this season ? 

0, E, H, Oh, very fair. Bain now and then, but this place is 
water-tight, and of course, if the weather becomes impossible, one 
can always run up to Town. But, take it all in all, we have seen a 
lot of the sun, and had plenty of Lady-visitors. 

Mr, P. Don’t yon find them rather in the way ? 

0. E, H, Grood gracious, no ! Why should we ? It makes the 
place look lively to see a number of pretty girls, in pretty dresses, 
resting in garden-chairs. Why Wimbledon would be as dull as 
ditch-water without the fair sex ! 

Mr, P, And have the gatherings at the Cottage been successful ? 

O, E, H, Certainly. Lady W-AUTjloe is always a delightful 
hostess. I must say it is a great shame to break the whole thing up, 
and send everybody to Bisley. Hot that I shall go. It will be 
too far away for me and most of us. Besides it won’t be the same 
thing I 

Mr, P, W^ not ? 

O. E, H, Why not ! Why, how on earth can you get people to 
come all ^at way for afternoon tea ? Why, you might just as well 
send out invitations for a garden-party at Aldershot ! Oh, I consider 
it simply suicidal. It wilt smash up the H. B. A. 

Mr, P, The H. B. A. ! Why, what mysterious body do those 
letters represent ? 

0. E. H, Hot know what the H. B. A. means ! Well, you are 
behind the times 1 Why, the Hational Bifle Association, to be sure ! 

Mr, P, The Hational Bifie Association ! That reminds me. You 
have said nothing about the shooting. Tell me aU about the 
shooting ! 

O. E, H The shooting, my dear fellow ! Why, none of us go 
near the shooting. In fact Wimbledon would be twice as jolly 
without it. 

Mr, P. But it is on account of the shooting that you are told to 
move on, isn’t it? 

0. E, H, Yes ; and there ’s where the bosh comes in. Surely the 
Council might have arranged to stay on, by cutting the shooting out 
of the fortnight’s doings. 

Mr, P. And you don’t think that would have robbed the meeting 
of one of its important features ? 

O. E, H, Hot a bit ; on the contrary, improved the programme. 
The ranges might have been utiLised for croquet and lawn-tennis. 
But now. my dear fellow, I am afraid I must turn you out, as I have 
to dress for mess. Pray forgive me ; but, you see, as a soldier, I am 
a slave to duty. 

Mr, P, “Asa soldier ”—h’m— quite so ! [Exit, 


ONE WOED MOEE. 

WEiL-iNTENTioioa) persons do a heap of mischief, and talk and 
write a lot of nonsense about what they don’t understand. There 
are dangers to morality (“ who deniges of it ? ”) in the Theatrical 
Profession, as in every other profession ; but these affect the amateur, 
and those who go on the stage late in life, not those who are to the 
manor bom. The lives of poor, honest, hard-working theatrical 
families, where the sons and daughters obtain theatrical employment 
at an early age, are thoroughly respectable. Their stage-work is not 
only compatible with their receiving a sound education, but is a com- 
plement of it. Habits of strict discmline, cleanliness, and domestic 
tk^t are inculcated ; the little eluldren, from the biggest down to 
the Widow’s Mites” engaged in a Pantomime, are seldom sick, and 
never sorry, but do their work with pleasure, and would probably be 
willing to undertake even “more study,” raiher than be deprived of 
their theatrical employment which brings in the money, pays the 
school, and helps to keep a happy family together under one roof, 
which “be it never so ^umble,” is styled by that dear old English 
word home,” — and there is no place like it. The efforts of those 
who would exclude children under ten from theatrical work, may 
cause great misery and break up many such happy homes. We say 
m serious emnest, and, from practical experience, we do know 
what we are talking about. 



The Count Out ; or, Arrival of a Oiant at a Merry 
Swiss YiLlage. 


MODUS OPERANDI.^^ 

Thursday, — ^With much pleasure to hear La Sonnamhukt, 
of my childhood, once more I behold ye ! Again in the merry Swiss 
Tillage, “all among the barley”— I should say the halletsn.d. 

greatly refreshed 
by the sight of so 
many Swiss boys 
and girls of all 
sizes and aU ages. 
The air of the 
La Sonnambula 
country evidently 
agrees with them. 
Mile. Ma - rtts TjJisr 
Zanpt, a very 
characteristic 
Amina, with just 
the peasant walk 
and awkward 
elbow action when 
she wishes to ex- 
press emotion, re- 
minding me of the 
vigorous flapping 
of half - fledged 
chickling’s wing. 
Had the old song, 
^\Would I were a 
Pird,^^ been in 
this Opera, how 
mightily appro- 
priate it would 
have been for our good little peasant girl, Tan Zajsdt. Then, she ’s 
so affectionate to her kind old mother, Teresa Chimmidgio (touchingly 
played by Madame Lablache), who is so “ lone and lorn,” and 
apparently like “the old mawther ” in David Copper field, frequently 
‘^thinking of the old ’un,” — ^the old ’un being, of course, the late 
lamented Gummidgio, Mabie van Zandt brings out strongly the 
contrast between Amina, so amenable to good influences, so easEy 
led away by her mother, and our lAsa, the flirty and flighty, so 
easily led away by anybody in the shape of a man. Our Lisa 
capitally played by Mile, Ba-UEBMeisier. Is there any part of any 
age^ country, musical, mountain or kitchen range, that this universal 
genius couldn’t play to the great contentment of even the most critical 
audience ? Is there a better Marta in Faust f A better Inez in Tro~ 
vatoref A better Giovanna in Eigoletto f ‘A better — I forget her 
name— in the Barbiere f and a better anybody in any other opera 
you like to mention? She is the Bauermeister singer. Tan Zandt 

immensely applauded, specially in high notes, which went far up 
above Edouard de Beszke ’s nead, and that ’s saying or singing 
a good deal, as when he once appears on the stage as Count Rudolf o 
—a misnomer, as he is Count Polite-olfo, with charming manners 
—all the others are mere pigmies ; and, as for Elvino, me typical 
Swiss peasant lover, had it come to a big row (and there was a Ettie 
one occasionally), Count Edouard would just have taken him up — 
perhaps he might have liked being taken up by a nobleman— and 
pitched him over his shoulder into the next Canton, or farther, — ^into 
rekin. Delightfully pretty Opera, so simple, tuneful, and dramatic. 

Saturday, — Die Meister singer. Musically, histrionically, and 
spectacularly, a magnifioent performance. Opera full of melod;^ and 
genuine humour. All' of the Wag in Wagijes is in Die Meister- 
singer. Slices should be taken out of First and Second Acts. Eva 
is abont the poorest part Madame” Albani has Eva undertaken ; 
Hans Sachs a grand one for M, Lassallb, and Walther equally fine 
for M. Jean de Beszke ; honours easy — Sachs of one, and half-a- 
dozen of the other. Signor I@nabdon shows himself a genuine 
Comedian as Sixus Bechmesser ; and M. Montabiol a most con- 
scientious artist, inasmuch as he has shaved off his eapillaxy 
attractions in order to play the gay young David, Manoineixi 
conducted admirably, and Magoib MTcIntybe beamed on everybody 
from a private box. Mise-en- scene most effective, Memorable 
triumph. Go and s ee it. 

PEHSEES POUB PLUHKET. 

How lovely is the Embankment from Westminster to Blaokfriars ! 
Where are the dl fresco Bestaurants ? 

How nice trees would look in Begent Street, Pall Mall, and Picca- 
dilly, as far as South Kensington Museum, where the Boulevard 
begins ? 

If it can be done in Shaftesbury Avenue, why not everywhere 
else ? 

How irreatly the Parks and Kensington Gardens might be im- 
proved if I could induce the other feUows to adopt Mr, Punches 
suggestions. 



[JuLT 20, 1889. 



HAPPY THOUGHT. 

The Elkcteic Ltohi, so favoxibable to Fubnituiie, Wall Papeks, Pictures, Sckeens, &o,, is not always becoming to the 
Female Complexion. Light Japanese Sunshades will be found invaluable. 


^'WHEN YOU COME TO THINK OP IT/' 

Latest Yeesion, 

Stt'iigt Apropos of the Commission on Royal Grants^ hy a Working-Man. 

I’m a ’omy-’anded Son of Toil— leastways, so say the patterers, 
When I come to think of it ! 

And all my ’appiness in life comes from— well, not the chatterers, 

I When I come to think of it ! 

They cackle of Democracy— I don’t think arf a dump of it, 

That is, the sort they recommend, and I ’are ’ad a lump of it. 

Both sides ’ave tried it on me now— and now I 've got the hnmp of it — 
When I come to think of it ! 

It seems to me the upper classes always get the best of it, 

When I come to thihk of it ! 

They ’ve got their palaces, good pay, hig pensions, and the rest of it, 
When I come to think of it 1 [spout of it. 
If a Workin’-Man thinks somethihk ’s wrong, and wants to go and 
He’U. find a lot of M,P, pals to hack him, there ’s no douht of it ; 

But when he ’s listened to their chat— he don’t get nothink out of it ; 
When you come to think of it ! 

Take this here Eoyal Grants affair— it ’s stiffish, I ’ll allow of it. 
When you come to think of it I 
But reason ought to settle it, no good to make a row of it, 

WTien you come to think of it ! 

Labbt and Stohey argufy, and want to make a fight of it ; 

. But will they save a copper when they’re in the very height of it ? 
Fancy there ain’t much option, and Smith feels he ’s in the right of it. 
When he comes to think of it ! 

The “ Workman’s Friends ” put up their backs whenever there’s a 
chance of it, When you come to think of it ! 

They patters on, in Pariyment, and makes a pretty dance of it. 

When you come to t hink of it I 

They’re “broti^s, |)ledged to Labour’s Cause,” — they do spout, 


They swore to free Old England from class rule ; we ’d soon be quit of it ; 1 
I arst you— have they done it ? will they do it ? Not a bit of it ! 
When you come to think of it ! 

A Eoyal Wedding causes joy to every one who hears of it. 

When they come to think of it ! 

I fancy I can see the show, and hear the ’arty cheers of it, 

When I come to think of it I 

I likes to hear of wedded bliss ; our Eoyal Lot thinks well of it ; [it; 

I ’ve watched — and paid— for forty year, and that’s a goodish spell of 
And now I sometimes wonder who the sum and end can tell of it. 
When I come to think of it ! 

We’re told the Prince of Waxes works ’ard— it’s quite true every 
word of it. When you come to think of it ! 

I think he earns his screw, at least, from what I ’ve seen and heard 
of it, When I come to think of it 1 

Stinginess ain’t a Briton’s game ; for Me, I will have none of it ; 

StiE, one would like to know how fur we ’ll go afore we ’ ve done of it. 
If ’tis “ till farther herders,” well, I don’t quite see the fun of it. 
When I come to think of it ! 

Fair ’s fair, and whilst we ’ave a Throne we ’re bound to up and pay 
When you come to think of it ! ^ [for it. 
But when I arsks ‘ ‘ How much ? ” I wants a arnser. I will stay lor it— 
When I come to think of it ! 

But they mustn’t snub me as a snob because I dare to speak of it. 
Some say it ain’t my business, boys,— I like the blooming cheek of it. 
I ’ave to stump up from my screw— there’s thirty bob a week of it ! 
When I come to think of it ! 

' I think there ought to be some rule, and that we ought to know of it ; 
When I come to think of it I 

i This here Committee m^ do good if they can make some show of it, 
When they come to think of it ! 

But as to lots o’ this loose talk— I ’m not a blessed babby, boys, 

I wants to do the thing that ’s fair, not swindled, nor yet shabby, boys, 

, And that they ’ll find is the straight tip, Stohey, Bradlaugh and 
Labby, boys ! When they come to think of it ! 
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THE POLL OE HIS HEAET ! 

New Yeesion. 

Air — “ JBis Heart loas True to FolV^ 

“ I must go to sea,” 

Said Charley B. 

As he sang the good old song ; 

“ When a tar wants to fight, 

He doesn^t do right 
To stay ashore too long. 

For there are snch mm ’tins 
In the House of Commons, 

Red tape-ist old pig-tails, droll ! 

They won’t mind my defection, 

And I shan’t seek re-election. 

That’s not my sort of ‘ Poll.’ 

But— 

To Poll my heart is tme, 

‘Poll’ means the Jacket Blue,— 
It’s no matter what I he, 

On the turf or an M.P. 

To Poll my heart is tme 1 ” 

Chorus^ 

His heart is true to Poll ! 

His heart is true to Poll I 
No matter what he he, 

On the Turf or an M.P., 

His heart is tme to Poll I 

So he spoke out his mind : 

And immediately resigned 
His Parliamentary seat ; 

For says he, “ Belay, I shall 
Come hack an Admiral 
When once I ’ve joined the Fleet. 

Just give me a command, 

No more I ’ll stop on land 
To he a figure-head or wooden doll, 

For wherever I may wander, 

I ’m a thinkin’ of the Condor^ 

For my he art is true to Poll ! 

Befrain (with resignation). 

No ‘ poll,’ but tme to Poll I 
No ‘poll,’ hut tme to Poll ! 
Wherever I may he. 

On the Turf, or an M.P., 

My heart is tme to Poll I ” 

Chorus M,— His heart is true to Poll, &c. 
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Infahts’ Dtsohders. — ^No, we cannot say 
for certain that the convulsions from which 
your child has suffered— (we are glad to hear 
that he has quite recovered from the attack to 
which you refer), were caused hy over-feeding 
him on “ Pilkmgton’s Infantile Brain and 
Nerve Yegetahle Food.” ^ It is much more 
likely that they were occasioned hy that hearty 
meal of japanned lobster you mention, or more 
possibly still hy his eating the tops of those 
patent Norwegian matches, to a hoi of which 
you unfortunately seem to have let him had 
access. We cannot say whether holding him 
up hy the legs and giving a tumbler of hot 
gm-and-water every ten minutes would prove 
an efiBLcacious remedy. It sounds as if there 
were something in it. Next time you notice 
any symptoms of the fit coming on you might 
certainly try it. 


ISTEW AND FASHIONABLE VERSION. 

Hope springs eternal in the female breast : 
Woman ne’er is, hut always to he— dressed J 

A New Mxtzzul’ttm Order— not given hy 
the Shah, hut hy the Poliee. Dogs to he 
muzzled from 31st inst. till December. But 
why defer it tfil the end of the month ? The 
dog that knows the value of his day will 
make the most of the remainder of July. 


A GRIEVANCE. 

(THE STOCK INEXHAUSTIBLE !) 

LaMlord. “ Well, Stubbles, at any rate you ’ve got a magnificent Crop of Hay 
THIS ” 

Portly Tenant Farmer (reludantly), “ Ye-es ; BUT YOU see, my Lord, there ’s such A 
pREcioos Lot of it ! Look what it ’ll cost mb for Labour to get it in 1 1 ” 


AT THE LYCEUM. 

Of all the actresses so fair. 

How very few like Sally ! 

Such tonesj such charm, such auburn hair ! 
Of which she knows the vally. 

And when she ’ll act, 

We cry— ’tis fact— 

“ Some inspiration’s ta’en her ! ” 

But when she won’t, 

Why, then— she don’t, 

And she does both as Lena, 


MOST ANNOYING. 

Frivolous Person (who has heen brought hy 
Serious Friend to see an Foclesiastical func- 
tion^ catches sight of Foreign Prelate), Is 
that the Archbishop of Cyprus Y ^ 

Serious Friend (anxious to impart useful 
information). Yes, thatie “ his Beati'^de.” 

F, P, (seeing an opportunity). Fine up- 
standing chap, (Suddenly,) Hope he’s a 
good sanor. 

S, F, (falling into trap). Why ? 

F, P, (delighted). Because it this is his 
Be-atitude, I should like to know what is his 
Sea-attitude. 

[Serious Friend wishes he hadrCt induced 
him to come. 


A NURSERY FORECAST. 

Sing a song of Royal Grants, 

Labby full of glee i 
Twenty-one Commissioners 
Rather up a tree ! 

Yet, when the case was opened 
It pretty soon was seen 
They had resolved a dainty sum 
To set before the Queen. 

Though she, some malcontents averred. 
Had hoarded heaps of money, — 

Bnt what she could have done with them 
They frankly owned was funny. 

Bnt John Bull, to such cavillings 
Being not at aU disposed, 

For five good figures drew his cheque, 
And thus the matter closed. 


“N.B.” — After the ceremony, at which 
the Shah, it is thought, will be present 
(wedding-present, of course), the Earl of 
Fife and his Royal Wife (“ dropping into 
poetry”) will go to the Thane’s home in 
Scotlana. This is Deesided. 


No Separatist I Bur Grand Old Unions 
1ST ! !— Mr. Gladstone on his Golden Wed- 
ding Day ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TORT, M.P. 

JELouseof Commons^ Monday Kight, July 8.— Q-overnment beaten 
in Lords last week ; ran narrow risk of defeat in Commons to-night ; 
all owing to the Maskiss. Like Hans Bkeitjiann, the Maesiss 
“ had a Barty.’^ About Four o’CIock, Old MoealitYj looking round 
over deserted benches on kCiisteiial side, hoarsely whispered, “ Yere 
is dat Barty now ? ” . , 

“At Hatfield,” said Aebes-Dottg-las, a little tartly.^ Like the 
rest; Akers been invited to meet the Shah, but kept in town by 
sitting of House. 

“ Then telegraph for them to come back,” said Old Morality. 
Situation certainly critical. William O’Beien moving Adjourn- 
ment, and discussing row at Cork, where Peter O’Brien, M.P. (always 
heing mistaken for somebody else) , got his head broken. Irish Members 
all in attendance ; Opposition Benches full ; thirteen men, all told, 
comprised full strength on Ministerial side. If Irish Members were 
to lead Sexton away, close np debate, and take early Division, 
Government helpless. If Sexton could be drawn out, good for an 
hour’s speech, and Ministry would he saved. Telegram would have 
reached Hatfield ; special train on the rads ; every moment bringing 
it nearer. Old Moraxitt fidgeted on seat all through dnestion 
Time. When questions over, O’Brien rose to move Adjournment 
amid storms of cheers from Irish Members, spoiling for the fight. 
Old Morality anxiously scanned benches, discovered Sexton there. 
“ All not lost yet,” he murmured, under his breath, 

Help came from unexpected quarter.^ Speaker ruled O’Bribn’s 
M otion out of order ; Ministers breathed again ; House 
got into Committee on Scotch Local Government BiH; 
Bdc!HANAN moved Amendment raising whole question 
of rights of way. Lord- Advocate op- 
^ posed ; Scotch Members saw their oppor- 

tunity; shut off debate; shouted for 

“Ashmead,” said Old Morality, 
^ 73 turning to Civil Lord, “ this suspense is 
terrible. Heard of your agility at Paris, 
Iffiy your mounting Eiffel Tower four steps 
^ ^ Clock Tower now ; see 

^ catch sight of our men coming,” 

Ashmead ofi like a young fawn. Rir- 
Akthur Baxpoxjr put up to 

-- . . 1 ^ ^ lessfy about, ^boiling waverers with his 

Mover of Amendment. glittering eye. Time of triumph near at 

hand. Akers-Douglas’s misfortune is Jacoby’s opportunity. Hatless 
and almost marticulate he prevaded the Lobby, bringing men from 
distant holes and comers. Arthur Baleoitr nearly finished his 
speech ; nothing more could be done ; Division must follow ; defeat 
inevitable. Old Morautt’s eyes fixed with strained glance on 
door through which Ashmead Bartlett had vanished on way to 
Clock Tower. Will he never come hack ? Yes ; rapid steps are 
heard; a finshed face flashes through House; and Civil Lord 
drops breathless on Treasury Bench. 

‘^Brother Ashmead,” said Old Morality, “did you see anybody 
coming ? ” 

“Train arrived; men coming in hansoms, four-wheelers, busses, 
wheel-barrows, anything I ” 

Arthur Baleour down ; bell clanging through House • and, just 
in time, the party from Hatfield headed by Addison, Q„C., in white 
waistcoat and new necktie, streamed in ; saved the Government and 
stra^led the rights of way in Scotland. 

“very interesting,” said Old Morality, mopping Ms damp fore- 
head: “very interesting indeed, but a few more quarters of an 
hour like this would lead to vacancy in the leadersMp of the House of 
Commons.” 

Business done, — Committee on Scotch Local Government Bill. 
Tuesday Night — A hustling night in Commons, Sitting oMefly 
spent in Division Lobby. Old Morality nominated Committee on 
Royal Grants. Ghentlemen below Gangfway protested. Threatened to 
take Division on every name; actually took six. Four hundred 
gentlemen, of various ages from twenty- two to eighty, racing round 
lobbies hour after hour. Grand Old Man kept well in the front, 
“ Must take a certain amount of exercise every day,” he said when 
I remonstrated with him on imperilling Ms valuable Hf e. ‘ * Generally 
walk home after dinner ; this evening get my walking done before.” 

Off ag^ainon sixth lap without turning a hair — almost, indeed, with- 
out ^vmg any to turn. Storey, always long drawn out (six feet 
ifcL his stoddngs, I should say), to-night longer than ever. ITnfolded 
Chapter after Chapter ; most exciting. Chapter III., headed “ Cham- 
berlain.” /Old Morality moved Chamberlain on Committee; 
SrbREY, amid strenuous shouts of delight from Radicals, moved Mm 
off. Drew interesting sketch of Chamberlain as Samson, with 
1 Jesse Collings as Delilah shearing Ms locks preparatory to 

delivering him over to Philistines. (First PMlistme represented by 
Old Morality.) Ninety-five Radicals voted to bury Samson under 
ruins of proposed Committee. Philistuxes rallied round him ; beat 
off assailants with overwhelming force of three to one. 

George (Campbell, who usually votes with minority, went astray 
in one division. Yoted with the Government for retention on Com- 
mittee of Archibald Campbell. 

“ Couldn’t help it, yon know,” he said, apologetically. “Blood is 
tMcker than water. Clansmen must stand by each other. The 
Campbells always hang together.” 

“ Serve ’em right ! ” growled Sage of Gueen Anne’s Gate, 

Business c?owe.— Committee on Royal Grants appointed. 

Thursday, — Atmosphere of Committee on Scotch Local Govern- 
ment Bi^rujBded ^ little 

askance at Mundel]^, 

declares pro^sal in the Bill 
assailed by Moworth to be 

Arthur^ ^AgpOTR writhes 

Temple an^ undertake ^he 

be to marshal the MinmteriM ^ 

lihhy with Howorth and 

Temple, and snatch this John Anthony, 

toothsome bone from the Radical dogs who were so noisily mouthing 
it ! A moment of mad delight ; hut it would not do. So Arthur 
made a clever speech, iu which he showed that whilst the Bill 
admitted principle of Free Education, it was only its little way. 
Really did not mean anything. Must stand by the Bill. Tories 
and Radicals went into one Looby, 245 against Amendment, only 52, 
with Richard Temple at their head, gallantly hut vainly endeavour- 
ing to stem the Rising Flood, 

Friday —Csime suddenly upon Philip Stanhope sitting all by 
himself under Gallery. Had a peculiarly 
woe-begone expression unfamiliar on Ms 
ebeerfnl countenance. Looked as if he 
y\ thought he was in church. 

What ’s the matter ? ” I asked, in my 
cheery way. “ Been a row in the family ? 
Hasjyour noble brother said he can’t stand 
Radical goings on ? or is 
remorse at the anguish caused by your 
m other brother on Treasury Bench, 

when yon come np to table to 
‘tell’ the rag-tag-and-boh-tail 
in its efforts to defeat the best 
r possible Government ? ” 

‘ ‘ No,” said Stanhope, clasping 
Ms hands over Ms knees, “it’s 
-none of those tMngs. I’mthink- 
ing of Jacoby. All throngh the 
Session we have ‘ told ’ and toiled 
together, and now he ’s chucked 
the whole thing up. Says he 

“N^eJmind,” I said, “you’ll 
get somebody else, thoughprobahly 
Thinking of Jacoby. SO muchto the manner bom. 

; ^ o j j giippogfe^ jiow he ’s ceased to he 

. WMp, Jacoby will wear his hat again m the Lobby ? He won’t Hke 
that. What makes him so pleased to dispense with Ms hat ? ” 

“Don’t know,” said Stanhope, wearily, “unless in other times 
he may have acquired a distaste for the article through having gone 
, abouthishusiness wearing three at a time.” 

Business done,--- Scotch Local Government Bill again iu Committee. 


0:5* irOKOE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To- this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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WIMBLEDON WHIMS. 



Second Tlmympathetic Loafer^ Yes, and “wliat are yon a poking 
yonr blooming nose in here for? 

Third Unsympathetic Loafer, I’ll tell yon who he is. He’s “ Jim 
the Choker,” or next door to him. ’Ere let ’s run him in. 

Several Unsympathetic Loafers, Run him in. String him np ! 
Lynch him ! ^ [ They hustle ht7n, 

RaUd Interviewer {protesting with a good-humoured smUe), No, 


‘Elevation wrong!’’ . . . 
“He obtained a high 
magpie I ” 


“ He made several 
bull’s-eyes.” 


“Exciting!! A tie!! at 
the last moment ! !” 


IRREPRESSIBLE I OR, THE CRIMINAL UNGAUGHT GUIDE. 

Little Grirwinal Tragic Comedy , in Two Ads, now in daily rehearsal, 

ACT I. 

The Scene represents a hack alley in a low !Bast Lind slum, in which 
an atrocious murder has just been committed, fortyiing in its turn 
the eighteenth of a series of similar outrages, the peculiar feature 


yon perhaps might be able to snpply me with some particnlars. 
\M6b of Loafers instantly relent, and turn in for a drink accordingly, 
furnishing the Rabid Laterviewer tvith odds and ends of local infor- 
mation, with which he judiciously spices his jive-column article 
for the Irrepressible,^^ Surveying with much satisfaction his work, 
which is an elaborate and exhaustive account of the whole affair. 

g andering to a morbid public craving, but furnishing the ‘‘Wanted* 
•ne, if he chance to see it, with a full and detailed account of 
all the measures taken by the Tolice to p^^event his escape, and giving 
him exactly the reguisite information he stands in need of to enahk 
him to baffle Justice and elude the reach of the arm of the Law.) 
Well, come, I think that ought to satisfy ’em ; I ’ve left nothing out. 
{Admiringly), By Jovel if “Jim the Choker” were to see it, it 
wonld be qmte a httle handbook for him ! 

ACT IL — A hidden Retreat beyond the ken of the Authorities, The 
“Wanted” One discovered deeply engaged perusing a recent 
number of the “ Irrepressible,^^ 

The ‘^Wanted” One {rising with satisfaction). So, that’s their 


of which has been the screwing off of the victimU head by the game is it? WeU,^ it’s aU set out here, chapter and verse, plain 
perpetrator. The extra vigilance of the Police has for some time enough, and no mistake! Gb>odness knows what I should do, if 
past apparently acted as a check upon the murderer, but this it wasn’t for these here blessed papers. Howsomever, thanks to 
having been for no very definite reason just relaxed, he has them, I can pretty well see my next move. ^ So here goes to make it. 
quickly responded to it by the commission of a fresh crime, [Makes it, and is consequently continuing to escape detection, as 

This has somewhat reasonably agitated the dwellers in the imme- Curtain des cends, 

diate neighbourhood, and they, together with the Medical Men, 

Coroner, Jurymen, Police Authorities, Local Loafers, Night py Ay TITV/TTr 

Lodging-house Keepers, Witnesses, and General Outsiders, are xxiixi-Xi-mij. 


all assembled at the scene of the recent ghastly occurrence, A At the Court. — ^Mrs. JoHM Woon is a public benefactress. London 
Rabid Interviewer, representing the '^Irrepressible Press, is getting dreadfully dull. The season is going out like an expiring 
Note-book in hand, forces his way authoritatively through the set-piece of fireworkery. St. Swithin has got hold of the weather. 
crowd, and pushes himself to the front. But at the Court /VrfArX 

Rabid Interviewer (going up to' Witness and slapping him ^l^eato^oumay |1 | j 

familiarly on the shoulder), Ha ! You’re the man I wantfo get at. f \ 1 

Witness (resentfully). Come, now, what are yon np to r Yon , (i .ji t 

are making some imsteke! laughter. Aunt 1 h 

Rabid Jbiterviewer, Hot ahit. Yon ’re one of the Witnesses, aren’t is ^oellent f I j{|| L ^►wBp|||jJ:jP 

yon? (Witness^nods assent,) WeU, then, you’re the feUow to be- I ,ii 

post me up in what I want to know. Perhaps yon don’t know who ll : ' I liU'*' f 

I am. the “ Press.” I ’m here for the Irrepressible, Now do i ✓ 

yon imderstand ? 3 okes,fim of sto- 1|,!| | 1 

Witness (with effusion). Perfectly: and in that case I’m sure any *■! '( jijl 

information I can give yon I shaH he only too happy to snpply, ?r 
Rabid Interviewer, So do, and fire away. {He does, and furnishes -“f^^inuy pnz- 
his interlocutor with copious details of the recent evidence coupled compiica- 

loith local gossip and much other interesting material for “ co«y.”) ^ ™ y 

Thanks! And now {turning to Police Ofdcial) perhaps yon ’ll he I ll if I I I 

good enough to teU me what moves yon are making in me game, i 1 v /oilKSk M J 

Yon ’re on his track? eh? dower by reveal- 

Police Official {doggedly), I ain’t at liberty to say what we is on I 1 ^ f 'jte 

and what we ain’t. Besides, how do I know who you are who is cogent my- 1 | ■ | I (j , 

asking questions of me. {With apologetic cauition,) We must be on senmmcongra- ir 1 M j l' i ' 

the look ont, you know. .. .. .. 


the look out, yon know. ' " " ' ^ ill ' ' ‘ IW 

JRam in^ernr (with much bonh(mie). whJ She Wood, and he 'Wouldn’t. 

^ “ = l&EA^^Y^x’einen-y inepixation.. Mra. Jouk Woon, most 

PoUet OffieJ {imLaly comincc^. Oh! then in tlmt case, of ^ 

course, I don’t mind telling you that— appears in the witoess-hox.^ It is hard to say if Mr. Anx^ CEcai 

[Furnishes him with a coonplete account of all the measures v 

about to be taken by the Authorities at Scotland Yard tcvth a /rfpv 

etWfoa. oap^e o/i^‘‘Wanted”Mnrderer, ^ 


Mahid lUfen^ewer (taJcina it aU down in his Think yon, w 

that’ll do capitally. Ha f and now, let ’a see. Perhaps yon call 5®^ of Jroom’* Zeg^ Mamms. He wonld he ctniteanew 

tdl me something. ^(Suddenly buttonholes aSead of a, Zepltment, S^wm, a cle^ sweep, which ^ d^t^t 

who has driven over in a cab from the West End to personally patter from making a 


gives a piquant dash of Yankee flavour to the entertainment. 


who has driven over in a cab from the West End to personaUy m)m m^g a sweep oiean. n^p^sons.’ ^ss xtosinx 

ffif 

Head of Department {with much urbanity). Delighted, I’m sure. 

?n information Xp is bright aLd & 

Pobidlra^nwer. Q,nite so. {Forces Umsaf among a crowd of »®“* ^ suooess, sa® 

Tlii&jxA'QB^Q^iolijiaioj&wh^ are vagvMily dtscmsing the recent atrocity), j.he t/Biiic opg the jxkahth. 

Well, my good people, and have you any news to give me ? 

First Unsympathetic Loafer, Give you any news? What for? La.tbst BtuxEinr.— Poet BnowEiNe much better, in oonsequence of 
Who are yon, I should like to know ? Amis Wbic^ht ’s judicious treatment, but still suffering from Firz. 


voi, xcfvn 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[July 27 , 1889 . 



•J* i 


yf. 


Mr, Punch {to the ex-Fremter and his Wife on the 

Dabbt and Joajs ! My dear 'Wiixiam:, I certain 
Yon ’U pardon the phrase j *tis familiar, hut kind. 

To draw tot the mob domesticity’s curtain, 

Whidi oug:ht to be sacred, is scarce to my mind. 

But when such mat actors as yon tread our stages, 

There’s little life lends that is solely their own. 

In how many roles have yon posed in my pages ? 

"Wdl, now you torn np. Will, as Dakbt— with Joait ! 


happy occasion of their Golden Wedding ) : — 

Yon know the old ballad ? Of course—yon know all things, 
From Homes to Woodpaxl, in verse or in prose ; 

For yonrs is a mind which, on big things and small things, 
Can, like the great pachyderm’s trunk, deftly close. 

That Dabby might well be serenely reflective. 

And you, my dear Will, on this notable day, 

Must surely incline to the mood retrospective. 

A mingling of pensive, proud, grateiul, and gay. 
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"AMUSEMENTS/^ 

T&mis Flayer {from Lrnidon). “ Don’t see the Fun o* this GtAme— knockin’ a Ball into a Bush, and then ’tintin’ about foe it 1 


^Tis fifty years since, in then little known Hawarden, 

Its chxiroli, which so often has echoed yonr Yoice, 

With laurels and flower-garlands glowed like a garden. 

Whilst Q-ladstone was wed to the girl of his choice. 

“ Yoting Gladstone,” the Church and State champion, Tory, 
Disciple of Peel and Macaulay’s graye foe. 

Since then what a long, strange, iUustrions story 
Of rise vastly rapid and change far from slow ! 

July Thirty-Nine found yon Benedick youthful, 

July Eighty-Nine finds you—weU, “ Grand Old Man,” 

As your worshippers say ; and no donht they are truthful, 
Though stale adulation is not Punch's plan. 

And Glynne’s graceful daughter has shared it and crowned it, 
That strenuous life and that splendid career ; 

Much harder great “ Daeby ” would doubtless have found it 
Without gentle “ Joan ” to console and to cheer. 

Did “Dabby” now sing, it were scarce “ Camptown Paeesf' 
But rather that musical song by Molloy, 

Which Antoinette Sterltno invests with such graces, 

And Punch is most happy to hear and enjoy. 

And “ Joan ” would join in with a refrain quite ready, 

For whatever change come in fortune or fame, 

Joan’s faith in her Dabby is constant and steady, 

And Dabby to Joan will be “ always the same.” 

And Punch on this bright Golden Wedding rejoices 
To wish the great couple a future all gold ; 

And herein is sure he interprets and voices 
The wish of all parties, of yotmg and of old. 

Here ’s Wiliiam: and Catbdbdsine’s health in a brimmer ! 

We ’ll trust the good pair who together have grown, 

With hearts nothing colder and eyes nothing dimmer, 

May live many years to play “Dabby and Joan.” 


CONUNDRUM POE NEXT BANK HOLIDAY. 

Q. When is a City Clerk like an ill-treated Russian Serf ? 

A. When he gets an outing. [Italics used to assist the earTiest Student, 


A PILL POE ^^THE PILLARS.'^ 

My Dear Mr. Punch, 

In the years of long ago, when the “ Tic” was indeed “the 
Yio ” (and had not become a sort of frisky Coffee Palace), I remember 
seeing plays in which many a wealthy Merchant posed as a saint when 
he was the veriest sinner. I fancy that I have seen a wealthy Mer- 
chant (who must have been a wicked Baronet, as no one at me Tie 
Dnregenerate could be quite bad unless able to add “ Bart.” to his 
name) sending cofBn- shijps to sea to get rid of inconvenient witnesses 
to his crimes, and I imame that I have noticed this wealthy 
Merchant learning in Act me last, that his only son was on board ; 
the vessel he had doomed to a watery grave. I have an idea, too, that i 
the wealthy Merchant was not particular about the sex or those he I 
ruined, and generally died by his own hand. And I remember that 
a play like this used to make me laugh. 

Well, the other day (or rather afternoon) I went to the Op6ra 
Comique Theatre, to assist at the benefit of that clever little actress, 
Miss VIha Bebinoee, when I [saw a piece called The Pillars of 
Society, of very much the same character as that I faintly recollect 
at the IJnregenerate Tic. There was a wealthy Merchant (not a 
“ Bart.” because be was a Norwegian), who posed as a saint when 
he was the veriest sinner, who sent oofSn-ships to sea, and who found 
that in one of the doomed vessels was his own son. The wealthy 
Merchant of the Middlesex site, however, unlike the opulent “ Bart,” 
of the Surrey side, did not die, hut repented, after a long and seem- 
ingly unappreciated confession. On the other hand, the wealthy 
Merchant, like his Yic-ions prototype, was not at all particular about 
the sex of tliose he ruiued. But there was one distinct difference 
between the version of the North and the version of the South. At 
the theatre south of the Thames I remember the dialogue was crisp 
aud to the point. We had plenty of action, and. so to speak, soon 
“ came to the ’osses.” North of the Thames the dialogue was hope- 
lessly dull ; so I did not feel inclined to laugh at the Opera Comique 
Theatre—I only wanted to sleep ! Yours faithfully. 

One who has had Enoitoh of Ibsen. 
P.S,— Let me add that the translation by Mr. William Abchee 
seemed to he excellent. But what a pity it is he ever learned 
Norwegian ! 










PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[July 27 , 1889 . 


H.E.H. the Duke of Cambbidge, but everybody delighted to see us 
JUNKETING. all the same. Old gentleman on the doorstep with hald head and with- 

T,.. r n 1 T>T out a hat (must he Proprietor, or Manager, as no one stands on the 

Decision— Leaf from CooTiery -Boole Bapid Bun Arrival doorstep of a hotel without a hat unless he is a Manager or a Pro- 
reemar J'eopie. prietor,— why should he ?) smiles, hows, and makes some pleasant 

“ I >VE heard that Ilfraoomhe ^s a heautifol place,” I observe to mj remark about weather and journey. 1 think he waves us toward 
friend, Copley Maekham, taking care to emphasise “ Aearc?.” This the bar, where young ladies, buxom and businesslike, are prepamg 

in reply to a desire just to take down our names in a re^ster, as if we ’d come to be married, 
expressed by Copley Tall, delicate-looking Head Waiter— not unlike Mr. Papustell, only 
i-Ti ^ town, and darker, and with a higher colour— appears from cofEee-room, and 

choose a house in some is followed by a short Waiter, just to show us that theyVe got ’em 
^ distant spot. Both of us of all sorts and sizes; a Chambermaid is on the staircase expecting 

ready and wiUing for us, Boots and Porter in the haU,— all waiting breathlessly for our 
a junket. Junket is answer to somebody’s momentous question as to what time we would 
. neouliarly Devonian, dine, put by, I think, but am not sure, the bald-headed Proprietor or 

Therefore, merry House- Manager. 

\ lnTnf.Avfl nTA -to-a. flnrl **fl. rin'PT.'wv fanTrst ■fnrni'nfy fn tyia. flAVAU-tbirtv'* eh?” TTia titTift ia 


^-lyN hunters are we, and “a Copley says, turning to me, “Seven-thirty^ eh?’’ His time is 
"Sr junketing we will go, my mine ; by all means, 7*30. This “ sweetens” him again, and he’s in 

a junketing we a better humour. With a sigh of relief, the tableau breaks up ; 
will go ! ” the coloured likeness of Paeeell retires, the short Waiter follows 

“To Cook’s ofdce for him^^both smiling, as much as to say, “-4w revoir — at 7*30 sharp ; ” 
iff III Biil tickets,” says Copley, the Boots disappears with our bags, the Hall-porter goes on an errand 

knowingly, “because,’’ for the Proprietor, the young ladies return to their tea and ledgers, 

’ i Ja he continues, as if giving and the trim Chambermaid beckons us to follow her to our rooms. 

solution of a riddle, “Sweetening” process taking effect on Copley. He actually 
^ ^ I “Because Cook’s office commends the place so far as “pretty.” But “not bracing,” he 

Mr jt han^,” — ^we are says ; “ T^don’t think it ’s bracing. Though,” he adds, meditatively, 

Ludgate CSrcus, “and “the air seems to be giving me an uncommonly strong appetite.” 
when you arrive at the Then he suggests that, as we have come to look for houses, we may 
* ^ ^ ' station provided with as well call on the house-agent.” I agree. Wehireafl.y. 

“ Cook’s,” you haven’t got to wait your turn at the booking-office, Plyman most civil. “House-agent? Certainly, Sir.” Mr. Billam 

but can nip into your carriage and secure the best places. See ?” is the man. WiU drive us there in no time. On our road, Flyman 
I do see. Our fickets are Cook’k and we are ready to enjoy all the pulls up sharply. Mr. BiLLAMis just coming downhill as we are going 
fun of the Fare. So Copley and 1 part, till to-morrow. up, having finished his work and closed his office for the day. “ But i 

“ If Copley is your travelling companion,” says Jm O’Bwyee, at that doesn’t matter,” says Mr. Billam, cheerfully, “I ’ll see to it at ! 
the Club, to me, “ mind you, my boy, you ’ll have to sweeten him, once, if you ’ll allow me to ride up.” He jumps in— a sharp business- j 
or he ’ll be nasty.” This is a pleasant prospect. like man with a pleasant manner — and in a few minutes we are at 

N'ext Jiformwy.— Copley seems to have met various persons who his office, which he re-open^ and aH his books as well, as if he were 
have set him against Ilfracombe. He has turned “ nasty,” as beginning the day again. Then he insists on going House Hunting 
O’Dwyee said he would, and he is perpetually regretting not having with us. He is the huntsman, and shows us capital sport, but “ we 
started for Switzerland, Scotland, Jersey— aiy where, in fact, except do not catch that house, brave boys.” At last Copley, urged by 
where we are bound for. I remark that I believe Ilfracombe is consuming appetite, proposes to finish the chase, and begs to be 
ratherbracing. allowed to go to dinner. Then, promising to put us on the right 

“ There you’re wrong,” he says, almost savagely, “it’s relaxing.” scent to-morrow right away as far as Lynton, the undefeated Mr. | 
I feel I must try the “ sweetening ” process, so I smile, blandly. It Billam leaves us much impressed by another specimen of Devonian 
doesn’t sweeten him; it irritates him. “It w relaxing/’ he repeats, politeness. ^ I 

warmly. “ You’ll see. Old Thingumy told me so, and he ought to “ Devon is celebrated for its butter,” says Copley, giving an indi- 
know, as he lived there for six years, and nearly died there.” cation by this intended sarcasm that ne is turning nasty again. But j 

We travel by the Great Western express, 9*20, direct. Flying by the fortunately the dinner, being an excellent one, sweetens him, and 
stations, Copley is annoyed at being unable to discover their names, restores his good temper. Only one thing goes wrong. I order a 
“I’d stop all big advertisements at railway staHons,” he growls ; light claret. It is not a success. “ I told you it wouldn’t be,” 
“how on earth could a foreigner make out where he was ? Why, growls Copley, showing signs of turning nasty again. It is a 
he’d think that every station was called “Cocoatina” or “Maple ticklish moment. We tiy another, which is better, but Copley 
& Co. ; ” for upon my word those are the only two names I can catch regrets not having insisted on champagne. “ Poor stuff ! ” he says, 
as we go along.” reading the wine-list with the eye of a connoisseur. ‘ ‘ Where ’s your 

Ilfracombe^ 4*20. — “Disappointing,” grumbles Copley, as we drive Pommery ’80, or a blend of ’80 and ’81? ” The coloured portrait of 
from the terminus. “Ith^ht it was aH beautiful boulders, and Paknell is deeply sympathetic, and sincerely grieves that we are 
rocks, and wild scenery. Why, it ’s like the new Finchley Eoad, not pleased. Then in a confidential whisper to Copley— not to me— 
that’s all. Wish I ’d gone to Switzerland.” I begin to wish so too. he wdbispers that in the cellar there is a smaU quantity of wonderful 
He’s growing “ nastier” every minute. By what process can he_be champagne which could be specially brought out for Copley. This 
“ sweetened” ? flatters him as a connoisseur of wine. He is sweetened. Up to this 

Buie for Travelling invariahle*—Alwa.j8 ask for the Station-master moment he has been “ extra see,” now he is sweetened ; andne says, 
wherever you are, and make his acquaiatance. It doesn’t matter with a knowing smile and smacking his lips, “We’ll keep^^a^ for 
whether you’ve anything to say to him or not. You may have, later to-morrow night.” The Head Waiter recovers from his temporary 
on, and then to be on speaking terms wiU be usefeu. Abroad, depression, smiles again, and, as it were, bids us hwe. We have a 
always take oflf your hat to him, and offer ;a cigar. You never lose delightful evening, with coffee and cigars, out on the terrace, with 
hy^liteness, — except, in this case, or out of this case, a cigar, the poluphloisboioing thalasses just helowus. Copley still sweetened, 

The Station-snperintendent is most courteous and anxious to afford and says, “ Well, I ’m glad I came.” So to bed. 
us all useful information. Noticing tffis politeness, Copley Makk- Il’ext Morning, — Starting in trap. A most pleasant lady, a 
HAM says, sneerfnlly, “ Oh, theVve mistaken you for somebody else, perfect stranger— very perfect— as we are waiting tor Mr, Billam, 
Perhaps they think you’re the Duke of Cambbid&e incog. You’re steps up, and hopes we^ll excuse her for mentioning it, but there ’s 
not umike him.” ^ something wrong with the near-side horse’s blinker wMoh may 

But as^ I subsequently ^counter this same courtesy everywhere occasion fronhle if not attended to now. Coachman thanks her, we 
about this very civilised district, I conclude that the North Devonian thank her, she thanks us for th ankin g her. Never met such polite 
motto must he the motto of “ Civility without servility.” people, Mr. Billam comes up, brisk and smiling, with fresh list 

‘*’T0’rk4:liiT!OF ofrilriTtoi' YT1 ‘fTio “rtraxT rt-P afianar/rr oa-vret ea wa 1 ITa mT.a J-a 


go from Brompton to Islington for threepence, and here we’ve This politeness is the same everywhere, rural poHcemen 

fiercely been driven a idle! ” . ^ in various villages offer to act as house-agents, and at Lynton' the - 

Lovely situation this of the Ilfracombe Hotel,^ dimate of South Fairy landlady of the Valley 0 / waves her wand and some- 
Devonahireat baokij and the refreshing Atlantic in front. For the thing or other, perhaps a pot of Devonshire Cream, tums into a 
fbno Copley is unexpectedly “ sweeten^” by the manner of trapj provided for us to drive about to wherever we like to go free. 
Conductor, who receives the money as^ if he were grieved at gratis, and no questions asked. Polite people profess tiiemselves 
harag to take so large a sum for so short a joumey. ^ ready to turn out of their houses and homes rather than we should 

Nobody knows who we are, and they do not mistake me for return without having taken some place or other. Copley is puzzled. 
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Their politeness is gratuitous and ‘‘sweetens” him. Eyeryhody is 
interested in ns. ‘^Will it be so if we once settle ?” asks Copley, 
“ Are we the two swallows who do not make a snnmier, though all 
the natives sincerely hope they will do so ?” 

Dinner with the wondermL wine. More and more politeness. 
Manager comes to see us, hopes we're “doing” well. "We are. 
“/S'o's Ac,” says Copley, who is as sweet as molasses under the 
influence of this wonderfiil champagne. The Manager is a young 
man, therefore the elderly bald-headed person whom I hear giving 
orders to waiters, barmaids, and boots, and addressing the visitors, 
is evidently the Proprietor. 

* ’ * in this air. Eresh 


Second and Last Morning, — Kothini 
as larks, both of us. Even mis capital notel is not altogether perfect, 
and I have some complaints to make of small matters. Stfll, they 
must be made. And naturally to proprietor. Go to the fountain- 
head at once. The fountain-head is, I presume, the bald elderly 
man on the doorstep. Here he is at the door, as usual. I go up to 
him with the determined air of a man who will accept no stupid 
excuses. ^ I commence my list of grievances, at once, being pressed 
for time. Our boots have not been properly attended to, we (were 
not called at the right time, our clothes were not ready, —but above 
all, and here Copley backs me up strongly,— though directly I 
become dissatisfled, he at once finds excuses for the offenders in a 
thorough spirit of contra.diction, — “ The carriage wasn’t ordered in 
time yesterday, and fno one was sent for it when I complained, and 
really,” I say to the bald-headed 
man, who appears to be utterly dum- 
founded, “itistoobad, in aflrst-class 
hotel like this, that we should be put 
to such inconvenience. You mi^t. 
at least, have sent down a servant,” 

I teU him, becoming really angry, 
and turning as “nasty” as Copley 
himself in his worst mood, for the 
bald-headed proprietor doesn’t offer a 
single word by way of excuse or ex- 
planation, and his conduct is totally 
contrary to everything we have 
hitherto experienced ; “ you might 
have sent a servant down^” I con- 
tinue, forcibly, “to inquire as to 
whether our carriage was ordered 
or not. You were in the hall when 
we ordered it.” As I have almost 
arrived at shaking my fist at him, 
the bald-headed man protests feebly, 
muttering something which I don’t 
catch, and I continue, severely: — 

“And knowing that it was late, 
why didn’t you have the trap brought 
up here, instead of wasting our time 
and spoiling our whole day?” At 
this juncture Copley comes up, 
and plucks me by the sleeve. ‘ ‘ What 
is it r ” I ask, annoyed at his inter- 
ference. He wants to speak to me, apart. “Well,” I say, hotly, 
“ I suppose you’ll take that old idiot’s part. He hasn’t a word to 

say for himself, and considering he’s the proprietor 

“Ho,” interrupts Copley, “ there you’re wrong— he ’s not.” 
“What ! ” I exclaim, utterly taken aback, “ not the proprietor ? ” 
“Ho,” replies Copley, chuckling, “The old chap’s only a quiet 
visitor who ’s been here a fortnight, and likes it very much. I’ve 
just been told so by the Head Waiter who was afraid to interfere.” 
I turn to apologise, but the bald-headed man has gone, and as we 
drive off immediately in the ’bus I seethe elderly bald-headed gentle- 
man, evidently furious at the indignity put upon him, gesticulating 
to the Manager, and vowing he ’U leave the establishment at once. 
I hope he won’t, as ho seems to have made himself quite at home, 
and hence my mistake. We return to town, delighted with tiie 
creme de la creme of Devonshire politeness. 





Bighteous Indignation. 


A Si&NAL TO Stop I— A paragraphist in last Saturday’s “London 
Day by Day ” — ^which forms two of the best and most ornamental 
columns^ that hdp to support the colossal fabric of the Daily Tele- 
informs us that “ Sabbatarianism is once more up in arms,” 
and that at the next half-yearly meeting of the Directors of tie 
Brighton Line, there is to be a strong protest raised against facilities 
for Sunday .travelling. Sabbatarianism again “in arms,” indeed!' 
Yeiy much so ; in its second childhood. But we hope that, though 
Sabbatarianism may be in arms, this, which is one of its pet toys, 
may not be carried, but go the way of so many other good “resolu- 
tions ” that form the concrete foundation of a ^ace which to ears 
polite may be described as “the Terminus of the Down Line.” 


The HieH-METALEED Racer.— A Locomotive Engine. 


WHAT MR. PUNCHES MOON SAW. 

EIGHTEEHTH EYEHING. 

“You English are great lovers of Music,” said the Moon. /‘I 
saw that very clearly only a few evenings ago. It was in a side- 
street opening outl of one of your 
great London thoroughfares, and 
a large crowd was collected on 
both pavements, gazing and 
listening with the most respectful 
attention to a tune which was 
being played on a piano-organ. 

The piano was one of the ordinary 
instruments, and the air— thougn 
the woman who turned the handle 
wore Md gloves — was quite a 
simple one. Still the crowd was 
perfectly entranced and regarded 
the very organ with reverence. 

There was a placard in front of 
jit, which I could read distinctly 
I by' my own rays, for that is one 
of the advantages of being a 
Moon— you are so independent. 

In spite of their attention, the bystanders seemed waiting for 
someone to appear, and from time to time, some of them would 
peep through the swing-doors of a public-house close by, as if 
the person they expected were inside. Evidently the woman in 
the kid gloves was not the principal performer, who must have been 
a person with a peculiar gift for extracting melody from a piano- 
organ, or they would scarcely have waited so patiently for his 
reappearance. And indeed,” concluded the Moon, “this was 
act^hy the case, for I remember now that the placard on the 
piano stated, that he was a Viscount.” 


LONDON GOUNTT-COUNCILDOM. 

(From the Note-Boolc of Mr, Punch's Tomg Man,) 

Tuesday^ July^ 16.~ Rather a sad sitting, as I look in vain for 
that silvery-voiced, humble-minded, to-aristocrats-personally-affable 
representative of what, perhaps, 1 may be permitted to caU (to 
distinguish them from labourers in other walks of life) the “working 
(on beer) classes,” the Patriot Bxjhcts. However, to some extent we 
have compensation in the presence of that amusing rattle Mr. Charles 
Hallyrurtoh Campbell. When this Gentleman rises to address 
us, the silence is so de^, that were we to listen intently no doubt 
we should hear a pin drop— supposing always of course, that the 
pin weighed half-a-ton and f^ through the skylight, from an 
altitude equal let us say, to the summit of the Tour Eiffel. This 
aftemoou he is particularly amusing. He is a Magistrate, and has 
discovered, that he has the power, by some Act or other, in that 
august character to examine a candidate for compensation. The 
candidate for compensation is then trotted in. He is placed at the 
Bar of the Chamher, in imitation (save the mark !) of the Bar of the 
House, and is greeted with roars of laughter. The candidate for 
compensation looks frightened, bnt on finding, so to speak, that the 
“ Court is with him,^’ answers the amusing rattle (when that 
dignified person rises to shouts of “ How, Campbell ! ”) in more 
senses than one. On the whole, the amusing rattle gets rather 
the worst of it, partly on account of the interference of the ever- 
I welcome Elliott, whose knowledge of things in general (acquired 
i no doubt as a Member of the Asylum Board and as a contractor for 
I refreshments at the Law Courts) seems to he extensive. Ultimately 
the candidate for compensation is allowed to retire, and the matter 
is “referred back,” with an instraction to the Committee receiving 
the reference that they shall he guided by “ Counsel’s advice.” 

Then Mr. William: Sauhbers, of Market Lavington (which is not 
to he confused with the Bishop’s or Western Division of that ilk, the 
cradle of a very ancient race) , Wilts, rises, and most properly pro- 
tests against the reduction of the salaries oi the fourth grade clerks 
from £80 to £70 a year ; and thus proves himself (in spite of sitting 
next a Tore, who, according to his name, is more than half a Toryv 
a true Liberal. He is supported by a gallant Colonel, whose elo- 
quence is (I know not why) frequently described as ‘ ‘ Rottoh.” Then 
we discuss examiaation-papers, aud the proceedings become hope- 
lessly duR. I must confess that, in smte of an occasional exhilara- 
ting explanation from Mr. Bottomley jFirth (whose every word seems 
to be regarded as golden now that he receives a salary of £2000 per 
annum), the debate is decidedly monotonous. This being so, I, not 
altogetner reluctantly, close my note-book and take my departure, 
leaving my noble friend, “ Mister” Rosebery, still in the onair, and 
no'doubt ready (as he ever is) to enjoy a thoroughly pleasant, parti- 
cnlarly congenial, and entirely prontable afternoon, m the midtet of 
his County Council associates ! 
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TRIO — FOR BARITONE, SOPRANO, AND CONTRALTO. 


SiGNOK ToMKINSONIO HAS BEEN LEFT FOR A FEW MINUTES IN CHARGE OF HIS BaBY, WHILE HIS WiFE IS HAVING AN INTERVIEW 

WITH THE Dressmaker. 


^^ARGUMENTUM AD POCKETUM " 

Policeman Xj Junior, loquitur ; — 

Oh, yes, I ham Policeman X, tut as, dear readers, you’ll divine. 

All in this present blessed year of grace called eighteen-eighty-nine, 
I ham not him whose words and deeds good “ Mister Titmarsh” did 
set down [the town. 

Long since, when that there Pallis Court was the great scandal of 


Just fancy what we have to do, the tasks with which we ’re forced 
to grapple, 

From shindies in Trafalgar Square to ’orrid murders in Whitechapel, 
Semaphore duties at street-crossings, where we stands, not quite “ in 
clover,” [run over. 

I To keep the traffic from sheer block, and folks on' foot from bein’ 


I ham a young P.C., I ham ; where’er my beat, I’m hailed as well 
met ; 

I do not wear a sort of shiny stove-pipe hat, but a smart helmet. 

I’ve had Board- Schooling in my time, although my parents was not 
rich, “ vich.” 

I And, though my speUin’ may be weak, I do not stoop to ** vos ” and 


Salvation Armies want to tramp through crowded thoroughfares 
permiskus ; [whisk us ; 

Likewise, when Shahs and other Swells are on parade, away they 
And then they wonder at the luck of burglars, roughs, and suchlike 
beauties, [reglar duties. 

When we ’re thus forced, through hextry jobs, to slacken hoff our 


If folks will have religious rows, perlitickle shindies, and such matters, 
All over the confounded shop ; if every fool a drum that batters, 

Or waves a flag, or howls a song, has leave to go where he dam pleases, 
John Bull must just put up with crime— or give his purse some 
extry squeezes. 


Ah ! ■^ings is different all round since Mister Michael Angelo 
Described my predecessor’s ways, before the period of Monro, 

Oar First Commissioner of Police, which I’ve been reading his 
: Concerning the Metropolis, as I maintains aU folks did ort. [Keport 


The papers slate hus pretty free ; praps reading this Report will 
check it. 


Fancy dear old Policemen X’s face, the ’error and surprise of it, 

At Hallelujahs in the Strand I We’re overworked, that’s just the 
size of it. 


It isn]t now as in the davs of that good genial Beak, aBeckett, 
Within whose Court old Policeman X would find materials for his pen. 
From hinformation I ’ve received, things was took pretty easy tiden. 


If jOMwill keep our numbers down, although the population ’s double, 
Take Mister MTonro's tip— and mine, such skinfiint ways will lead to 


trouble. 


The Metropolitan Police has other duties,^ ah ! a many, 

Than them there early Peelers had, and, if we costs a pretty penny, 
In times like these so given to crimes, so Socialisue and Home- 
^ Rulish, 

I A policy that ’s penny-wise must he perticklerly pound-foolish. 


Crime ’s on the hincrease, Monro says ; a nice look-out, upon my 
word. ^ [habsurd. 

^me parties^ says it’s aU our fault, hus Bobbies, which is most 
^ewnt critics, when there’s any public stir, pens lots of stuff of ns, 
But Mister Monro ’its the mark : we ’re good, hut there are not 
enough of us. 


“Crime can’t be coped with,”— Monro says,— not in a manner 
satisfactory, [refractory, 

If we’re took up with shouting Rads and with Salvationists 
With railway stations, semaphores, and Shahs, an cetrer. There *s 
your problem ! double ’em. 

If double duties tax the Force, their numbers, too, you’ll have to 


In facti with old PoKceman X, I say, * * Move hon ! ” It is our maxim. 
John Bull can have what Force he likes, if with the cost he ’s game 
to tax ’im. [docket ’em, 


Reports like Monro’s diould he read, and thouaht o»,— do not merely 
But study out their argyments- perticklerly the one ad pocketum ! 
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“ARGUMENTUM AD POCKETUM.” 

Mr. Bpu {reads Yearly Police Peporti, “WHAT’S THIS! INCREASE OF CRIME — NOT ENOUGH POLICE FOR 
THE PROTECTION OP LIFE AND PROPERTY! THEN, WHY ON EARTH ” 

Chiei' COMMISSIOHEE. “YOU CAN HAYE ANY NUMBER OF POLICE, ME. BULL — IF YOU LIKE TO PAY 
FOP THEMP’ 
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MAMMONS MAETYE. 

I FEEL, it ’s natural, of course, 

What Doctors call my “ yital force” 

Is aU expended ; 

I Ve headaches sometimes rather bad, 
And, on the whole, I ’m very glad 
The Season’s ended. 

At garden parties oft one gains, 

On damp lawns, gueer rheumatic pains ; 
And talks idyllic 

Beneath wet trees whence falls a spray, 
Lead to the acid, doctors say, 

Is salicylic. 

From a hot concert-room or ball, 
Neuralgic pains wiU oft befall 
A hapless maiden ; 

While over- ventilated rooms 
Are like so many living tombs, 

With phthisis laden. 

And whether one is host or guest, 

The wily plumber does his best, 
Methinks, to kill us ; 

Within his untrapped drains there lurks 
What no one all his lifetime shirks. 

The gay bacillus, 

I ’m tired of pleasure’s endless round ; 
My voice has quite a feeble sound ; 

I ’ve every reason, 

To think I need some stringing up, 

So JENFfEn’s hand shall brim the cup, 

To end the Season. 


General and Particular. 

Inquirer, Is General BouLAiraER good- 
looking ? 

^ Informant. Not bad. But, as representing 

^ another General, he may be styled a “ pretty 
fellow.’] 

Me. Chambeelain peoposes to abolish a numbee of Oenamental Royal Offices, such as Inquirer [interested). Another. General ! 
THE Mastee of the Buckhoueus, and the Hbeeditaey Grand Falconer. A great What other General does he represent ? 
CHANCE FOR Madame Tussaud. Thesb FIGURES WILL SOON BE ADDED TO THE COLLECTION, Informant, Pretty General Discontent.” 


TUENED TO ACCOUNT! 

[A Fragment from the History of the next Invasion.) 

London was in danger ; nay, more, London was in the hands of 
the enemy. The Chinese Barbarians had, without difdculty, 
destroyed the British Fleet, and made their way up the Thames I 
They nad landed at Westminster, and were now marching on Charing 
Cross. They had met Englishmen on their own ground, with their 
own weapons, discarding their terror-inspiring shields for magazine 
rifles of the most modern fashion. The Commandant of the Guards 
sadly awaited the advance in the yard of Sfc. George’s Barracks, 

“ We are lost,” he murmured ; “oh, why was not the warning of 
Sir Harry Yeenet respected? Why was the National Portrait 
Gallery built here ! We are deprived of space, and all for the sake 
of some pictures that no one cares to see ! 

“We are no match for them Chinese, my Lord,” replied fthe old 
Regimental Sergeant-Major; “they outnumber ns by thirty to 
one. I will be sworn, our field state is no more than three hundred, 
all told ! Bless me, my Lord ! I do believe there are more portraits 
in the Gallery yonder than men in the Barracks over there I ” 

“ Eureka 1” shouted the Commandant excitedly. “Sergeant- 
Major you have given me an idea ! We may yet save London ! 

Fall in the men and he whispered the rest. 

****** 

The Chinese troops came on and on. They seized Parliament Street 
and Whitehall ! They slaughtered the cows in [St. James’s Park ! 
Oh. it was a dreadful moment for Londoners ! 

At length the invaders were opposite the National Gallery, outside 
which the Guards were now drawn np. The remainder of the British 
Army were standing at ease, with what seemed to he posters pendant 
before them after the fashion of perambulating sandwieh-men. Their 
backs were turned to tbe enemy ! The Chinese commenced to 
charge ! “ Right about turn ! ” shouted the British Commander. 

The Guards faced about, displaying the canvasses, which served 
as breastplates. The Chinese wavered. Then, with an unearthly 
yell, the Asiatics fell upon their knees and surrendered 1 
“ I thought they would be frightened out of their wits by those 


wretched daubs ! ” muttered the British Commander, as he took the 
entire Chiuese Army prisoners. 

Yes, London was saved, and by the contents of the National Por- 
trait Gallery ! 


A NOTE FROM PUMP-HANDLE COURT. 

Hating been asked by numerous Correspondents “ why I did not 
profler my own services to the accused before the Special Commission 
after they had lost the aid of their originally-selected advocates ? ” 
May I be permitted to answer, that I did on the impulse of the 
moment feel inclined to come to their succour, but after a second’s 
reflection, decided that it would be far better to wait until my 
services had been formally requested. That Mr. Parnell has dis- 
pensed with the assistance of Sir Cibcables Russell and Mr. AsQUiiri, 
IS really no proof that the Member for Cork City is in any way 
dissatisfied with the conduct of the Counsel who thus far have 
represented him. I should he very sorry indeed, and vei^ ,loth 
indeed, to suppose that the Hon. Gentleman, by severing his con- 
nection with learned Mends, wishes to suggest, that he would 
be happier if I appeared in their place. Nay, I will go further 
and declare, that 1 beKeve such an idea absolutely preposterous, 
because, really and truly, both Sir Charles and Mr. Asquith have 
done their work in a manner that has met with my entire approba- 
tion, So, I would urge upon Mr. Parnell and the other interested 
parties in the suit, not to place me in a position^ of very great 
embarrassment. I can assure them that there is little left to do. 
After tile excellent address of Sir Charles Russell, a second speech 
on tiie same subject from me might, perhaps, have the effect of an anti- 
climax. True it is that, recognising as I do the duty I owe to my 
fellow-man, I am alwajs reluctant to decline a brief, and, yet I 
must deprecate a situation in which I find interests of a conflicting 
character, tearing, as it were, my robes and wig asunder. Of 
course, my Clerk attends to everything of a professional character 
for me, but I shall most deeply regret if that Clerk hands to me a 
retainer in any way calculated to wound the feelings of gentlemen 
for whose ability I have the profoundest respect. 

Pump-handle Court, [Signed) A. Briefless, Junior. 
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EYELTN'S HOPE. 

The hideous bustle at last is dead. 

Come and talk of the beast a minute ! 

Never again will it flourish, it*s said ; 

What on earth we women saw in it, 

Or why we liked it, is hard to discover ; 

Only the world is a nicer place. 

Now tnat the pest called a “ dress-improver ” 
Is'improved, by Fashion, right off its face. 

There ’s the tall hat, too, which they say is doomed, 
One rather liked it, or viewed it with awe. 

Till one sat in a theatre, and far away loomed 
A rampart of feathers, frilling, and straw, 

Hiding the stage, the footlights, and all. 

Save perhaps the top of a paste-board tree ; 

Oh, then one’s fingers did certainly crawl 
To fling a book at the filigree ! 

But, some day, in Fashion’s whirligig. 

The monstrous bustle, the Eiffel hat. 

May arise once more, even twice as big, 

For our great-grandchildren to wonder at. 

Well, that’s Posterity’s matter, not mine. 

The one thing now is to put up a hymn 
Of praise, and of hope that, when new suns shine, 
Oood taste may flourish instead of whim ! 


Question !— If the result of Mrs. Fawcett’s mistaken 
ener^ should be the transformation of this Theatrical 
C^dren’s Bill into a rash Act, then the consequences 
•will be to many hard-working persons the deprivation of 
a considerable portion of their daily bread, and the crea- 
tion of a number of “idle hands,” for whom, as Dr. 
Watts,^ of respected memory, says, “Satin finds mis- 
chief stfll to do.” Before it is too late, Mr, Punch would 
ask the lady this question— 

Fawcett— an hsoc olim meminisse juvahit ? 

And if Echo answers “ a bit,” she will be as mistaken as 
Mrs. Fawcett herself in this matter. 



THE EARLSWOOD TOTTER.^^ 


“Muzzle the Cats!”— A sk the Shah. 
prove, as he is a thoroughgoing Muzzlem, 


He’ll ap- 


OuR Mashers are still improving. They no longer enter the Ball- 
room WITH THEIR Hands in their Pockets. They have adopted a Mode 
OF Progression more in harmony with their Mental Structure. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Com7nonSi Monday Night, July 15. — Joseph Gillis 
turned to-night unexpectedly, but with striking 
effect. For a long time this great statesman has, 
like Grandolph, retired from Gie Parliamentary 
confiict. Time been occupied elsewhere. Has had 
to keep J udges^ in order on Parnell Commission. 

On Town Holdings Committee has found it neces- 
sary to be in his place to curb impetuosity of 
Radicals like Harry Lawson, who want to en- 
franchise leaseholds and make other assaults on 
property, Joey B. has had his wild 
days ; Has heard the chimes at midnight, 
and even after ; but that was long ago. 

Members have come in who know not 
the Joseph of the Parliament of 1874, 
or of 1880. Joey B. sly, dev’lish sly ; 
moves with times. Never been the same 
man since he became possessor of that 
Castle. When he surveys himgAlf in 
glass arrayed in black broadcloth, v^ith 
gold chain swung across portly presence, 
and gold-rimmed eye-glasses, wMch, 
mounted on his nose, add air of placid <5 
benevolence to his visage, does he ever, ^ 

T wonder, IMnk of the days when he wore ^ 
the imitcdion sealskin waistcoat, thrust 
his thumbs in the arm-hole thereof, and^ # 
called Gladstone “ a vain old gentle- % ^ 
man ? ” QTiese are the d^s that are no 
more. Joseph Giliis Biqgar, Esq., 

TUT "D A-fi T> k T. 1JI ’ 



free lance of fourteen years ago, who 



“■Would suit me, I think.” 


used to look in on the wearied House after an All-night Sitting, and 
after passing night on two chairs in Library, announce in shrill tones 
that he had “ come back like a giant refreshed.” 

To-night Joseph, putting on his gold roectacles and casting a 
sooiuful glance over the Bann Drainage Bill, op- 
posed Motion made by Arthur Balfour that a 
money grant on account of the works should be 
agreed to. 

“I ’jeot to this Bill on several grounds, Mr. 
Speaker.” said Joseph, with his loftiest judicial 
mien. “I specially ’ject to it on the ground that, 
if passed into law, it would be inoperative. Her 
Majesty’s Government will, I think, act discreetly 
if they withdraw the BiD now, and in- 
troduce a more carefully prepared scheme 
early next Session.” 

V It was beautiful ! A sight to see, a voice 

to hear. An Alderman, or even an Arch- 
deacom could not have put it better- 
Other Irish Members ia a dSlemma; could 
not support Government, and yet dare 
not oppose BiU that promised to convey 
a million and a half sterling of the British 
taxpayers’ money for the endowment of 
an Irish district. Accordingly, they left 
the House -without voting; but Joey 
B., inflexible, incorruptible, sea-green, 
would hold no parley with Government, 
even for such a bribe. Insisted on divid- 
ing House, and presently led into Divi- 
sion Lobby Gladstone, John Mobley. 
Harcourt, and the flower of the Liberal 
Party. 

Business Joseph Gillis does 

battle with the Government on the Bann 
Drainage Bill. 

Tuesday , — Ignorant or designing per- 
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sons spreading report, that Jacoby has retired from direction of the 
New Party. JBEas not been telling in divisions of late, and people, 
finding necessity of explaining absence, invented this story. Not a 
word of truth m it. 

“I’m not the man to desert a friend,” Jacoby said, putting me 


Then, average policeman with ordinary training scarcely quaUded to 
catch unmuzzled cat. To make the Porce effective in this direction 
would require weeks, perhaps months, of special drill. On the whole, 
Home Secbetab.y rather discountenanced new departure ; and the 
oat and dog business having been gravely disposed of, the High 



The Peris (under ten) in the House of Peers, peersonally conducted by Lord Dunraven. 



down for a dinner-pair. “ I was present at the birth of ^tbis Party, 
and it may depend npon me being m at its death.” 

So far from resigning position as Whip, Jacoby is laying in new 
stores. Has noticed with secret admiration the height of Bobby’s 
collars; watched them with vnstful eye fiiekeruig about the corridors 
and shining in recesses of Division Lobby. Why should Bobby 
have monopoly of this distinction ? 

“ Would suit me. I think,”tJAOOBY said, wriggling his neck about. 
“ Bather cut out for that sort of thing, A little sharp under the 
jaw at first, I fancy, but soon get used to 
that ; besides, don’t mind a little personal 
inconvenience to do credit to Our Party. 
Shall certainly order a couple of dozen.” 
JBtismess done, — Scotch Local Grovem- 
ment Bills through Committee. 

Home Secbetaby 
led quite a cat and dog Hfe, 
Hexry Beuce first let sEp the 
dogs of war. Wanted to know 
how about the German wire- 
muzzle used for dogs, and whe- 
ther Matthews would appoint 
Committee of Sportsmen to mves- 
tigate matter ? Home Seceetaey 
doubted whether Government 
would not be travelling beyond 
its province in appointing such a 
Committee. Every man, he said, 
whether a sportsman or not, had 
the right, under Privy CounoH 
Order, to select form of muzzle 
which might best suit bis dog. 
„ „ ^ „ That was the inalienable right of 

Sat and mewsed. British citizen, and he shrank 

from interference. Then H. PAEOUHAESOisr came along with the cats. 
Did the Home Seceetaey know tiiat there were usuatiy in London a 
large number of homeless cats? W'ould he see that cats were 
muzzled and the police instructed to seize and, if necessary, destroy 
all unmuzzled cats ? 

Sbaue-HAyke sat and mewsed whilst question propounded. In 
his mind’s eye he saw Home Secbetaey pacing the West End 
squares with basket of catsmeat on arm, succourmg the homeless, 
feeding the abandoned. In the distance he beheld the stalwart 
policeman lurking at comer in wait for the unmuzzled oat, or 
huntmg it over diz^ housetops; a pleasing alLuiing picture, but 
not without difldculties, which the Home Seceetaey had solemnly 
set forth in writing and now read to House. Existence of large 
number of homeless cats frankly admitted ; desirability of muzzliug 
them not denied ; hut how to do it ? Hydrophobia may be conveyed 
by scratch of cat. Supposiug it muzzled, its claws still ^ at liberty. 


Business 


Court of Parliament turned its attention to other matters. 
done,— Tithe Bill read a Second Time. 

Friday,— 'Figh^g in East Marylebone to-day for seat vacated by 
Chaelie Beeespoed. Don’t know yet who ’s won ; hut whoever it 
he, will have hard work to fill Chae- 
lib’s place. Chaelie, when he 
spoke, always seemed to bring a 
whiff of the salt sea breeze into 
j aded atmosphere of Honse. A model 
of the Britim Tar, with advantages 
of birth and education, Ehew by 
intuition a marlinspike from a miz- 
zen-mast, A little inconvenient for 
Admiralty to have this too candid 
friend always on the lee how. Ehew 
more about sea-going affairs even 
than Ashmead-Baetlett ; Geoeuie 
Hamilton a mere landsman com- 
pared with him. Now he ’s turned 
ids back on us, sheered off, gone for 
a long cruise. 

“But I’m coming back again, 

Toby, old man,” he said, wringing 
my paw with affectionate but em- 
barrassing heartiness. “ Keep a 
look-out three years hence, and 
you ’ll see me beating up the ofiShg, 

In the meantime, I don’t forget 
you. Although my body may, in 
rough weather, be under hatches, 
my soul will hover about the 
Speaxee’s Chair.” 

Business done, — ^Miscellaneous. 



Sheering Off. 


The Shah, N.B. 

The Shah sank exhausted on a sofa after his third lesson in dancing 
the Highland fiing, and Malcolm Khah threw down the bag-pipes 
on which he is a proficient, though considerably out of practice. 

“It is time for your Majesty to start for yom: visit to the Scotch 
Moors,” said Soapbae Khah. the Under- Chamherlain-in-'W'aitmg. 

“ The Scotch Moors ! ” exclaimed the Shah, “ are theynatuxalSied 
subjects of Q/Xjeeh Yicxobia ? "Why should I visit them f Let them 
he brought to me.” 

So Like Him.— In the Universal Bemew, Toby, M.P., has written 
an excellent article on Claret. We should have expected him to 
know more about Beaune, But whether it ’s Champagne or Claret, 
or argument ad Hoc, isn’t such a dog the very person of all others to 
be a good judge of Whines ? 


NOTICE. — Eejectcd ConLuiiuiicatioiis or Contributions, whetber MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped* and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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MR. PUNCHES MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

liTo. yiI.“-THE Feanxly Canaille. 

Ani ditty wMoh. accurately reflects the habits and amusements of 
the people is a valuable human doctmient— a fact that probably 

accounts for the welcome which songs 
in the following^ style invariably 
receive from Music-hall audiences 
generally. li—Mr, Punch presumes 
/, —they conceived such pictures of 

^ manner of spending a holiday 

unjustly or incorrectly drawn 
' /; in any way, they would protest 

strongly against being so grossly 

I 'V misrepresented. As they do nothing 

.j, / apology can be needed 

foUowmg effusion^ which 
several ladies now adorning the 
^ Music-hall stage could be trusted to 

\ render with immense effect. The 

. Singer should be young and charm- 
1 ' 'll/ ''i ■' ' 1 attired as sim^y as possible. 

r Simplicity of attire imparts addi- 

; llfli f ' ! h \L«JS 'Ia . ' tional piquancy to the words ;— 

I ■ We ’ad a little outing larst Sunday 

j 1 '■ '■ j ’4^ “ And seeh a joky lark it was, I shan’t 

, ' \ s' - it soon ! 

' ' i ' iiM borrered an excursion van to 

1 f . V' ' iijj: \ \\\ iS ' take us down to Kew, 

' i<'i, |! 1 ■' 1 ' • - . 1 And— oh, we did emoy ourselves ! 1 

1 l: 1 1 ' V doa’t mind teliing W- 

■ ' • ' iW\\v ^ [.This p the Chef Orchestre^ who 

^ ' %mll assume a polite interest, 

[TTere a little spohen interlude is customari/, Mr. P, does not venture 
to do more than indicate this by a synopsis^ the details can be 
filled in according to the taste and fancy of the fair artiste ; — 
“ Yes^ we did ^ave a time^ I can assure yerf^ The party : “ Me 
and JUkOo: ’ Opbxns ; ” oZa * * Pa Piavpee.” Ashed because he lent 
the van. The meanness of his subsequent conduct, “Aunt 
Snappee;” her imposing appearance in her cawfy-cohured 
fronts Bill Blazer; his ''"girip and his accordion, Mrs. 
Addick [of the fried-fish emporium round the corner) ; her 
gentility — “ Never seen out of her mittens^ and always the lady, 
no matter how much she may have tahenP From this work 
round by an easy transition to — 

The Chorus— or we^ad to stop o’ course, 

Jest to bait the bloomin’ ’orse, 

So we’d pots of ale and porter 
(Or a drop o’ something shorter), 

WMle he drunk his pail o’ water, 

He was sech a whale on water ! 

Was the poor old ’orse I 

Second Stanza, 

That ’orse he was a rum ’un— a queer old quadru-ped, 

At every public-’ ouse he passed he ’d cook his artful ’ed ! 

Sez I : “ If he goes on like this, we shan’t see Kew to-night ! 

Jim ’Opkins winks his eye, and sez— “ We ’ll git along all right ! ” 
Chorus — ^Though we’ave to stop of course, — &c., &c. 

[ With slight textual modifications. 
Third Stanza, 

At Kinsington we’ ’alted, ’Ammersmith, and Tumham Green, 

The ’orse ’ad sech a thust on him, its like was never seen ! 

With every ’arf a mile or so, that animal got blown : 

And we was far too well brought-up to let ’im drink alone ! 

Ch&i'us — ^As we ’ad to stop, o’ course, &c. 

Fourth Stanza, 

We stopped again at Chiswick, till at last we got to Kew, 

But when we reached the Gardings— well, there was a fine to-do ! 

The Keeper, in his gold-laced tHe, was shuttmg-to the gate, 

Sez he : “ There ’s no admittance now— you ’re just arrived too late ! ” 

[Synopsis of spohen Interlude : — Spirited passage-aUarms between 
Mr. Wm. Blazer and the Keeper; singular action of Pa 
Plapper; “ J want to see yer Pagod&r— bring out yer old 
Pagoder as youWeso proud onJ^^ Mrs. Annicx’s disappoint- 
m&rd at not being able to see the “ Intemperate Plants and the 
''Pitcher Shrub once more. Her subsidence in tears, on the floor 
of the van. Keeper concludes the dialogue by imuiring why the 
party did not arrive sooner, An^ we sez, Well, it was like 
this, ole cock robin— d’yer see ? 

Chorus— Yf e ’ ve ’ad to stop, o’ course; &c. 

Fifth Stanza, 

“ Don’t fret,” I sez, “about it, for they ain’t got much to see 

Inside their precious Gardings— let ’s go and ’ave some tea ! 

A cup I seem to fancy now — feel that f aiut and limp— 

With a slice of bread-and-butter, and some creases, and a s’rimp ! ” 

' description of the tea: — "And the s'rimps-^ell, I dqnH want to 
say anything against the scrimps— but it did strike me they 
were feelird the ^ eat a little — scrimps will do this, you carwt 
prevent ’am.” After tea, ^ The only tune Mr. Blazer could play 
on his accordion. Tragic end of that instrument. How the 
^rty had a " little more lush,^^ Scandalous behaviour of “ Bill 
Blazer’s gxrV^ The company consume what will be elegantly 
rj^erred to as " a bit o’ 5oo«a.” Aunt Snapper “ gets the Hmpf^ 
The outrage to h&r front. The proposal to start— whereupon, 
“Mrs. Ajddice, who was cC-seUin^ on the geraniums in the 
winder, smilin^ at her boots, which she 'djust took off because she 
said they stopped her from breathing protested that there was 
no hurry, considering that — 

Chorus, as before — ^We’ve got to stop, o’ course, &o. 

Sixth Stanza, 

But when the van was ordered, we found— what do yer thi^ ? 

[To the Chef d’Orchesixe, who will affect complete ig^iorance. 
That miserable ’orse ’ad been an’ took too much to dnnk ! 

He kep’ a reeling round us, like a circus worked by steam, 

And, ^tead o’ keeping singular, he’d turned into a team I 
[Disgust of the party : Pa Plapper proposes to go back to the inn for 
more refreshment, urging — 

Chorus— We must wait awhile o’ course, 

Till they ’ve sobered down the ’orse, 

Let our good landlady ’s daughter 

Take him out some soda-water. 

For he ’s ’ad more than he oughter, 

’As the poor old ’orse ! 

Seventh Stanza, 

So, when they brought the ’orse round, we started on our way : 

’Twas ’orful ’ow the animal from side to side would sway ! 

Young ’Opkins took riie reins, hut soon in slumber he was sunk — ■ 
{Indignantly) When a interfering Copper ran us in for being 
drunk! 

[Attitude of various members of the party. Unwarrantable pro- 
ceeding on the part of the Constable. Remonstrance by Pa 
Plapper and the company generally in 

Chorus— W^, can’t yer shee ? o’ coursh 

Tismi’t us— it ish the ’orsh ! 

You le’mme go, you shnorter ! 

Don’ you tush me till you oughter, 

1 Jus’ look ’ere- to cut it shorter — 

Take the poor old ’orsh ! 

[General adjournment [to the Police-station, Interview loitk the 
Magistrate on the following morning, Mr. Hopkins, called 
upon to state his defence, replies in — 

Chorus— Wh.y, your wushup sees, o’ course, 

It was all the bloomin’ ’orse ! 

He would ’ave a pail o’ water 

Every ’arf a ndle (or quarter), 

Which is what he didn’t oughter ! 

I ’m my family’s supporter— 

Fine the poor old ’orse ! 

[The Magistrate’s view of the case. Concluding remark that, not- 
withstanding the success of the excursion, as a whole — it will be 
some time before the singer consents to go upon any excursion 
with a horse of mch bibulous tendencies as those of the quadruped 
they drove to Kew* 

HEABD m THE CROWD, JULY 27, 1889. 

“ Stand hack— you’ll all see if you stand hack! ” “ Oh, ain’t it 
a pity they didn’t ’ave the soldiers instead of the purleece ! The 
soldiers are a deal more showy, and much more purlite ! ” “ Will 
you take off your hat, Sir?” “Yes, Mar’m, when you takes off 
your’n! ” “ Oh, dear me, what will the Gepnans do, the h’Earl of 
Fife has got a wife, ’es a married the Princess Loot !I” “Ah, 
there she is,! She do look lovely!” “Ho, that’s the Princess of 
Whales.” * “ Well, they all look so young, that I never know which 
is which in the photographs.” “Ah, there she is, and ain’t the 
Prince looking pleased?” “Bless her pretty face, I am glad it ' 
cleared up as she startedfor the ehxireh! ” “’Ere you are, the intire 
Ryal Fa^y, with the h’Earl o’ Fife thrown in, for a penny!” 
“Hooray! jiooray!” “Lor, it m a fine coach! I s’pose it was 
lent by the Lord Mayor!” “Hot it— ’ow would ’e do without 
it ? ” “ Hooray ! Hooray! ” “ Well, what I says is, bless ’«n 

both! ” [And so says Mr, Punch, and “ so say all of usP 


F 
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The Jester rode, the J'ester sang, 
Chanticleer-voiced, with cynic glee ; 

His ass’s hoof-falls smartly rang. 

His cockscomh waggled Joyously. 

The bauhle m his dexter fist • 

Was furnished forth with bladders twain. 
How the peas rattled ! List, oh list ! 

The Mob is prompt in Motley’s train. 
Sweet on its ears attentive swells 
The music of the Cap-and-beUs ! 

The Jester sang, the Jester rode. 

And flicked the ass’s lengthy ears. - 
The patient creature he bestrode 
With voice as loud as chanticleer’s, 


But less articulate, brayed out 
A strident music on the air. 

The pea-tilled bladders played about, 
When lo ! the clarion’s martial blare 
Countered across the forest dells 
The music of.the Cap-and-bells. . 

There came a clump of steel-clad knights 
Along the high-road’s sandy way. 

Their lances gleamed like wandering lights, 
Their leader he was old and grey, 

But martial still, and still erect ; 

Their steeds came pacing, pacing slow, 
With cautious hoof and circumspect, 
Following the bugle’s brazen blow ; 


Better, they deemed, than mobdom’s yells 
Or music of the Cap-and-beUs. 

The Jester rode, the Jester’s glance 
. FeU mockingly on knightly mail,’ 

And pennon proud, and lifted lance. 

And ordered chargers head to tail ; 

FeU on the ^ey but gallant chief 
Who led the careful cavalcade. 

He laughed, By Momus, I believe 
This serried band in steel arrayed. 

Will scatter wide by downs and dells 
At music from the Cap-and-beUs.” 

He tugged his rein, and lightly rode 
Full front athwart the sandy way, 
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The docile creature he bestrode 
Blared forth a prompt portentous bray. 

He raised the rattling^ bladders high, 

And mldly waved them to and fro, 

“ A Jester’s Joust,” he said, “I’ll try, 

For I am curious to know 
How they will front, those steel-clad swells, 
The music of the Cap-and-beUs.” 

Oh, there was clattering of mail. 

Jingling of stirrups and of swords ; 


Lifting of heels, turnings of tail, 

And mutterings low of naughty words. 

The grey Knight frowned and faced the 
“moke,” [prance. 

The fat Knight’s steed did plunge and 
The Jester cried, “Oh, rare, sweet joke ! 

I ’m leading them — a pretty dance. 

How haughty chiefs shake in their selles 
At music of the Cap-and-bells ! ” 


THE MAGIC OE MUSIC. 

(A Fragment from the next History of Persia.) 

Tehebais’ was in mourning. The inhabi- 
tants went about their avocations silently and 
gloomily. There had not been a public 
execution for nearly a fortnight, and thus it 
seemed that the business of the State had 
come to a standstill. The cause of this un- 
usual depression and stagnation was to be 
found in the Palace. 

Alas ! the Shah was very iH. Since his 
return from Europe he had seemed to lose all 
interest in life. He sat all day long on a 
pile of cushions ‘ lost in a brown study, 
nothing would rouse him. The Prime Minis- 
ter was ever on the alert to discover some 
distraction that might please his Imperial 
master. Kow it was a practical j oke by which 
a retainer lost all his teeth, now a torch-light 
serenade by the entire army—but nothing 
pleased the Lord of the Lion and the Sun. . 

“Sire,” said the Prime Minister, striking 
the earth sixteen times with his forehead, 
after the fashion of the East, “your slave 
is anxious to know if your Majesty liked last 
night’s fireworks. The portrait of your 
Majesty in different coloured fires ” 

“Was not a bit like me,” said the Shah, 
gloomily. Then, after a pause, he added, 
“ Behead Beoch!” 

The Prime Minister a|:aia struck the earth 
sixteen times with his forehead, and replied, 
“Nothing would give your slave greater 
pleasure, your Majesty, than to behead Beock, 
were it not likely to cause war with England,” 

“And why not a war with England?” 
shouted the Shah. Then in his turn he 
added. “Were we invaded, I might hear it 
—might dance it I But worry me no further 
with affairs of State. I would be alone,” 

^ “Tour pardon, Sire, but before I go let me 
give you a catalogue of my latest importation 
from Europe. By the ship even now in sight 
I have a ballet with music, scenery, and fuU. 
company from the * Empire.’ ” 

“Tush! ” impatiently observed the Shah, 
“ I am tired of ballets.’’ 

“Then,” continued the Prime Minister, 
rather crestfallen, “I have a lady who can 
whistle Lohengrin^ and give an imitation of 
a locomotive-engine entering a station, shut- 
ting off steam, and rattling through a tunnel ; 
further, some Baldwin white mice that descend 
in a small parachute from a fi.re-balloon ; and, 
lastly, a recent decision of Mr. Justice Noeth, 
translated into Persian. Surely, one of these 
should amuse you.” 

“Pooh! pooh! ” again exclaimed the Shah, 
“ I am sick of them all. Look to your head, 
Sirrah— if I am not roused speedily, it will go 
badly with you I ” 

The day wore on, and the Lord of the lion 
and the Sun became gloomier and gloomier. 



‘ MARRY COME UP!” 

Scene — Botanical Gardeiis. Dramatis PERSOKis — Brcywnscomhe, A,R.A. ('loho was Painting 
there) j ami Gardener {wlw took care of his Easel, t&e,). Time — Saturday, Noon, 

Gardener, I suppose you won’t no any more Work to-day, Sir ? ” (“iVo,” B, *Hhought 
notf) “No, Sir,”— MOST Tradespeople lixes to enj’t their ’Ale ’Oli- 
DAT ON Saturday ! » ” 


Suddenly His Majesty pricked up his ears, and 
began to listen. He became more and more 
attentive, and his excitement grew in pro- 
portion. The cause was not far to seek. The 
sound of barbaric music was growing louder. 

“Dinna ken it?” he cried, using a few 
words of Scotch, he had picked up iu the 
Highlands. “ It is the slogan of the Mac- 
Geegoes, the grandest of them a’ ! ” 

The music grew louder and louder, and at 
lenj^ a bagpiper appeared playing his inte- 
resting iustrument with marvellous skill and 
energy with one hand, while with the other 
he asked for largesse. The slogan, when the 


instrumentalist had received a bonnet-full of 
diamonds, turned into a measure of a more 
lively character. With a cry of joy the Shah 
jumped up from his cushions, and began 
dancing and shouting. This did he for ten 
minutes. Then, with his cheeks tinged with 
returning health, he sank back exhausted. 

“It is all right,” he exclaimed, when he 
had regained sufidcient [>reath to articulate, 
I Imew it would be all right if I could only 
remember the tune of the Highland Eling.” 

And jumping up again to the inspiriting 
music of the bagpipes, he continued his life- 
restoring dancing ! Persia was saved ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 22,—Seotcli Local G-oyemment 
Bill turned up under fresh aspect. ^ Spent days and nights with it in 
Committee ; various Amendments introduced ; now House goes over 
these Amendments again with as successful appearance of interest 
as if it heard of them only for the first 
time. Dehate brought out C. S. PAnsEB, 
of Perth ; known to the profane as Lady 
Paekee. His soft low voice— an excel- 
lent thing in woman— not been heard in 
House for whole sessions ; his gyrations, 
his wriggling, his curtseying to the 
Speaxee, and his vain attempts to do 
what John Beight said he never could 
do— tom his back on himself— with us , 
once again. Dances round an Amend- 1 
ment, pirouettes round a proposition as 
if they were male partners at the county 
ban. “The Pair Maid of Perth 
Waxiace calls the stalwart Member. 

Old Moeaiitt brought up the Heport 
of Select Committee on Eoyal Grants. 
House received document in respectful 
silence. Gladstone presently interpos- 
ing in support of Old Moeaiitv’s 
Motion to take Report into consideration 
on Wednesday a sGange thing happened. 
Of late enthusiasm on Liberal Benches 
bubbles forth at every movement of 
Grand Old Man. Cheer him when he 
comes in ; cheer him when he goes out ; 
shout with applause when he appears 
at table, if only to ask Old Moeatjty 
the time of day. To-night no welcoming 
, - , -r, . cheer, no spontaneous bending forward 

Lady Parker : oTjJJie Pair of crowded Benches to greet him. 
Maid of Perth. Ministerialists gratefully cheered when 

he puts in a word for Old Moealitt; but he sits down amid 
unbroken silence on his own side, whence a rattling cheer goes up 
as Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate rises and bashful, blushing, 
catches Speakek’s eye and sounds first note of battle. 

Met H.R.H. to-night just home from Waddesden, where he has 
been spending a day in the country with Baron Feedy. Told him 
about this little scene in House. “Curious,” he said, “and signifi- 
cant. Yet I ^m not at all surprised. Always from first looked to 
Gladstone as our best friend on Committee. You and I, dear Toby, 
will live to see the day when the G. 0. M. will he altered to 
G. 0. C,— the Grand Old Conservative.” 

Business tfowe.— Report on Royal Grants brought in. 

Tuesday interesting debate in 
Lords to-night. It appears that the world 
knows nothing of its most eloquent Peers. 
Chamber in which they meet a nice place 
to look at, hut bad to near in. Geanvjlle 
bore testimony how, being frequently re- 
ported, he was often made unintelligible. 
Aegyll said that was all nonsense. Ho 
difiB.culty in making himself heard. 

“Ho,” said Geanville, softly, “ difd- 
cul^ is to get people to listen to you or 

The Maekiss put saddle on right horse. 


Beatjchamp wouldn’t go as far as Outer Lobby, but proposed to 
put the Reporters in the ventilating chamber. 

“Ah!” said Rosebeey, “now we ’re beginning to ventilate the 


The ALaekiss put saddle on right horse. 
Hot the fault of Reporters if reports were 
somewhat inadequate or incomDiete. The 
fault, he says, is with those wholiave placed 
HUHT II n those gentlemen where they cannot hear. 

1/1 ^ thing, too,” said Bea- 

f' 1 BOUENE, pointing a moral. “They never 

/ report me, so it does not matter where they 

/ stand. Here is a man written some 

/ if charming fairy stories of the 

/ II ** S^eat Statesman and a Railway 

/ \ ^ Director; been on each side of politics, 

/ \ k. according as things are going ; and, when 

/ I ^ Chamber which he adorns, 

papers dismiss him with a few lines, with 
Pm«fa o F® insultuig formula, ‘After a [few words 

Points a Moral md adorns from Lord Beaboxjbne, Lord Sausbuey 
a (Fairy) Tale. g^id,’ or ‘ Earl Geanville said,’ and then 
we come upon a column of,— I don’t say it offensively,— small 
talk untouched by faucy, unadorned by poesy. I venture to say 
that the best place for the Reporters is over there,” and Hohle Lord 
pointed to outer Lobby. 


Tetjeo, inspired by Beauchamp’s happy . 

thought, had a happier one. / 

“Cut the Clerks’ Table in the middle,” / 

touch a spring; 

Reporter bounds 

iu over Loed ” 

Chancel loe’s . „ 

head ; alights on , ^ “Happier Thought.” 

chair at foot of table facing your Lordships’ House.” 

Loed Chancelloe understood to dissent from proposition. AU- 
very well, after a little practice, and machinery got to work with pre- 
cision. But how about the rehearsals P And supposing the Reporter, 
in Ids passage towards the table, were to catch his foot in luxurious 
folds 01 Loed Chancelloe’s wig and carry it off. “Where would 
you he then?” said Loed Chancelloe, glancing triumphantly 
round crowded House. 

“ Better go back to my suggestion,” said Teueo, “trap-door under 
table. Hot original idea ; don’t mind saying I saw it at Lyceum ; 
Banquets Ghost, doucbalmow ? ” 

Maekiss put his foot down, and after heated discussion Cadogan’s 
Motion carried, providing seat on floor of House for Reporter acces- 
sible without interpositiou of trap -door. A sporting proposal by 
Duneaven, that Reporter should arrive on scene by use of trapeze, 
scouted, and House adjourned. 

Bminess Commons still harping on Scotch Local Govern- 

ment BiQ. 

Thought this evening of what H.R.H. said to me on 
Monday. Grand Old Man comes out iu 
full bloom as Grand Old Conservative. 

House, ’ crowded from floor to topmost m 

range of gallery, waits on his utterances. 

The proposed vote for Royal Family has 
been attacked on his own side. Throws 
himself into breach. The Conservatives 
stand aside whilst he does battle for them. 

Old Moealtty has moved the formal Reso- 
lution, which opens the y 

campaign ; a solemn f 

sermon, with its text, its I 

firstly, and its fourthly / // 

in due order. Then the / 1 

Sage of Queen Anne’s / £/ 

Gate appears on the W * 

scene; drags across ~ Ll 

stage dummy figures of \ 1 

“ greedy noblemen” who 
figure about the Court ; _ „ 

eight Grooms-in-Wait- Sage of Queen Aime’s Gate, 

ing, four Equerries, a pack of hounds running after a tame stag, and 
a nobleman (price £1700 per annum) as Master of the Dogs. The 
Sage undertakes to run the whole job for ever so much less. Scores 
of patriotic noblemen who, earnest for welfare of their country, 
woiild undertake to do the work for nothing. If not, let the State 
fall back on the untitled gentlemen of England, 

“ Take, for example, the Right Hon. Gentleman the Member for 
West Birmingham,^’ said the Sage, blandly, with his head on one 
side, and, with pretty here ’s-the-next-article air, his hand stretched 


A sudden, swift, unexpected, palpable hit, at which much delighted 
House roared with lau^ter. Hext, Stobey, hitting out right and 
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left, with a pretty contempt for princes, an xmeompromismgr conyic- less than putting a compete gag on ana ne imgm; as weu 
tion that a »s a man fer a» that. from the husiness ^together. He felt sljonghr suWect, for he 

I hear A. GATSOBioi-HAnnT humming spoke not only for but on beh^ of his a^stio friends who 

» The Member for Sunderland grumbles, they say, performed at Music H^s and ekewWe, ^^d wjo certai^y co^d 

At the Closure ; but writers report, not be expected to climb up. chairs, wear cocked hats, and 3nmp 

That Monarchs of old had a different way through paper moons with their he^ s bandaged up m wire or leather 

Of cutting a long Stohet short.” in accordance with a degrading police regulation. \^owls.) . AM he 

Then the G. 0. C. takes the floor, in fine voice, with commandinff could say was, that if Mr. Matt^ws imored Petition, he 
presence. In a difficnlt position, but master of it. Till he heard might aswellconsign them to the Lethal Chamber at once. But he 

him speak Old Moealitt had no idea Government had snch a good trusted matters would not come to such a P r ^ ^ avioroml 

thought of my opinions or proposals in general politics, I do not 

momeirt a^if cSaser^^Ve Party wotdd lise to theii A DaolmLpiid replied ttat he was glad to say ft was. He sMd he 
feet,rnshaeross the floor, and IHtshojdderStMs^^^^^ 


May was crowned by the rare acclaim ot ancient enemies. 
l^„e«do„..-^ehateonEoyal W^ „ . . . 

Jhdoy.-GLABSIONE yestertoy, Rijsrooira to-inght. Ho pomt ot what made them hegiu it. For his 'owa part he had never come 
wmpanson between two speeches, «oept th^ oo^on eiceU^^. anybody who had been bitten by a dog. 

GiiBSTOins at his loftiert; GnAunoijH at his besb-a sparkling ^ WestmorWid Collie owned that, when he first came up to 
pomted ^^e, m which he pneked pretension and jocosely certainly did oatdi hold of a postman or two by the leg, 

twitted phansaio p^otism to eestetio d^ght of crowded Honses. . ^ ^j^t he hadn’t a touch 

Simn^s done.— House resolves, by 398 votes ^fainst 116, to go m g-g propose that a deputation he 


Committee on Royal Grants. 


HEADS AND TAILS. 


appointed by the Meeting to wait on the Home Secbbtaet, and ask 
bmi^ seeing that a hitch nas occurred in carrying it into execution, 
to reconsider his order. . ySarks of ap^ovah 

The Chairman then put the Motion to the Meeting, and it was 


The nncertainty manifested by the Heads of Departments as to the earned nnammonsly, upon .wM^, amidst a prolonged waggin^g. of 
execution of the order enjoining the muzzling of all the dogs in the tails in manifestation of satisfaction, and general chorus ot DarJnDg 
Metropolis on the 31st inst., has naturally excited a great deal^of in approval, the proceedings came to an end. 

1 I , 1 commotion in canine circles, and a - - — 

^ ' 4'] U 'll l! ; paOTHAiAMimi. 

i 1J| fimd adjommg Ihe Bog’s Home, at Comb, fragrant dawn and tender, The statuette in plaster, 

[- 1 1 Battersea, to deal wift the subject. por the birds twitter low : And album manifold. 

I il WWM sf I I ' /%-! ^ St.-Benmd, who_^k a ^ A wakening sunbeam send her, Come, for the hour approaches, 

Wm W V |||1 ( Pnze at the lart Dog ^ow, ^g who forth m bridal splendour Se tnde. 

been una^ouriy voted to the Chair, At the high noon di^ go. Leaving their splendid coaches, 

- v. and grwt^. mth a protonged waj:- xhe day-rim riseth slow, , like roaches. ’ 


ging of tails, said:— He felt he The day when she shall render 
y . hardly enter upon the oir- Her fife for weal and woe 

cumstances which had occasioned the present meeting. .There had -[jiito her lover’s keeping ; 
been a good deal of talk, one way and the other, about their species of dreamlessly she ’s keeping, 
late, and probably owing to the Mansion House move in favour of the '^hile the birds twitter low. 

Pasteur System, and an isolated case or two of Hydrophobia— ((jrrowfe) m, -Li. i. v -u i 

—the usual scare had got up, and as a consequence, the AutWities Tub light comes stewing shyly 
had decreed that they were all to he muzzled for six months. Per- . T^ou^ the dim house ot rest ; 
sonally, he was indigent to the matter, and if his owners chose to An infant sunbeam ^yly 
strap up his face in a leathern or wire cage whenever he took his Creeps siiming to her breast, 
f quiet and sober walks abroad, he could only suppose that in subject- . ? hignly , 

ing him to the humiliation, they could not help themselves. Still, ^ ^ that dainty nest ; 

though sedate himself, he could well enter iuto the feelings of his vapour pearly 

more frisky and lively brethren who felt the restraint keenly, and he . Blindfold the prymg tmong, 
thought, as there seemed to be no one capable of putting the order Am ^ell the ^joyous burly 
in force, that an opportunity was certainly presented of asking Ot the birds matin song, 
the Home Secbetaet whether, under the circumstances, it wouldn’t Because the light is early 
be wiser, to reconsider the matter altogether, and revoke the order, 

while there was yet time to do it. . . How shines the votive treasure 

IBarks of approval^ and prolonged wagging of tails. With silver-gleam and gold, 

A Drawing-room Pug, who spoke with some didlculty, owing to Whereby relations measure 


carriage round the Park, ] 
piece of bine ribbon rouni 


A Bloodhound said, that to hear a mere show dog, who was out 
of it himself, express Ms opinion in that cool fasMon, made his blood 
boil. The very thought of a muzzle almost sent him ofE his head. 
How could he, he should like to know, follow up a trail and catch 


took his only exercise in a With which tiie fiiends behold 
perched up on a feather cushion, with a The hymeneal function, 
id his neck. As to the common class of From the lush jewel’s unction 
didn’t see why they should To the prim toast-rack cold — 
n’t touch him, and he didn’t The modest pepper-castor, 
\^8narls. Or work of Modem Master 
lere show dog, who was out Dnsonght-for and unsold, 


Come, for the hour approaches, 
And all await the pride. 

Leaving their splendid coaches, 

In silvery sheen, Hke roaches, 

The bridesmaids, side by side, 
Pace up the chancel wide, 
Wearing their wedding brooches 
Of pearls and rubins pied. 

Like sunlight driving shadows 
Along the April meadows,. 

Before them goes the bride. 

How clearly quire, ye singers, 

A holy wedding psalm ; 

Grasp bell-ropes, lusty ringers, 
Tight in the timef ul palm ; 

Far let the mnsic-swiagers 
Float on a sea of halm. 

And, while they rock the steeple, 
Crowds of the smartest people 
Flock to the bridal bower, 
Where wedding-cake and ices, 
And presents, and their prices. 
Speed the conducive hour. 

Tin valedictory rices 
Upon Love’s pilgrims shower. 

Good luck betide bridegroom and 
bride 

This rice and satin shoes’ day ; 
Let them alone, they ’ll he *^At 
Home 

On every second Tuesday.” 


How could he, he should like to know, follow np a trail and catch Hothustg ts it. —When Lord Randolph, in 
a murderer by the throat, if he couldn’t use his teeth? (Barks of last Friday, tomaticaMy^^^^ his 
approval,) AM he could say was, that whether the order was passed that he nught as well say ^at that purse was his, 
or not, he wouldn’t advise any policeman who valued his calves to been wicked .Steey, —as claim the Ou^N S pnvate 

come meddling with biTn. SJMLuck wagging of tails, property for the people, his Lordship was very eyeful to avoid any 

A Punch and Judy Dog, who was warmly greeted, sam he shoMd jn^ntion of the money in it. The pautom^ic action was exceMent, 
like to know whether the Authorities meant to clap a muzzle on him, but, after all, was the argument an empty one r 
and expected him to go throngh his performance (part of which, as TT 

they probably knew, consisted in catching hold of Punch’s nose) Compbehehsive. — Church and State” in one person — Bishop 

under impossible conditions P If so, it would be nothing more or King.” 
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SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWN, IF POSSIBLE. 


Diyhy, HAD. HOPED FOR THE PLEASURE OF TAKING TOU.DOWN TO SUPPER,- MrS, MaSIIAM !’ 

Itighy. '*To6 late, my deab. Fellow ! It *s the 'harly Bird that catches the Worm ! 


PROM ST. PANGEAS TO PORTSMOUTH. 


Scene — Spitheady August^ 1889, 

Interlocutor s-T^'s* .Po:s[CH and ike Shade of Chables DiBUiir. 


Mr. Punch. Well, Mr. Dibdin, and what do you think of yonder 
display? 

Itibdin. Mr. Punch, I fancy I could sing it better than I can 
say'it. 

Mr". Doubtless ; the Ooean Bard (as they called you) 
“ who appreciated Melody, as* the soul of Music,” would be more at 
home^ with song* than with special reporting. But it is an im- 
pressiye spectacle.. And do you jreally think you could sing of our 
Iron 'Walls with as much gusto as you did of our Wooden ones ? . 
'Dibdin. Perhaps not. ' i ^ - , - „ • , - 

‘ . ' ' Sweet is the ship that,^ under sail, 

Spreads her white bosom to the gale. 

But there is. little, that. is “sweet” about yon Titanic Tea-kettles. 
.However, the, underlying spirit is the thmg, Mr; Punch, and if 
your Tats are still “ hearts of oak,” it little matters that your ships 
are no longer.so. , ' < _ ' ' 

Mr. Punch. Mr, Dibdin, yon had considerable share in shaping 
^e character and traditions of the British Tar; and I fancy: your 
influence still survives even in these days of turrets and torpedoes. 
Your metrical ■ attempts ^to -portray the "rongh-hewn natural 
characters and stimulate the gallant exertions of a class to whom 

their country is so infinitely indebted” ^ 

Dibdin. Ah, there is the touch of son Thomas. 

Mr. Punch. True, Those attempts were crowned with astonishing 
snccess.^ “ Your songs were so many irresistible appeals to the 
heart— inspiring the most illiterate with brave and generous senti- 
ments, and exciting to acts of loyalty, bravery, and patriotism, 
which (in the most arduous of her struggles) assisted to maintain 
the honour and glory of the British Empire.” It is therefore, my 
Charles, that Lord Rosebery and Mr. Sms Beeves in 1889, are in 
accord with the Duke of Clarence and John Parry in 1829, in 
glorifying him whose Scandinavian Memorial Cross now stands upon 


his restored tomb in what was once “the burial-ground of St. James’s, ' 
Camden Town,” but is now a “new public recreation, ground.” 

Dibdin.' Well, it will please me better to be surrounded in my 
resting-place in St. Pancras by the joyous chatter of sporting youth 
than by the sombre silence of the graveyard.' 

■Mr. Punch. Spoken like your hearty self, Charles! The restora- , 
tion, if long-delayed, is not ill-timed. His Imperial Majesty of 
G-ermany, who has come over to see our- Modern fleet might do 
worse than extend his visit to the Memorial of the most admirable 
singer of our ancient one. 

i)i6dm..Sir, your, approval makes me proud, and the grateful 
recollection of my countrymen gladdens my heart. 

Mr. Punch. We want your spirit back again to inspire genuine, 
Sea-songs for the new |;eneration of Jack RattHns and Ben Back- 
stays, wnose business it is to steer by machinery and shoot by science. 

■Dibdin.- But whose- business- it will be to with arms and 

hearts in the old fashion, if ever it comes to the pinch. - You can’t 
mechanise manhood, ilfr. Punch, 

' .Mr. Punch. True, Charles,— though, by Heptune, our neo-scien- 
tists seem to be having a Imrd try at it. But our neo-Nautieal, 
Songsters haven’t the hang of it, as you and your sons had. They 
are too drawing-roomy, my Dibdin. Their motto seems to be : — 

You cannot go wrong . . - ; ' 

In a nautical song 

• , ■ . ' " - * If you singyeo-ho, yeo-ho! •• * ' , ' • * 


But their “ Yeo-hos ! ” smack, not of the sea, but of Penny Read- 
ings and Twopenny “Royalties,” of professional greed- and of; 
amateur concert. ‘ The best of the batch is not a patch upon “ Poor' 
Jack,^^ Even oiir Nautical Dramas are no longer soundingly heroic, . 
hut smugly cynical. “ Society” naturally reushes the smart satire 
of M.M.S. Pinafore, hut there isn’t much inspiration for seamen in 
Ralph 'RackeirawU sardonic song, or. Sir Joseph Portends snb-aoid’ 
liatter. Compare — 

“ B’ye mind me, a sailor should be every inch 
All as one as a piece of his ship, 

And with her brave the world without offering to flinch, 

From the moment the anchor’s a-trip,” 








with— ^ 

“ His foot should stamp aud his throat should gro'wl, 

His hair should twirl aud his face should scowl ; 

His eves should flash and his breast protrude, 

I And this should be his customary attitude ! 

Most excellent fooling, to be sure, but— well, they say 
Cesvai^tes laughed Spain’s chiyalry away, and smart 
Society mockery may prove too clever by half if it help 
to de-Dibdinise— pardon the coinage !— the British Tar. 

Dibdin, Does the British Tar read— or sing— it ? 

Mr» Punch Well, no. I fancy he stiU pins his faith 
to “ Tom Bowling^^ and “ Lovely Polly P Bnt he says, 
with yonr Brother Tom 

“ The evening watch, the sounding lead, 

‘Will sadly miss old Chahley’s line. 

* Saturday Night ' may go to bed, 

His sun is set no niore to shine. 

‘ Sweethearts and Wives ’ though we may sing, 

And toast at sea the girls on shore ; 

Yet now ’tis quite another thing, 

Since Chahlet spins the yam no more.” 

_ Bibdin, Ah I Brother Tom was partial. Bnt I should 
like well enough to try my hand at hymning the Iron- 
clad and toasting the Modern Tar. The Anson, the 
Collingwood, the Camperdown, the there they 

be, familiar names, and suggestive of song, for all their 
stark and steely aspect. And I see you have an Arethusa, 
too, and a formidable-looking “cruiser” she looks, 
though perhaps hardly as “ saucy” as “ the frigate tight 
and brave” that Shteld sang of. I wonder what 
Emperor William, who has come to '‘visit Grand- 
mamma,” thinks of Grandmamma’s squadrons? Well, 
^anyhow, it is a Big Show, and well worth seeing, even if 
one has to flit from St. rancras to Portsmouth for the 
purpose. Here ’s a health to Admirals Baiei), Tetoit, 
and Teacey, and success to their Autumn Manoeuvres ! 
Here ’s luck, too, to your steel-clad squadrons, and the 
Tars who tend them; may they find spirit and skill 
to face whatever foe, and a worthy Ocean Bard to h 3 rmn 
their valour and their victories ! 

Mr, Punch Hear I hear I And don’t be doubtful, 
my dear Dibdik. If nobody else should turn up worthy 
of wearing your mantle, why, I HI don it myself!! ! 



xvx » -a. ^ 

“Ha! Ha! Once moee the E^ngeb is Free (” 

[The Judges dismissed Mr. Simms’ cppeal for a mandamus to compel the Magistrate to 
issue a summons agamst H.R.H. the Duke of Cambiidge.] 


''MODUS OPERANDI.^^ 

The last night of the Operatic Season, Augustus DauEiOLAifUS 
Tbiumphahs is to he congratulated. A hig success throughout, 
includmg the visit in State of the Shah and their Eoyal Highnesses 
the Prince and Princess of Wales. Memorable and brilliant evening. 

^ The biggest successes have been Pomio et Juliette aud Die Meister^ 
singer, the latter having been better done here, so even the 

IflElSTfRSINfE'^ , p-I£0-| l!L 



J/TietI i?cZE Yj, 




End of Season. Triumphal March. 

Wagnerites admit, than at Bayreuth. Mefistofele was grand, 
and the ensemble of sweet singers conld not have been easily sur- 
passed. It is difflcult to heat (who would he so cruel ?) Albahi, 
Ella Eussell, Maggie MacIntyee, Melba & Co., not forgetting 
the ever-as-nseful-as-omamental Feau Baueemeistebsihgee ? 

And on the “ spear side ” who could he better than the two De 
RiszKis, Jeah aud Edouaed? Band and conductors likewise 
excellent, and if the Hall, of Covent Garden, with a Gardenia Glad- 
stonia in This bntton-hqle, had only once the pleasure of welcoming 
the G, 0. M. and offering him a cup of tea during an enti/^acte, it is 
no fault of anyone’s, hut only the misfortune of the Great Golden 


Weddingist, who conld find but one opera-tnne-ity of visiting the 
Opera House. But at all events he heard Borneo et Juliette, ^ich 
was a rich and rare treat for anyone. We drink to our next 
merry May meeting ! Salve, Imperator Operaticus ! 

THE OKLY OYE ! 

A CoEEESPoin)EHT sends ns the following from the advertisements 
in The Christian World 

C TJLTUEED, earnest, godly Young Man desires a PASTOEATE. Yivid 
preacher, musical voice, brilliant organiser. Tall, and of good appear- 
ance. Blameless life. Very highest references. Beloved by all. Salary £120. 

Fancy! this prize to be obtained for only £120!! and the sum is 
his own valuation of himself ! So that Modesty is to be added to his 
merits, which, of course,^ wonld he taken for granted by any one 
reading tbe above advertisement. 

A SHOCKING BAD HAHD. 

Scribe {to Professor), Do yon mean to say that yon can infer a 
man’s character from his handwriting? Well, then, what do yon 
think of this ? {Hands him a specimen,) 

Professor, The writer is a man of some ability, but altogether 
destitute of moral sense. If not a downright viUain, he must be 
a very unscrupnlous fellow, and not to be trusted on any account 
whatever. I can read his character at a glance, though not Ms 
characters. Scribe, How so? 

Prof, His writing is so illegible that I can’t decipher it. A man 
who won’t take the pains to write a legible hand must he so utterly 
regardless of the trouble he gives to everybody who has to make Ms 
scrawl out, is so viciously inconsiderate, that he wouldn’t stick at 
committing any atrocity which it would cost Mm the slightest 
exertion to refrain from, I judge him to be a rogue, a swindler, 
and a tMef— capable of an^Mng but forgery. Whose is this 
disCTacefnl scribble ? 

Scribe, Well— a— to tell you the truth, in fact, it ’s mine ! 

Latest Bextifg oh the Hotal Double Event.— “What’s the 
odds so long as they ’re happy ? ” Fife to one. 




THE liAWH AT GOODWOOD, 
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EIME ET RAISIN. 

Respected Sir, 

“ E. Y itt last week’s World repuklishes some 
verses, twenty years old,— fine Laureate vintage,— in 
whict occurs a good rhyme to Pommery, that is if 
“hummery” be passable. “Flummery” rhymes to 
“ Mummeiy” — ^the Mummeries might be the name of the 
vineyards of Jules Mumm— but does it to Pommery? 
As a composite rhyme I remember this couplet, — 

If you wish to make little Tom merry, 

Give him a genuine bottle of Pommery. 

And the ugly English pronunciation of Latin being 
taken for granted, the motto for a moderate champagne- 
drinker might be— 

Mens Sana in corpore sano ” 

Is the result of Pommery Greno. 

But there ’s no diflGlculty in Greno, only— 

Of your drink if baulked, 

You may well complain 0 ! 

Pommery, if corked. 

Goes against the Grain 0 ! 

No more at present. As Hamlet says, “ The rest is 
silence,” Mumm’s the word. 

Tours, Phizzyologist. 


OUR EXCHANGE AND MART. 

S CIENTIFIC OPPORTUNITY. — A distinguished 
Cambridge Mathematician, who has been devoting 
the last fifteen years of his life to the construction of an 
ingenious calculating machine, and has had the misfor- 
tune to let it drop into his cistern ^th the result that it 
will no longer act properly, but only changes its numbers 
capriciously and at random when smartly kicked, wiU 
be glad to dispose of it forthwith, in exchange for a 
Japanese dressing-gown, set of custard glasses, cab 
horse, highly tramed hyaena or second-hand telescope. 
Might with a little ingenuity be utilised as a garden 
roller, or serve as a target to be shot at for nuts at a 
fair. Filled with dynamite it would make a fairly 
efitective infernal machine, and advanced politicians of 
South American Republics might communicate. 



PREVENTION BETTER THAN CURE.” 

(Poor Pussy* s Scratch is as had as her Bite,) 


THE RADICAL'S LAMENT. 

{After j apologetically y Mrs, Barrett Broxoning.) 

I. 

Whit is he doing, the Grand Old Man, 

Down in the House by the River ? 

Leaving to Lajbbt to fi^t in the van ; 

Selling and snubbing his followers true. 

And breaking the hearts of our Radical crew. 
That votes with him by the River, 


He went and spoke, did the Grand Old Man, 
Mot in -the House by the River ; 

Yet though his periods Rmpidly ran, 

The Church in Wales he declined to slate ; 
An omission that loads with terrible weight 
Our souls as we sit by the River. 


“ The only way, since Rads began, I 

To show how naughty it is to rebel.” 

Then, in trumpet tones that the House knows 
He spoke in power by the River. [weR, 

TE. 

Bitter-sweet, 0 Grand Old Man, 

Came those words by the River ! 
Blinding-sweet (for speak you can ) ! 

The Rads on your left forgot to groan ; 

And the Tories revived, and we all must own 
This “ Grant ” has you as its giver, 

vn. 

Yet half a Whig is the Grand Old Man, 

To laugh as he sits by the Riyer, 

Placing Progress under a ban! 

We desire to ask— though it gives us pain— 

If our Leader never will vote again 
As a Rad, with the Rads, by the River ? 


Then once again spoke the Grand Old Man, 
This time from his place by the River ; 

And smote us all, as an orator can ; 

With hard bleak fact he exposed our fads ; 
There was hardly a kick left in some of us 
Rads, 

Though we tried to kick, by the River I 

- IV. 

He out him short, did the Grand Old Man, 
Cut Labbt short by the River ! 

Sat on the pleas of that excellent maul 
Stuck up gamely for Royal Grants ! [* * can’ts ” 
And swept our plausible “ womts ” and 
Right into the smne of the River ! 

. V, 

“This is the way,” laughed the Grand Old 
Laughed as he rose by the River, [Man, 


OUR BOOKING-OEFICE. 

Trollope^ 8 Hilemm^ the latest of Mr. An- 
bowsmith’s Bristol Library Series, is any- 
thing rather than a shilling ‘ ‘ shocker.” The 
author, who describes himself as Aulyn,^^ 
seems to be a sentimental and gushiug repro- 
duction of Verdant Green, The “’Varsity” 
(a name dewr to “ SquBls”) of Cambridge is 
sketched with a pen that smacks of Durham 
and St. Bees. The heroine of the story (a 
hystenoal yonng person, who seems to set 
collegiate laws at defiance), after passing for 
her husband’s sister until his death, ulti- 
mately marries a senior tutor. Altogether 
Trollopds BUemma is not nearly so interest- 
ing as Cedded Bach, 


My faithful “Co.” writes: — “I have read 
Thai Other Wo?nan, by Annie Thomas (Mrs. 
Pendee Cudlip), and am conscious of having 
absorbed a story in which there is either a 
husband too few, or a wife too many. How it 
comes about, I cannot quite explain \ but all 
ends happily,^ and the twice-mamed hus- 
band is forgiven, both by his first wife 
and ‘that other woman,’ when he has got 
himself conveniently burnt to death in the 
last chapter. On the whole, although not 
exempt from some rather glaring improba- 
bilities, That Other Woman is well worth 
reading.” 

W. S. Lilly is not to be reckoned among the 
non-working lilies, for he is always toiling in 
the field of literature. His latest book, A Cen^ 
tury ofEevolutiony published by Chapmak and 
Hall, is a thoroughly exceRent piece of work, 
scholarly, philosophical, and unsparingly lo- ; 
gical, while throughout there runsa vein of fine 
satire whichrendersits pemsal easy and enjoy- 
able to almost eve^classof reader. Only in one 
instance I beg todflferfrom the learned author, 
and that is in his wholesale denunciation of 
vivisection, though with his reprobation of M. 
Paul Bert who seems to have been actuated by 
the evil spirit that inspired Macbeth to he 
“bloody-minded, hold, and resolute,” most 
humane persons, be their nationality or creed 
what it may, will be inclined to agree. Just at 
this time, when France is celebrating the cen- 
tenary ofitsGreatRevolntion,—forTOoseatro- 
cities and of whose principles Mr. J ohnMoblet 
is the EngHsh apologist and apostle,— Mr. 
Lilly’s hook appears most appropriately, and 
I wirii it a wide dioulation. 

The Erudite Baron db Book-Worms. 
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THE EEAL GRIEVANCE OEEIOE. 

(Before Mb. Commissionbb Punch.) 

An IllmtHous Personage is introdiuccd. 

The Commissioner, Pleased to do anything I can for yonr Koyal Highness, 
unless it refers to an appeal— matter you must carry to the House of Lords 
before you come to me. 

Illustrims Personage, Oh no, Sir! I am here purely as a Eepresentative, 
and not in my personal capacity. 

The C, Very well, I shall he glad to hear what you have to bring before me. 
"What or whom do you represent ? 

J. P. I represent. Sir, the Royal United Service Institution. 

The C, And, no doubt, you represent it very well. I have often heard Your 
Royal Highness called The Soldier’s Friend” — ^heml— out of Wimbledon I 

I, P. You are most kind. Well, Sir, the excellent association whose claims 
upon pubHc attention I advocate was founded in 1831, under the name of “ The 
[Naval and Military Library and Museum.” 

The C, And subsequently has pursued a career of the greatest possible useful- 
ness. Since 1860 (when the Institution was incorporated by Royal Charter, and 
assumed its present title), the a;^plioation of science to the methods and appR- 
ances of warfare has resulted in changes so momentous and extensive that a 
mere enumeration of them would extend almost to the dimensions of an ency- 
clopaedia, and the very nature of these changes is such as to enforce the absolute 
necessity of studying warlike methods on a rational and scientific basis. To 
the encouragement of this process of study the Royal United Service Institution 
has contributed in no ordinary degree by its Library and by its Museum. 

I, P. And, allow me— by the prizes it annuaRy ofiers for essays on RTaval and 
MiRtary subjects. 

The C. And, you would add, above aR, by its invaluable lectoes and 
discussions, foR reports of which are pubRshed in its journal, duite so. I 
see that Your Royal Highness and I have both read the exceRent article in the 
Times newspaper, which appeared about a week ago. Well, Sir, — ^what next ? 

J, P. Wdl, Sir, I feel that that admirable article may be forgotten in the 

turmoR of poRtics 

The C. The “turmoR of politics” is good— distinctly good. 

T, P. I thank you, Sir. In the turmoil of poRties— unless the matter is 
brought prominently before the PnbRc with your valuable assistance. You 
are aware I signed a memorial to the Ckab cellos of the Exchequee on 
bdialf of the ConuoR and Members of the Institution ? 

I jTAc C. I am; and, 'although I have not seen the document, can readRy 
beReve that it is written in language of extreme moderation. 


I, P. Yon are right. You, no doubt, are aware that 
I have the greatest possible objection to expressions that 
might be considered by a Curate (much less by an Arch- 
bishop) of a too forcible character. 

The C, Indeed I am, and it has ever been a marvel 
to me how yonr Royal Highness, on noticing a batalRon 
“ clubbed,” or some other mRitary mistake of equal 
gravity, could refrain from exclaiming, “ Dear me ! ” or 
words to the same effect. 

J. P. It is not my custom, Sir, to say aU I think, when 
my thoughts are of a painful character ! But let that 
pass. You are aware that the Royal United Service 
Institution enjoys an annnal subvention of £600* from 
the War Ofldce and Admiralty, and pays a ground-rent 
to the Government in respect of its present premises of 
£205 a year ? 

The C, I quite understand the stress you lay upon the 
word “ present.” 

J. P. Yes, Sir, we have notice to quit, and this notice 
has been hanging over our heads for nearly twenty years. 
In 1872 Mr, Lowe stated that he would recommend the 
Government to grant assistance in placing the estabRsh- 
ment on a permanent footing. In 1876 Mr. W. H. Smith, 
then Financial Secretary to the Treasury, declared ** that 
the Government fuRy recognised the v^ne of the Insti- 
tution, and that, when the proper time arrived, its 
claims should be duly considered.” In 1881 and 1884 the 
Institute received assurances from the Treasury that 
those claims should not be lost sight of. 

The C, And nothing since has been done ? 

J. P. ISTothing— save the Government have intimated 
their willingness to pay the ground-rent of any site 
(less £205) that may be selected, on condition that the 
Institute finds its own building. This would entaR a 
cost of £30,000, an expense that our scanty funds would 
not allow ns to incur. 

The O, WeR, your Royal Highness, what is the 
alternative proposal embodied (as I understand) in your 
memorial ? 

L P. That, foRowin^ the precedent estabRshed in the 
cases of the Royal Society, the Society of Antiquaries, 
the Royal Academy, and many other bodies of a learned 
character, the Government should provide free accom- 
modation for the Royal United Service Institution. 

The C, Certainly, your Royal Highness, your proposal 
seems entirely reasonable, and it shaR be no fatut of 
mine if it is not accepted. Have you anything more to 
say, Sir? 

J. P. Nothing— save to thank you on behalf of myself 
and the Empire for the great kindness and courtesy I 
have experienced at your hands during this most interest- 
ing interview. 

[^The IRustrious Personage {having found his um~ 
hrella) then withdrew, 

WONDERS OF THE CHAIR. 

{PicJced up in the L,C,0,) 

WoNDEE if I shaR get through this sitting without 
having^ my teeth set on edge by some Hon. CouncRlor’s 
vulgarity r 

Wonder whether the Battersea Patriot wRl be genial 
to me if I ask his advice upon a point of procedure r 

Wonder if I disarmed discourtesy hy dropping my title ? 

Wonder whether I shaR have to sit stRl in silence 
whRe some of my coReagues make themselves and myseR 
supremely ridiculous ? 

Wonder whether I shaR get through the Agenda Paper 
without leaving an opening for the adverse criticism of 
the Press ? 

Wonder whether my En»Rsh wRl he improved by 
listening to bad grammar and habituating my ear to the 
forced omission of the aspirate ? 

Wonder whether anyone wRl chaRenge my authority 
and laugh at the proceedings ? 

Wonder whether the CouncR wiU break off in time to 
aRow me to dress for ^nner ? 

Wonder, after aR,— in spite of being caRed “ Mister,” 
and having extorted the respect of my coReagues,— 
whether the game is quite worm the candle ? 


“ Two Sides to Every Question ; or, Things ainH 
mite what they Simms ^^ — ^New pamphlet, by H.R.H* 
he Duke of Oambeldge. 


0:^=* KCTXGE.~E6jected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wRl 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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Delight of Peivatb Isdividual who 

HAS BEEN ASSUBEU THAT HIS EeSEMBLAI70E TO 
THE G. 0. M. WAS SOMETHING REMABEABLE. 


He was not quite so much pleased how- 
ever WHEN HE accidentally FOUND HIM- 
SELF IN A Conservative District. 


ANSWEES TO COEEESPOEDENTS. 

Agriculiueai. Disappointment. — The 
description you fundsh of your newly -in- 
vented machine for “ chaff-cutting, riddling, 
sifting, and bagging fresh straw,” is very 
interesting, and 3. it had not unfortunately 
got out of order, owing to the accident to 
which you refer, and so prevented you from 
offering it in competition, you, no doubt, 
would, as you conterwlated, have taken a 
prize with it at the Great Windsor Show. 
The arrangement of the knives seems very 
iogenious ; hut it is a pity that they sliced 
off the fingers of one of the scientific experts 
you got to examine the machine ; while, of 
course, it was more to be deplored that, when 
set in motion to show its action, it should, by 
some mischance, have caught up and riddled, 
sifted, and bagged the other. It is satisfac- 
tory, though, to hear that he is progressing 
favourably in tbe local hospital; but we can 
gnite understand bow the presence of such 
a foreign body must have damaged the 
mechanism of your cMefully constructed 
machine, and can heartily sympathise with 
you in your consequent disappointment at 
its temporary derangement. 

l^EW AND Old Eiveh— a whole share of 
the Kew Eiver Company, put up to auction 
has been knocked down at £122,800. An 
investment in a Paotolns. 



ROBERT IN THE PARK. 

There one werry great adwantage as I most snttenly gits from 
spending some of my perf eshnal evenings at the W est End ocashnnally. 

I has to wait on quite a diffrent set to wot 
I’m acustomed to ia the grand old City. 
When at the Grand Otel, for instance— and 
well it deserves its name,— -or at the Mettro- 
poU— which it most likely deserves it too, 
hut I don^t quite kno what it means— I 
must confess as I has to lissen to a werry 
diffrent kind of conwersashnn to wot I does 
elsewhere, fpr ewen Common Counselmen, I 
Jl/j wont go no hier, is ocashnnally jest a leetLe 
)f tiresome when allers a arping on the same 
string. Ony the other week f or hiastance, in a 
S» most distangy company at the Grand, I herd 
a gent say as he was so werry fond of trawelling, that he mite say 
as he had gone over amost the hole world! 

Of coarse, I don’t spose for a moment as he reelly ment it, coz I 
shood werry much like to see the man who has gone over all Ingland, 
much less Ireland, or ewen all London, and not a werry great 
nnmher ewen seems to care werry much about wisiting my own 
Oueer Street. But there’s no dowt that he must have seen a lot, 
and this is wot made me respeck him to^ a xtent as I never thort 1 
cood have respected a mere Foiiener, which he was an Amerrycane. 
He saM, that tor a display of amost nnhonndless welth, and luxery, 
and rifinement, he had seen nothink in the whole world, and he 
didn’t beleive as noboddy else ever had, equal to Hide Park on such 
summers evenins as we ’ve been a having this month. I was that 
pleased with the great Traweller that I gave him another cupple of 
Plnvers Egs, for which he mildly thankt me with a decided wink, 
and I pade mm ewery posserbelattenshun during the rest of a rayther 
loiigiah Bankwe^. He said, he had seen Long Sham at Parris and 
the Shams EHzzy, but they wasn’t to he compared to Hide Park, 
^ot for a singel moment. By the by they seems rayther fond 
of Shams at P^is, hut there snttenly seems one xcepshun, and that 
IB the Mg Xehishun with the great Mg Eifle Tower, that the great 
Traweller told us is as igh as our own bewtifool Moniment wood be 
if so be as it was howdacionsly stuck on the werry top of our own 
splendacions Sant Paul’s, and then Nelson’s Monument at Trefalger 
Square stuck hang on the werry top of that, and then Temple Bar 
and the silly Mated Griffin on the top of all ! But of coarse one must 
make all customary allowances for TraweEers’ Tails. Per instance 
uo^v seeing how cumferally they all took in Ms wundms t^ of 
the Eiffe Tower, he acshally had the owdaciiy to tell them that one 
day when he was up at the werry top of it, a desprate storm of 
Etening and thunder bust out, and he cood see them all flasliing 
away hundreds of feet below him ! I do at wunce confess as I had 
as much as ever I cood do to look snffishent serous not to atract 
attenshuu. ! 


'Well, the werry fust wacant day as I had arter this most emi 
evening, I spent a noni or two in the Park, and I must confess as 
quite agreed mth the great Traweller, though I had never seen the 
two great Paris Shams. Here was Eoyal Princesses, and Docks, and 
Erls, and Barren Lords, and Fare Ladys, by the hundred, if not 
thousand, and all with their wery best close on, a driving up and 
down before me in their werry best carridges ; and them as coudn’t 
afford Carridges, a riding on their hansnm horses, Ladys as well as 
Gents, and not one of ’em a falling off, and all to oblidge me, and 
such as me ! Ah, they is a kind lot, they is, and quite^ deserves 
their jolly good luck. And what did it all cost me, iaclndin a most 
eumferal chair? Why, just Tuppence! I calls it .the werry 
cheapest Show in Lundon, as well as the werry bewtifoollest. 

To make the place ewen more inchanting, if posserbel, I ’m told as 
H.E.H. the Princess of Wales, as ewery body respecks, and wood 
snttenly love, in a respeofool way, if so be as Her Eoyal TJsband 
wood eUow it, has orderd quantitys of the most lovely flowers to be 
sown there. So, what with the bewtifool Ladys, and the bewtifool 
horses, and the bewtifool carridges, and the bewtifool flowers, I shood 
naterally call it “Bewty Eow.” But nowcumsone of them reel 
staggerers, as we finds so plentyfool in our good old Country. I 
scarce xpecs to be beleeved when I says that its reel name is 
Eotten Edw ! of aU names in the world, when I declares to good- 
ness as I didn’t see not one rotten flower among ’em all, no, not ewen 
among the lovely Eododderendrons. 

There isn’t quite so much good natur and kindness amnng the 
bewtifool Ladies of the werry hiest classes as I shood have xpected. 
There was many and many on ’em a riding iu most splendid 
carridges, all alone, and drawn by two horses ; and though there 
was du^ens of hansnm yung swells, so tired, pore fellers, that they 
was obligated to lean against the railings to rest theirselves, and so 
hungry that they kept on a tryiag to Mte off the tops of their canes, 
I didn’t see not one of ’em offered a seat. I dessay it wood ha bin 
werry different in one case, as I knowd cum from the civil City, hut, 
unfortnitly, they had four hinsides, and ony one orse. 

But, after all, I’m not so werry sure as there isn’t sumhoddy as 
injoys the drives in the bewtifool Park ewen more than the Masters 
and Missesses of the horses and carridges, and that ’s lordly Charles 
the Footman ! I loves to watch Mm as he dashes by me, a setting 
on the box seat by the side of the careful! Coachman. I can see how 
quietly he ’s a making Ms sarkastio remarks. 'W'hat does he know 
or care about Eates and Taxes, and other hotherashnns. He doesn’t 
pay for hansum close, he ony wears ’em; he doesn’t pay for his 
wittles and drink, he ony consumes ’em ; and he knows fuE well 
that there will be jest a nice littel bit of sumthink, that Cook knows 
his^ parsheality for, a waiting for him on his reachin home, for 
whi^ his artemoon drive will have given Mm quite a little appytite. 
Ah, lucky Charles ! 'Why was I not a lordly Footman, rather than 
hard-working Eobert. 

The Emperor’s Farewell to the British Fleet.— “ Tar tax ! ” 
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STRAWBERRIES AND CREAM. 

Summ&T Idyl of a SumTmr Idler, 

Summee’s witk us. Hot! What does it 
matter ? 

Sweet to sit in flaniiels and to dream 
TJnder green leaves ; piled in howl and platter, 
Strawberries and Cream I 

Let the July sunshine flame and scorch hard, 
These console us for Sol’s torrid beam, 
Fruit of Devon dairy, Kentish orchard, 
Strawberries and Cream ! 

Oh, the luscious blend of bufl and crimson ! 

Coolly as the lapping of the stream 
G-ratefully it rolls the red lips’ rims bn, — 
Strawberries and Cream ! 

Sugar ? Nature’s saccharine makes it need- 
less. 

Politics, Art, Sport we tasteless deem, 

Here discussing, of polemics heedless. 
Strawberries and Cream ! 

That, Amanda, is a natty bodice ! — 

At St. Stephen’s Party optics gleam, ^ 

Pad V, Tory ; they should try, poor noddies ! — 
Strawberries and Cream ! 

What a British Queen I And men are 
wrangling 

Yonder over Poyal Grants “like steam.” 
This, my dear, is better than their jangling — 
Strawberries and Cream I 

Is there any Pommery in that bottle ? 

Darling, you are an Arcadian dream. 
Slowly tippmg down that dainty throttle 
Sfrawberries and Cream ! 

What a polygon of splendid scarlet! 

What a luscious wedge of wondrous 
gleam I — 

Give me, idle, loose-girt, happy varlet, 
Strawberries and Cream ! 

Eh ? My poem ? I have not begun it, 

Won^t be tied e’en in Apollo’s team I 
Hang the Muse — and bring another “ punnet” ! 
Strawberries and Cream ! 


OPEN HOUSE. 

(To he Dated after the riext Invention,) 

^ How remarkable ! Thanks to the “ Far- 
sight Machine,” I can, although I am in 
London, distinctly see Mr. Glaiistone stand- 
ing on a platform in Devonshire, with a white 
umbrella over his head. 

Just fetch me my Phonograph, and at the 
same time put me in communication with 
Plymouth by telephone. Thanks! Now I 
can not only see Mr. Gladstone, but also hear 
every word that he utters, and be able, in 
addition, to reproduce the speech when- 
ever I want to. 

My (outside) stock-broker appears, at the 
distance of two hundred miles, to be wearing 
rather a gloomy expression of countenance 
as^ he reads the last “tape” about the 
Nicaragua Fifteen Per Cents, and he told 
me that a rise was certain. I shall wire 
to sell out at once. 

Those Beowns have just received my 
letter, accepting their invitation to dinner 
on Thursday week, and their faces denote 
disappointment and dismay. The hypocrites I 

How well Ievino is performing in that 
Third Act of “ Coriolanus!^^ I Ve been 
sitting in my study watching him for the last 
half-hour. 

My doctor seems to have got one of the 
machines. He has just telephoned to me to 
“put out my tongue.” It seems strange 



HER FATHER! 


Stem Voice (from first-floor landing^ temp, 12*10 P.M.). “Alice ! 

Alice (softly), “Yes, ’Pa I” 

Voice (with a threatejiin^ ring in it), “Does that Youno Man in the Fkont Pahloue 
TAKE Tea ok Coefee eok his Bbeakf 1 1 ” * Door ” / — and he was gone / 

and even rude, to put it out in an empty room. Still, mtLst obey medical orders. 
Here goes I Re^t : doctor telephones to say, “ tongue very had— must not go out to-day,” 
and orders me to send away my horse which he sees waiting for me at my front door I Isn’t 
this despotism ? Hang Edison’s machine ! Spoilt a j oily ride for me. 

Turn machine on to Tommy’s room at Eton. In his last letter. Tommy sa^ he was 
“ working like mad for his remove at the end of term.” Satisfactory. Ha ! What do I 
see ? Tommy engaged in secret perusal of a yeUow-haeked novel, and smoking a cigar up 
the ohimney ! Shall teU Ms master to wMp him. After all, Edison’s invention is of some use 
when properly applied. 

Fair and Fhee. — Sir Lyon Playpair, at the annual meeting^ of the Cohden Club, 
condemned the Sugar Bounties Convention, of course, as being opposite to Free 
Trade. Quite right, Free Trade ought to be synonymous with Fair Play or Play- 
fair, 
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WHIP BEHIND ! 

A Tale of Txoo Cflever Boys. 

I tMTilc we have a right to expect that the Liberal TJniomsts shall_ define 
the platform on which they mean to appeal to the country more decisively 
and distinctly than they have done at pesent ; otherwise they cannot expect 
Tories to vote for principles and policies which, in other circumstances, 
Tories would strongly and even desperately oppose, and which under present 
circumstances, Tories cannot be expected patiently to support.”— 

B. Churehill at Birmingham. 

Tottitg EAmoM and yonng Joey Of Oladdy ’s old fonr-wlieeler, 
Were two ambitions boys, Was to be owned as Whip ; 

Extremely smart and “ goey,” But Random missed his “ feeler,” 
And their respective joys And J oey made a slip ; ^ 

Were slating the outsiders, And, how it chanced precisely, 

And chevying the swells ; Is not precisely known, 

Of discipline deriders, Random, when seated nicely, 

They raised yahoops and yeRs, Descended, or was thrown ; 
And muddled up the trafidc. Whilst.! oey, snubbed by G-laddy, 
And scared the jog-trot nags. Or tempted by the tofis, 

Joe, with a smile seraphic. From being a Rad caddy, 

Would stand upon the fiags. All sneers, and snaps, and 
And wave his arms all wildly scoffs, 

Defiant of the whip. At Soliy’s old “ True Tory,” 

Random— to put it mildly— Came, funnily, to find 

Would make creation skip It was his special glory 
To gratify his mischief. To— well, hang on behind ! 

This riled young Random greatly, 
AndRANDOM muttered, ‘ ‘ Come I 
I have been diddled lately 
By this conceited Brum. 

He ’s got his place behind there. 
And I Ve lost mine in front. 

I fancy he will find there, 

I ’R make him do a shunt. 

If he wRl fioor and spike me, 

And on my place encroach, 

I wonder how he ’U like me 
To boss the rival coach ? 

I won’t be foRed and flouted, 

As Joey soon shaR And.” 
MeanwhRe he stood and shouted, 
* * Yah I Put the whip behind! ” 


And ag^avate the Boss ; 
Whilst Joe would hamper his 
Chief 

And make him jolly cross. 

They were a pair of pickles. 

But Nemesis, they say. 

Such monkey mischief tickles 
In its pecuRar way. 

First place that rascal Random 
Determined was to find ; 

WhRst Joe, when running tan- 
Disliked to go behind. [dem, 
It was young Random’s glory— 
His one pecuRar aim— 

To drive the coach ** True Tory; ” 
WhRst Joseph ’s Rttle game. 


A PLEASANT DUTY. 

A Ceiticism on The Headless Man by another hand wiR be found 
elsewhere in this Number, When the present writer saw the piece 
on its third representation, — and by the time these lines appear it 
wiR have been taken out of the bRl, and packed up along with Mr. 
W yndham’s other stock-in-trade for the American theatrical market, 
—he felt how keenly the masterly impersonation of the hero by 
‘Chaeles Wyndham," and the exceRence of Messrs. Giddens and 
Blakeley in their respective roles^ would have been reRshed by his 
old friend the late George Rose, better known to the public as 
“ Arthtje Sketchley,” the biographer of “ Mrs. Brown^'^ who had 
coRaborated in the original piece, intended for Sothebn and the 
Haymarket Company fourteen years ago, of which this play recently 
produced at the Criterion is the “revised version.” 

The character of Kedley was first drawn by the present writer in 
Mr. Punch! s pages in a series entitled Odd Men Out, and but for 
the charpente of a plot provided by Arthur Sketchley, in which, 
subsequently, essential structural alterations had to be made, it is 
probable that Mr. Hedley would never have seen the footRghts and 
reached the Criterion stage of his theatrical existence. 

Had the piece proved a failure, the surviving representative of 
this Rterary partnemhip, who is solely responsible for its production, 
would have kept his own counsel as far as possible ; but as it is a 
success, he takes this opportunity of recording these facts, reviving 
a pleasant reminiscence, and paying a just tribute to the memory of 
his friend and coRaborator. 

Mr. Piffnch's rule for Ms literary Staff being anonymity, tMs shaR 
be signed by Myself, 

Fiat Justitia ! 

Tanner’s Contempt of Court ? E’en friends admit' 

The Doctor’s glaring faults of mind and manner, 

But what enrages them above a bit 
Is just the Court’s contempt of Dr. Ta 20 EE. 

For faction’s groundlings Tanner makes some sport. 

But decent England here is— with the Court ; I 

'Yet, e’en to sRence a crass ass’s jaw, 

She would not cast contempt — ^by straining— on the Law, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday Night, July 29. — “ Well,” said Louis 
Jennings, looking at the Front Opposition Bench to-nighti “that’s 
what I caU a Happy FamRy ! Have known something of ^ Parties in 

t my time; come in contact with them in 
two hemispheres ; as Robson RoosEocca- 
sionaUy remarks, I was instrumental in 
breaking one up^ in New York ; but I 
never saw anything Rke this. Hardly 
a man amongst them who doesn’t feel as 
if he’d like to scratch his brother’s 

^Truly a motley gathering ; fragments 
of old friendships strewn np and down 
Bench. Only thoronghly happy man 
seems to he Chamberdain . A great 
occasion for him. Got John Morlet 
on the hip, and hugs him shrewdly. 
Honest John was, in times gone by, 
his own famiRar friend. When the 
break-np came, hoped to carry Mm with 
him; hut Honest John stood firm by 
the Grand Old Man, and has remained 
with Mtyi ever since ; an unforgivable 
crime, and Chamberlain not man either 
to forget or forgive. Hitherto Honest 
John been strenuously backed up by 
Gentlemen below the Gangway ; now the 
Radicals affronted with ^ John, who, 
balancing Ms own convictions on Royal 
^ , . , , Grants question against his loyalty to 

Chamberlam’s opportunity. GLADSTONE, has Mt upon a medium 
course that pleases nobody, TMs CblAlMBERLAIn’s opportunity, ^d 
he uses it with a swiftness, a neatness, and a s milin g ferocity, wMoh 
is an inteRectual treat. 

The haR thus set rolling, the game played aR night. Chamb erl ain 
attacks John Morlby; the Sage of Q,ueen Anne’s Gate girds at 
Chamberlain, and, in passing, gives Honest J ohn a sly dig in the 
I ribs ; Henry James joins in the attack on Honest J ohn ; Harcourt 
bangs Chamberlain about the head ; and Trevelyan thanks Heaven 
he didn’t have a chance of immediately foRowing Cham^^au^ 
otherwise he would have had to say some very nasty wiiugs. Through 
it aR the Grand Old Man sits immovable as the Sphinx ; Rstens to 
Chamberlain extolling him ; hears unmoved the angry shouts with 
which Radicals resent the patronage ; hears Harcourt repudiating 

Chamberlain^ 

Government, they going into the other with bulk of Liberal 
Party. Only one faithful among the f aitMess found. Lyon P 14 T- 
FAiR voted with him. When the Old Man came hack from Division 
Lobby he took his seat by the Lyon of Scotland, and held sweet 
converse with him, wMlst the rest of the Happy Family clustered 
together at the other end of the Bench. 

Business John Morley’s Amendment to Royal Grants 

negatived by 355 votes against 134. 

Tuesday. — EBusiness beginning to move a Rttle, Old Morality. 
amid rapturous cheers fiom Robert Fowler, brought in Royal 
Annuity BiR. Innocenti Stranger in GaRery, who has heard about 
debate ou motion to go into Committee on aiffair, has read of debate 
and exciting division in Committee, thinks the business now oyer ; 
nothing to be done but to pay up the money. Fact is, only just 






The Two Lions. 
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beginning work. Thursday and Friday in last week^ and yesterday’s 
long night, only preliminaries. BiU now brought in must be read 
Second Time, taken through Committee, B^ort Stage, and Third 
Beading, just as if nothing had happened before. The Sage and 
Stobet can, if they Hke, make all their speeches over again ; can 
certainly move ^endments and take divisions. We ’re not in a 
hurry at Westminster. 

Annuity Bill temporarily out of way, knock ofE few other measures, 
and presently lapse into Scotch University 
BiU. Beep calm falls on House, broken only 
by the burr of liforthern speech. As Bbai)- 
LAUGH says (quoting from William: III. 
e* 10), “ The ’orn of the ’Uhtee is ’eard on 
/ the ’Ul.” Huhtee delivers, for tenth time, 

speech about llieological tests. House divides 
on question, as it has divided on same point 
half a dozen earlier times. Only a score 
Members present to hear Huntee’ s argument. 
BeU rings ; Members troop in from terrace, 
smoke-room, lobbies, and dining-room; stand 

MSMlP Mr in crowd at Bar whilst Speaeee puts question. 

This fuU of what Stephen” Williamson” 
caUs “ luminosity.” 

i ^ “ Question is, that Clause 18 stand part of 

i IIBs, ^ the BiU.” 

I \ ‘‘What BiU is it?” Members at Bar 

Ir ^ \ ' ^ “ £on’t know ; fancy it ’s Light Bailways, 

m \ VX Ireland.” 

® ^ Ljsjy “ Ho ; that ’s been referred to Grand Com- 

mittee; must be Lunacy Acts Amendments.” 
I / “Fancyit’s something Scotch,” said Colonel 

I I ^I'fTALiin: Moegan”, giving his moustache 

I / ^ convincing twirl. “ See aU the Scotch 

I i about ? There ’s Lyon” Playeaie on 

\ I ^ A Front Bench, looking wiser than ever, 
y iy demmit. Always reminds me of what Sydney 

^ Smith said about another famous Scotchman, 

Mantalmi Moro-n,i 'Look at my little friend Jefeeey; he 

Mantalmi Morgan. ^ decently 

with. His inteUect is indecently exposed.’ Yes, I fancy it’s a 
Scotch BUI ; must see which way our leUows are going.” 

So the crowd pass into the Division Lobby, and Clause 18 is saved 
from destruction. 

Business done, — k. good deal, considering. 

^ On Board B.M.S. Teutonic^ Spithead. (Wind S.W.byH., 

light, changeable, thunder locaUy, perhaps no rain). House 
adjourned for Haval Beview. Geoegie Harulton” curiously annoyed 
if you call it a review; why nobody not even Foewood knows: 
says it’s an inspection ; so we’ve come down to inspect. A splendid 
view— I mean a fine ’spection, Men-of-war, fishing-boats, forts, 
torpedoes and smacks everywhere, the sea covered with them. They 
abound. 

“A mostj exhilarating sight,” I say to Eitchie, who has come 


“ Better not,” Hices-Beach says ; “ they may hurst.” 

“Tut, tut!” says Admiral Ismay, Sirdar of the White Star 
Fleet, “ that doesn’t matter. This ship is buUt in water-tight com- 
partments.” What a pleasure it is to have on board a man who 
knows every inch of the ship, from beam-end to lee-scupper ! We aU 
jeer at Hicks-Beach, who pretends he was only in fun. But it was 
a sorry jest. 

There go eleven heUs. My watch below. 

Business cZomc.— W eighed the anchor * found it has lost two stun 
in the night. This must be seen to, and at once. 






aboard in a blue serge suit, a tarpaxQin hat a size too smaU, and 
walks about with a telescope under his arm as he has seen the coast- 
guardsmen do at Byde. “^It makes the pulses heat.” 

“Didn’t they do that before?” he asks, pretending he can see 
through the telescope a felucca lying four points off on onr starboard 
bow. Bitohib has no soul. The red tape of the Local Government 
Board has bound his imagination as witii ligaments of steel. A pity, 
for otherwise he is a very decent fellow. 

Jacksont here too, also in serge, but without the telescope. In 
high spirits, in-view of the very business be ’s been reeling off in ike 
House this week. Know he’s in high spirits because he looks' 
graver than usual, and talks more sententionsly. 

“ Jackson” ought to have gone to the Bar and risen to the Bench,” | 
says Charlie BEEESEOED,the only passenger from London who doesn’t | 
wear a serge suit, abandon braces, and walk about the deck with | 
a slight lurch. “ it would be an unspeakable oqmfcart to be sentenced 
to death by him in that tone of voice and with that manner in which 
he answers a question as to when he thinks the Second Beading of 
the Fortingras Oil and Water Bill wiB be taken, or whether the 
Tramway CExtension) Bill will come on after twelve o’clock.” 

Fleet begiiming to manoeuvre : expect by-and-hy to see one of 
OUT ironclads run into another. D'DNEA'ven” who owns and sails a 
yacht, says it ’s very encouraging the way in which your true British 
ship wdll go through a colleague if it finds it in the way. 

“Ho nonsense about them, you know. Bip them up, and down 
they go.” 

This seems very satisfactory. Don’t mind other people paying 
taxes if we only get our money’s worth. 

We, I mean our ship, the Teutonic — ^is an armed cruiser. There 
are two guns of immense calibre on our main quarter-deck, by the 
i^zen Eatchway as you go upstairs. When the Emperor heaves in 
sight, we think of firmg them off. 


"'PULEX IRRITANS.^^ 

That Man is bom to trouble as the sparks do upward fly, 

Is a truth which few, if any, would venture to deny ; 

For misery ’s indigenous, wnichever way one looks, 

’Tis reported in the papers, we read of it in books ; 

But of aU the many troubles that, by right of birth, are Man’s, 

Hot one can hold a candle to the Pulex irritans. 

We may be stung by 
hornets or tormented 

B^^ttfn by a^rabid 

iSur-eyed bull 
high, 

f ' bold robbers may 

^ . We may be drawn and 
r I ^ quartered, hanged, 

s guillotined, or snot ; 

But these are trifles 

~ merely,' such as 

.^L\ ■ scarcely change our 

' /‘ "J' 

^ ^ down to the 

^ sea-side for^the rest 

Y:- To loU upon the sandy 

shore or wander 

- ' — — through the mead, 

■' To idly throw such 

» AS'hat dieer, Skipper ! ’ > mto’tlie dee^f 

Above aU else to spend each night at least twelve hours in sleep ; 

But all these nice arrangements were completely changed and trans- 
Mogrified, relentlessly, by the Pulex irritans. 

The first ni^ht that I came here I retired to bed at nine, 

But SGught in vain to find that rest which never can be mine. 

I tossed and twirled and twisted round, a most unhappy wight, 

And then I lay upon my back, then turned from left to right ; 

I flung the sheets and blankets off, upsetting jugs and cans, 

But failed to wreak my vengeance on the Pulex irritans. 

Upon the beach next mom I sat, a limp and listless wreck. 

With bloodshot eyes and pimply nose, sore hands and swollen neck ; 
An outcast from society, with none my fate to cheer, 

Just like a bloated profligate, half dazed by drinking beer ; 

And the girls together whispered, and tinned behind their fans, 

“ That man ’s been irritated by the Pmex irritansP 

Three nights in vain I ’ve sought that sleep I came away to get, 
Three nights I ’ve spent in agonies I never can forget. 

Three days I’ve Bved in solitude my dismal fate to view. 

Eschewed by everyone as though I were the Wandering Jew ; 

The very bootblack boycotts me as, horrified, he scans 
My face excoriated by the Pulex irritans, 

I cannot stand it any more, I will no longer stay, 

But pack my carpet-bag at once and fly without delay. 

I hate to hear the ribald jokes of Httle vulgar boys, 

To be the butt of every dunce my troubled soul annoys : 

But worst of all I dread to hear the girls, behind their fans, 

Befer ”with meaning glances to the Pulex irritans. 

On second thoughts I will not stop to take away my things, 

As every moment of delay fresh rasult to me brings, 

But hurry to the railway and take an early train, 

And never, if I know it, riialL you catch me back again ; 

My baggage shall be forwarded, packed up in luggage vans, 

Wnile 1 fiee away to London from the Pmex imtam. 
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THE LION AND HIS ERIENDS (!) 

A Modern Variant of an Ancient Apologue. 

Mr, Tunch loquitur:-- 

No, -^SOTUS, old boy, this is not exactly an illustration of your 
ov7n world-renowned Fable. Punchius, the Wise Man of London 
(where are the other Six ?) who loves yon, has here taken a slight 
liberty with your ancient apologue to adapt it to modern circum- 
stances. The bearings of it lie in the application. 

The Old Lion? Yes! But this is the Orand Old Lion, by no 
means “ worn out with years,” and as to lying “ stretched upon the 
ground utterly helpless,” well, does he look like it ? Standing there, 
at the entrance to his well-loved cave, with lifted head, flashing 
e3[es, and bristling mane, Leo hardly seems a creature to be trifled 
with. Not rampant exactly. Only asses ramp nowadays, save in 
heraldry. But decidedly regardant, 

Ouite a quiet old Lion they thought him, a King of Beasts ; yes, 
but of the modern constitutional sort, unknown when CnoEsus was 
autocrat of Lydia, and Amasis Coptic cock o* the walk, and 
Peisistratus tyrant at Athens. A leader,— yes, as a blind man’s 
[ dog is his leader, tightly tethered and well within range of the stick. 
' But, as you say, my JEsop, even Lions grow old, and kingships 
become vacant, and possible reversions of crowns and revenues, of 
place and power and pomp, haunt the imaginations of aspirants in 
the year of grace 1889, as they did five hundred years or so B.C. 

What more natural then than that the other animals, the pick of 
them at least^ should have their eyes upon Crand Old Leo ? King- 
ship, such as it is, nowadays is not of necessity restricted to the line 
of Lions, or even to asses in lions ^ skins. Other animals may per- 
chance nave what is termed “a look in” — ^Lf they look out. And 
donH they ? 

^ The Elephant, fox instance I A ponderous hrute, doubtless, as 
little leonine as may be, but with a keen eye, a flexible trunk, tre- 
mendous tusks, and a power of trumpeting perhaps nnparalleled. 
In default of a successor in the true line — Lions are getting scarce — 
who would look better at the head of the animal host than he? 


Who ? The reply of the Wolf would be cautious, but unmistakable. 
Lupus •flatters himself that Leo loves— and trusts— him decidedly 
more than he does that ponderous pachyderm, “ Jumbo,” courtier- 
like aud laudatory as be bas seemed of late, has heeu known in by- 
gone days to turn upon the Grand Old Lion— a little prematurely, 
as it happened, hut with unmistakable vigour and viciousness. 
Whereas Lupus’s loyalty to Leo has, up to now, been ung.ue8tionable, 
whilst if Leo has not taken a tip or two from Lupus in matters of 
policy, Lupus has been much maligrned. True, Lupus is suspected 
of being a trifle more predatory in his tendencies than the heavy, but 
affable and strictly graminivorous Elephas. His “sombre” acqui- 
escence in the more sanguinary excesses of carnivora on the war- 
I path has a little perturbed the milder brutes. So much so, that even 
the once ruthlessly ravaging Leopard — (who, however^ is suspected 
of a desire to “ change bis spots,” and loll among the lilies, who toil 
not nor spin)— even the once rampant, ransom-demanding Leopard 
has rounded on him as a naughty omnivorous Nihilist. But then 
the jealousy between the Wolf and the Leoipard is of long standing. 
The Leopard, as a genuine, if small-sized feliae, once looked upon 
the reversion of Leo’s kingdom as unquestionably bis own. But Leo, 
so it is reported, rather snubbed the Leopard, and made a confidant 
and court' favourite of Lupus. So the Leopard revolted, some little 
time since, and what his particular little game now is, save to make 
things particularly unj^easant for Leo and his followers all round, 
is not too apparent. But Lupus,- if a sombre, is a very superior 
creature, and many have highly fancied his chances— himself probably 
amongst them. 

But Asinns? Ha! ha! A little time ago how aU the more 
“ serious ” brutes would have laughed at the idea of his aspirations to 
leadership! Like the American ^Coon, he has always been “an 
amoosin* Cuss,” with any quantity of cynical “ cussedness,” too. 
Unlike the misguided “ Moke ” in your other fable of “ The Ass and 
I the Lap-dog,” my -Esotus, this particular and unnsuaUy gifted 
“Jerusalem’^ has succeeded in “^sporting and gambolling about, 
caressing and fawning upon his master in a thousand amusing ways,’’ 
without incurring ridicule or the stick, though not without smashing 
a little crockery now and again. 
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But an Ass— even an Apuleian Golden Ass 
— ^Leader in succession to so autiientic a Leo P 
Absurd! And yet behold him! Your Fox 
“beginning to tnink himself as good a beast 
as the Lion his master, begged to be allowed 
to hunt the game instead of finding it/’ He 
came to grief. Will Asinus? Sfeddy has 
notions of his own. One seems to be that Leo 
is a little out of it lately, and may be, let us 
say, calcitrated— cautiously— witi no great 
danger. So he lifts up his voice —and his heels. 
Elephas is agitated, Lupus looks in a dilemma. 
It won’t do to foUow this audacious Asinus 
too far. But neither will it guite do to lag 
behind and allow him the credit of a possible 
success. “ Hehaw ! ” A strident, unmusical 
voice, but he lifts it ; an ungainly prance, but 
he makes it. Little taste, perchance, but some 
appearance of pluck. This particular Ass is 
obviously no “donkey.” Altogether, it is 
exceedingly awkward— for Elephas and Lupus 
in particular. As for Leopard, “ he larfs, he 
du,” which makes it worse. But Leo looks 
up. His glance is a little alarming, and— by 
Jove I yes, that is the old resonant roar that 
so often has shaken the forest and made his 
foes shiver. The sound makes Elephas “ sit 
up.” It even spoils the confident kick of 
Asinus, converts it into a sort of spasmodic 
jerk. As for “ Jacko,” he runs up a tree. 

An amusing tableau as it stands 1 And the 
issue ? Well, my -®sop, we all know what 
became of those who went out to divide the 
Lion’s skin before the demise of the Lion I 


THononuHLY m their Element.— It was 
a happy thought of the Admiralty to “ place ” 
Lord Mayor Torpedo and his following at the 
Naval Review. The City of London is accus- 
tomed to being “ quite at sea.” 


WHO CAmS? 

{Hew Version of Biddings old ditty , imgro'oised 

at S;pit'head, Saturday, August 3, 1889.) 

If old-fashioned croakers, to common sense 
strangers 

Curse Britain’s unfortunate stars. 

Why, it isn’t like that with old Ocean’s free 
rangers 

Old England’s invincible tars. 

What odds an oak hull or a huge iron 
“ whacker,” 

Or whether we ’re bound here or there ? 

Give him sea-room, good fellowship, grog and 
tobacker 

And, hang it, if Jack much cares where f 

Your stupid old Quidnuncs, to hear them all 
clatter, 

On Jack’s ears extremely doth jar. 

They, who don’t know torpedoes frommarling- 
spikes, chatter 

About and concerning of War, [bing, 

In an Iron-clad boxed or in timber hulk tub- 

With duty Jack ’s proud to comply ; 

So he gives but the foes of Old England a 
drubbing. 

Why, hang it, if Jack will care why ! 

Just look at “that five miles of spankers, all 
lying 

Along near the thronged Portsmouth shore. 

With guns all a banging, and bunting all 
flying, 

And Princes and ladies galore ! 

’Tain’t Quite as was pictured in Dibiun’s 
effusions ; 

But couldn’t they f Just a few ! 

And whether ’tis Frenchies, or Rooshians, or 
Prooshians^ 

Why, dash it, if Jack wiR care who I 


There’s Em;peror William our battle-lines 

There ’s^s^f, Sir, in kelson and rib, 

In huUs, and in turrets, in guns, decks, and 
How like you the cut of our jib ? [rigging. 
There’s the “tight little island;” these are 
to defend her. 

Should anyone into her pitch ; 

Or call on her what our sires won to surrender ; 
And, hang it, if Jack bothers which ! 

Take a squint down the lines. Don’t this 
show Bull’s still living ? 

Our Fleet, boys, — I fancy ’twill serve, 

And a rare good account of itself ’twill be 
giving. 

As Jack runs his eye round the curve 
Of the huge iron squadrons all lying together, 
A-taunto from stem-post to bow ; 

He thinks “ These wDl face any foe and all 
weather ! ” 

And, dash it, if Jack troubles how I 

Don’t patter of England decaying or dying, — 
Raven-croakers such racket will keep. 
What argufies funk whilst our flag is still 


fl^L, 

And all those big hulls throng the deep ? 

Of one thing I’m certain, when England’s 
found calling 

At need on her Fleet— and her Men, 

They will not take long, lads, the foe over- 
hauling ; ^ 

And, cuss it, if Jack much cares when ! 


F, 


Latest pbom the “Liveet” Stable.— It 
is said that the Hon. Artillery Company is to 
supply the mounted guard tome German Em- 
peror at Aldershot. Surely, with aH our splen- 
did Cavalry, we might have given his M^esty 
something better than an escort of H. A.C.’s ! 






Drawn Out ” hy Our Special AHist, 






August 10, 1889.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 



VOCES POPULI. 

JHEE SPEECH, 

Scene — An Open Space. Hain falling in torrents. An Indignation ^ 
Meeting is being held to protest against the Royal Grants. The \ 
Chairman presides at a small portable reading-desh^ generally 
alluded to as The Nostrum ; ” a ring of more or less Earnest 
Radicals^ under umbrellas, surround him. Speakers address the 
Meeting in rapid succession ; a Man with a red flag gives it a 
sinister wave at any particularly vigorous expression. Her 
Gracious Majesty^ the Queen is repeatedly described as ^^this 
mis-rubble ole beird^'^ an Archbishop is invariably mentioned as 
an Arch-rogue,^* while 'the orators and the audience appear 
from their remarks to be the only persons capable of worthily 
guiding this unhappy Country's^ destinies. Rolicemen in couples 
look on from a distance and smile indulgently. 

An Orator ipitterly). The weather is against ns, Feller Repuhli- 
kins, there’s no denyin’ that. As we were tramping along ’ere, 
j through the mnd and in the rain, wet to the skin, I couldn’t ’elp 
! remarking to a friend o’ mine, that if it had been a pidging-shootin’ 
match at Urlingham, or a Race-meeting at Haseot, tmngs ’nd ha’ 
been difE’rent ! Ther ’d ha’ bin bine sky and sunshine enough then. 
Well, I ’s^se hany weather ’s considered good enough for the likes 
of hus! Hany weather ’ll do for pore downtrod slaves to assert 
their man’ood and their hindependence in ! {Cries of ** Shame I ”) 
l^’ever you mind— hour tnm ’U come some day ! We shan’t halways 
be ’eld down, and muzzled, and silenced, and prevented uttering 
the hindignation we ’ve a right to feel ! [Bellowing.) We shall make 
our vices ’eard one dajr ! But I ’m reminded by my friend as I’ve 
got to keep to the pint. Well [he composes his features into a 
sneer) I’m told as ’ow ’Er Most Gracious Madjesty— (“ 
from Earnest Radicals) — ^’Er Most Gracious Madjesty— as she calls 
’erself— ’as put by a little matter of a millun an’ a ’arf— since she 
came to the Throne. Now, Feller Republikins, that millun an’ a 
’arf ’as come out of your pockets ! 

Several Persons [toho do not look as if they paid a heavy Income- 
tax). ’Ear ’ear ! 

Orator. Yes, it belongs to the People— ah I and you ’ ve a legal right 


Orator. Yes, it belongs to the People— ah I and you ’ ve a legal right 
to demand it back— a legal right ! And I arsk you— if that millun 
and a ’arf of money was to be divided among the Toilers of London 
ter-morrow— ’ow many Hunemployed should we see ? {Crowd deeply 
impressed by this forcible argument.) Yet we ’re arst to put our 
’ands in our pockits to support the Queen’s children I 

A Gentleman with very short hair. Shame— never I [_Puts his 
hand in somebody else^s pocket by way of emphasising his declaration. 

Orator. Feller Republikins, ii a Queen don’t do the work as she ’s 
paid for doin’ of, what ought to be done with ’er ? I put it to you ! 

A Very Earnest Radical. The ScafSld ! 

\_Looks round nervously to see if a Policeman is within hearing. 

A Fat Lady [who has been ejaculating, “ OA, it is a shime, it is I ” 
at every fresh instance of Royal expenditurd). Well, I must say 
that ’s rather strong langwidge I 

Another Orator. Gentlemen, I regret to say that, on this monstrous 
fraud and attempted imposition known as “ The Royal Grants Bill,” 
Mr. Gladstone voted with the Government. \_Frantio applause. 

Orator [puzzled). Yes, Gentlemen^ I am here to state facts, and 
I am ashamed to say, that on this single occasion Mr. Gladstone— 
went wrong. [^Ao«te 0 / “ Wo / No J ” 

A Fervid Gladstoman [wavmg his umbrella). Three cheers for 
Mr. Gladstone, what- Ao«?or he does ! 

[The Crowd join in heartily: Orator decides to drop the point, 
particularly as it does not seem to affect the Meeting's condem- 
nation of the principle of the Bill. 

An Irish Patriot. I ’ve often harrd tell, Gintlemen, of a certain 
stra-ange animal they carl a “Conservative Warkin-Man” [Roars 
of laughter.) A Warkin-Man a Conservative! Why, bliss me 
sowl, the thing ’s absurd ! There niver was such a purrsou in this 
Warld. A Conservative Warkin-Man! why — [takes refuge in pro- 
fanity.) If there was, why don’t we iver hear ’um in an assimbly 
of tms sort ? Why hasn’t he the common manly courage to come 
forward and defind his opinions ? We ’d hear ’um, Giutlemen. It ’s 
the proud boast of Radicals and Republikins that they’d give free 
speech and a fan hearin’ to ivery man, no matter hwhat his opinions 
are, but ye ’ll niver see ’um stip f arward at abl— and hwhy ? 

A Decent Mechanic. Well look ’ere, mate, I’m a Conservative 
Working-Man, if ye’d like to know, and I ain’t afraid to defend 
my opinions. Come now! 

The Chairman^ [somewhat taken abaeldj. Well, Friends, while I 
conduct this chair, I can promise this ‘mau a pimckly fair ’earin’, 
and I’m sure you will listen to him patiently, whatever yon may 
think of his arguments. {Cries of ^Ear — ^ear! Fair play hall 
the world hover I “We’ll listen to him quiet enough First 
^ aU, 1 must be satisfied that our Friend is what he professes to be. 
We want no Sham Workm’-men ^ere. [Brandishes a foot-rule in 
evidence of the genuineness of his own claims. , 



A MODERN WAIST. 

Jones {to himself as he offers Miss Vane a cup of tea and some straw* 
berries). “By Jove! she takes ’em— she ’s going to Swallow 
’em ! But where she ’ll pxtt ’em — goodness knows ! ” 

The D. M. Am I a Workin’-Man? Well, I’ve made ladies’ boots 
at sixpence a hour for three years- d’ ye call that bein’ a Workin’- 
Man ? I ’ve soled and ’eeled wnile you wait in a stall near Southwark 
Bridge seven year an’ a arf ! Praps you ’ll call that a W orkin’-Man P 
{Cries of Keep to the Foint!^^) Oh, I’R keep to the point right 
enough. There ’s this Irishman here been a tellin’ of you ’ow wrong 
it is to turn his countrymen out of their ’ouses when they don’t pay 
their rent. Ain’t we turned out of our ’ouses, if we don’t pay oxtmP 
’Oo snivels over hus f 

The I. P. No personalities now ! It ’s my belief ye ’re a Landlord 
yerself ! [ Uproar. 

The D. M. I told yer ye wouldn’t ’ear me now ! 

A Socialist (in a stentorian voice). Feller Demmercrats, as an 
ex-Fenian and an ex-Convict, I implore you— give this man a 
bearin’ I 

The D. M. Then about this Royal Grant. [Cries of^* Shut upl^"^ 

Go ^omeP^ Don't tork nonsense.'^') If you’re going to ’ave 
a Ehig and Queen at all — ( Cries of “ We ain't ! Down with 'em ! ”) 
Ah, then I ’spose you’re going to put up fellers like ’im [pointing to 
the Socialist), and ’im {pointing to Chairman), and ’im! [Uproar. 

The Socialist. Fellow-Citizens,^ 1 appeal to you, give this man 
rope— he ’s doing our work splendidly I 

The D. M. WeU, all I’ve got to say is-^- {Shouts of “ Get 


man long enough— these sentiments are an insult to the meeting ! 

[ Yells as before. 

The Socialist [extending a billycock hat tmth a passionate gesturd). 
Feller Demmercrats, if you are earnest, if you are sincere in the 
indignation, the just hindignation, this man provokes— show it 
now, by putting money in this ’at for the Plan 0 ’ Compaign ! 

[The storm lulls. 

The D. M. {resuming) I arsk every honest man here whether 

Chairman [interposing). I think, as our friend here don’t seem able 
to stick to his point, we won’t call upon him for any further remarks. 
[The D. M. is hustled down, amidst derisive cheers and groans i the 
Socialist ascends the Platform. 
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The SocialkU I don’t mind tellin’ yer, friends and feller citizens, 
tliat in the late election in Heast Marylebone, I used all my influence— 
(cheerB)— 2 Ti. my influence to deter men from voting for your Radical 
candidate. {Sensation^ and a cry of “ More shame for yer ! ”) Ah, 
I did^ though, and I’d do it agin, and I’ll tell yer for why. I ’ate 
yer Tories, hut if I’m to he ’it a blow in the lace, I don’t like it 
done behind my back. [Cheers,) And your precious Liberals and 
Radicals, they re worse nor hany Tories, and for this reason — [vnih 
a penetrating ^/ance)— they ’re more hinvidiouB! Ah. that’s it, 
they ’re more himidious J Traitors, hevery man jack of ’em ! 

\^And so on, concluding with de7iunciations of all '"'‘sending round the 
^at^"* and appeals for contributions to the JPlan of Camjgaign, 
Meeting^ dissoloes with three cheers for the coming Itepuhlic from 
the victims of a Tyrannous System of Repression of Opinion., 


A PUFF OF WYND-HAM » 

Dubinc!- the past week the “many-headed” have crowded the 
Criterion, and have thus kept up the average in capites lessened by 
, 1 the appearance of 

II ' ' 1,1 |i I Mr. CniinLES 

lilil 1 ^ i 'W-omHAM as the 

''' Headless Man. 

|1*AI 2^^1111^ Certainly the 

n aS-Miiffili i z 


I soffered by^s 

ji ^ |il Exoe%.eat as he 

« was at Ms best in 

^ LordDundr'eary. 

™ — ,, -r It is a great pity, 

The Headless Man. therefore, that 

Mr. WvjsrDHAiu: is bound for America, and conse<juently that Londoners 
will have to wait until his Transatlantic trip is over before they can 
go in their hundreds and thousands to see one of the most amusing 
pieces of modern times. 

But, perhaps, after all, the reldche may have its compensating ad- 
vantages, as possibly when he does return (“ he unll return, we know 
him. well”), he may be able to show us the play with an ^proved 
oast. At the Criterion last week it was not altogether satisfactory. 
Mr. Ceo. G-roDEisrs was deci- 
dedly good, and Mr. "W. 1 1 1 1|| i j 

Blakeley was — well, Mr. 1 1 M 1 1 1 

Blakeley, — and Miss F. /| I JiJ 1 

Paoex was the pick of the i[ [ / I 

ladies. But the rest ! Ho ! ' 

doubt, Mr. Staistdiko, as I 

standing counsel for the Arm ^ I 

(pun purely accidental— shaU m 

not occur again), was *“oon- 
soientious,” and did what he 
could with the part, which, ijj,, 
however, did not seem to be 1 ! Il' i .. 
mnch. But then Mr. Staed- i jlil. 

lEG is not a Leioh Muileat. i jljT p- 

Again, Mr. J.pEBERSOK m jl 

the r 6/e oi Reginald Mar court pSy ,i'' ! 

(a dashing young ofleer ready , , ' ; | ,) i', ' 

to elope at a moment’s notice ,j-j iii!/ \J|MH . ■!) | 

and set the Loed Cbcaecellok IiII '’I ili i 1 

himself at defiance) was more J J 1^ 

suggestive (from a military 

pomt of view) of a Quarter- I p 

master of East-End Volunteers 

than a Captain of Royal 

Dragoons. The ladies, too, "■ 

were not paxtioularly good— 

in fact, they might have been ^ 

better— if they had been, in 

fact, other ladies! Hot that ^^fiddens the Peerless claims a Peerage, 
they were to be called sticks, although unquestionably numbering in 
their list a Forrest! But, after all, the piece rested upon the 


shoulders of Mr. 'Wyedham, who carried it through with the 
greatest possible go and animation. However, when Mr. Wyebham 
reappears, it is to be hoped that the cast will be a little more satis - 
factory. In the meanwiSle, the JECeadless Man has everybody’s good 
wishes for his success in America. 


OUR BOOKING-OEFICE. 

“ Bring me my Rooks ! ” said the 'EBxao.,—[Ingoldsiy slightly altered^ 

“ One cannot sit content with the belief that the manhood of the 
whole world has been conquered by a habit invented and propa- 
gated by the Red Indian of the American forests ! ” So protests - 
Mr. Whliah Spbncek Peeoival, of 

H.B.M’s. Civil Service, China, in his ^ 

very readable book poetically called ‘ ; ■'/ 

The Zand of the Dragon, (The reader 
iwill find no dragon him, in perusing 

that “Record of Boating and Shooting Ailltnil 'jll 

Excursions to the G-orges of the Tipper I 

Yangtze.) Mr. Peeoival “eannot away ^ 

with ” -the idea that the Pipe originated y 

in the "West. He opines that “the 

lotus of Greek and Egyptian lore was, ^ 

doubtless, the poppy, and the juice was not eaten, but delicately 
inhaled.” “ Cleopatea, the beauteous Serpent of Old HiLe, touched 
with her lips the diamond-gemmed opium-pipe, as she alternately 
flouted and lured Maek Aetony.” Perhaps. At any rate, it is a 
pity Mr. Ridee Haggakd didn’t take that view of it. If his sombre 
and sanguinary “Royal Egypt,” had puffed even a cigarette of 
lotus-seeds, it might have brightened, or at least soothed her, and 


made her less disposed to “stick daggers and carving-knives into 
the gizzards ” of all and sundry her slaves and temporary lovers. 

Mr. Walteb Hamilton takes another and easier view of it. In 
Ms Lyttel Parcell of Poems and Parodyes in Prayse of Tobacco 
(a quaint little volume wMch all worshippers of the weed should 
possess) he says, without doubt or demur, “ It is almost universally 
admitted that the primaeval smokers of the world were the natives 
(so-called Indians) of Horth Ameiiea, who had been smokers for ages 
before the discovery of their country by the Spani^ds,^ and who 
looked upon Tobacco with superstitions awe as a special gift sent by 
the Great Spirit for their delectation.” And then he proceeds to 
make a very interesting collection of Poems in Prayse of Tobacco 
from many sources, not omitting the repertory of Punch, By 
the way, in some lines, quoted from Punch of April, 1882 on a col- 
lection of “ Pipes of all Peoples,” made by “ one Bkagoe,” the bard 
sings 

“ Here ai-e queer pipes from Burmah and from lava, 

From Turkey, Russia, and from far Japan ; 

Some made of wood, of ivory, of lava ; 

Some that belonged to pre-historic Man. 

From Mexico come pipes of terra-cotta. 

That hapless Maximilian kept awhile, 

And, ’mid the whole collection, there is not a 
Pipe thaVs more strange them thisfi'om 7iear the NileP 

Can the latter perchance have come from the coHeotion of Oleopatba 
herself ? At any rate, its existence seems rather to favour the theory, 
or dream, of Mr. Peecival. The Baron’s faithful Co., improvising 
for the occasion, says : — 

“ It may be, as Pbrcival fancies, that Lotus 

Was puffed from tbe Hps of the great Coptic Queen ; 

Or that we of the West were the first to devote us 
To Mauitu ’s merciful gift. Nicotine. 

But whether ’twas born in * the Land of the Dragon,* 

Or nursed by the Nile till our season was ripe, 

As accompaniment to rest, talk, or a flagon, 

There ’s nothing in Nature so good as — a Pipe.” 

There I Let Messrs. Perotval and Hamilton put that in their 
re^ective pipes and smoke it. 

It is, as Sir Walter Scott and Charles Dickens discovered, a 
more difldcnlt thing to write np to children than down to men and 
women. Miss Mulhollanb has discovered the secret in her narrative 
of The Strange Adventures of Little Stiowdrop, (R. Washrouene.) 
It is a tale about children for children, ana Little S^iowdrop and 
her companions really talk as children do ; which is not only greatly 
to their credit, but to that of Miss Mulhollanb. A nice', whole- 
some, pretty, grapMc story. 

Our Celebrities this month in the Walery-Gallery are appr<mriately 
the Shah, an excellent likeness, in company with tixe Comte de Pares 
and the Duke of Fiee, whose appearance is exactly the same as when 
his Lordship was Earl of that ilk. 

The Baron De Book-Worms & Co. 


CHORUS OF THE ANlT-FRANOHISE-10- WOMEN LADIES. 

We don’t want to vote, but by Jingo when we do, 

We send the men, we have the tongues, and use the money too ! 


NOTLE. Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desciinticn, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelone, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. ‘ ^ 
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GOOD NIGHT TO THE SEASON. 


{Oommmvicated hy out Special “ Spooh” believed 
to he ill live coiijidcime of the Shade of Fmcd.) 


THE MEDICI MACKINTOSH — ^ SUGGESTION. 


OUR MARITIME REPRESENTATIVE ALL AT SEA. 


{A Tarn About the Naval Manoeuvres,) 


Punch, mt Heaety,— You did wisely to ask me to report the Naval Manoeuvres for 
you. You knew well enough that I could distinguish^ between a marlingspike and a top- 
gallant yard, and was as familiar with the boatswain’s whistle of a man-o’-war as a Thames 


Pilot plying between Cherry G-axdens and Battersea Pier. 

Well, you will say, What do I think of the Fleet ? And if you don’t, there will be 


others who will want to Imow it; for, mind you, it’s 
valuable.^ It ’s not often you can get an old Salt who has 
been a sailor, man and boy, for more than a g[uarter of a 
century ! So, when you do get such a one, why, hold on 
to him, and hear what he has to say. 

But just let me tell you I am. doing you credit, and 
may be taking credit at your tailor’s. It was not likely 
that a veteran sea-horse like myself would disgrace you, 
so I have togged myself out in full rig, and those who • 
march the q.uarter-aeck imagine that I am a German 
Admiral of the Fleet, or perhaps a Kussian, or may be a 
Portuguese. As for me, 1 pretend I can’t speak English, 
and consequently can pick up a wrinkle as easy as a gun- 
ner’s mate hoisting up a hammock to the mainstays of the 
captain’s gig. For you see they do not make any mystery 
before me, looking upon me as it were as an ignorant 
foreigner who ‘knows nothing about his own country and 
less about theirs! “Mossoo,” said the Admiral, “parley 
voo Italiano or Dutch ? ” 

“ Nong Comprenny,” I replied ; and, after that, I was free of the ship, 
i^d now for the Fleet — ^how about the ships ? Well, first, there ’s the Northumberland, 
as nice a piece of iron as you would like to see on a summer trip up to Henley. She is 
commanded by Bated, known throughout the Service as “the Early Bated,” on account 
of that brilliant bit of work (was it in the Baltic ?) on board H.M.S. Worm, Next there ’s 
the Anson, named after a well-known actor now starring in Australia, and appropriately 
commanded by Ievtne, whoj although I believe he plays Macbeth as well as any Tar afioat, 
must not be confounded with Ievtng of the Lyceum. D’ ye see, one speUs his name 
with an “ e,” the other with a “ g.” 


going to begin to blow, I think, with your permission, I will go down-stairs! I don’t 
feel very well I Hurriedly Yours, 


feel very wml I 

Mid Ocean, Britannieds Reahn, 


Good ntght to the Season ! ’Tis over ! 

As good as defunct, anyway. 

DtJMPOG has skjr-dunked, via Dover, 

And Ceambo is ofi to Cathay. 

There ’s nobody left, worth a button, 

In either the Kow or the House. 

Pall Mall is as chill as cold mutton : 

A sputter at Portsmouth or Cowes 
Won’t keep up the quidnunc’s enjoyment ; 

The penny-a-liner run’s dry, 

Or finds but a fieeting employment 
In prattling of toffs on the fiy. 

Good night to the Season ! The lobbies 
Are thinning ; St. Stephen’s is left 
To rowdies and riders of hobbies, 

And boobies of manners bereft. 

The Oirishman fitfully thunders 
With eloquent anger, half sham, 

Of the Marquis’s eloquent blunders, 

And Balpour’s base battering-ram. 
Denounoings of rents and evictions, 
Packed juries, and patriots in thrall, 
Couched all in the dullest of dictions, 
Proceed, like the Clock, but that ’s all. 

Good night to the Season ! The Galleries, 
Burlington, Grosvenor, and New, 

Are shut up, like Diner-out’s railleries, 


Beauty’s uo longer on view. 

No longer Lord’s ^tters with ladies, 

“ Swell ” cricket like salmon is ‘ ‘ hoff ” ; 
Young Cambridge is flirting in Cadhi, 
Young Oxford is practising Golf. 

And Damon is sketching in Venice, 


And Pythias lonely must sup, 

And Renshaw’s still Champion at Tennis, 
And Trayles carried off the Gold Cup. 

Good night to the Season I Sensations 
About a new scandal or song ; 

The “ movements ” of militant nations, 

Or highly-horn turfites gone wrong ; 

To marriages royal and ducal ; 

To great Golden Weddings and Fights ; 
Mysterious murders that shook all 
Men’s hearts on their couches o ’nights ; 
To tail things in stories, and scoring. 

To big things in Bridges and Towers ; 


To fortunes, and parachutes, soaring, 

And BuU-fights and Battles of Flowers. 

Good night to the Season ! It tickles 
Old Time on his rounds to reflect 

That e’en Nase-ed-Din andyoimgNiCEAis 
Oblivion in time must expect. 

Old Edax devours saints and sinners, 

And quickly the memory dulls 

Of those who by heads have been winners, 
And those who ’ve been winners hy sculls. 

Little further Wit’s record-book reaches 
Than tales of the prigs and the bores ; 

The fame of one W. G.’s speeches 
Than that of another’s big scores. 

Good night to the Season ! Another 
Wm come with its Giadstone and 
Geace. 

This is gone with its swelter and smother ; 

I ’m off now— to angle for dace. 

A punt out at Pangbourne, a pitcher 
Of amher-hued ale and a pipe ! 

Will the next find me poorer or richer ? 
That question for settling ’s unripe. 


with an “ e,” the other with a “ g.” 

Then there’s the Collingwood (made of iron), and the Camper down (as light as a feather), 
and the Inflexible (which frequently doubles up), and the Det’astatww (wnioh has made a 
big hole in the Navy Vote),' and a lot of others. And what do I think of them all ? 
Well, I should say much the same as the foreigners do— that we might just hold our own 
(with luck) against— say, the French or the Russians singly ; hut if so be they combined, 
that we might get blown out of the water before we knew where we were— unless, indeed, 
aUour ironclads sank on their own account first, before the enemy could get at them (and 


Why seek to ‘ ‘ pxoticipate ? ” Satbey, 
Sententious dd humbug, was right. 

It’s a “Wale,” and thmgs do go “con- 
trairey : ” 

Good night to the Season— good night ! 


A Veey Old Satloe. 


Substitute poe the Horn pipe as New 
Nautical Dance poe the Beitish Navy.— 
The Break-down. 
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SCESTE— -Coif^esj after the Royal Yacht Squadron Dinner, Enter 
jovially Our latest Admiral and a Royal Colonel. 
OurfLatest Admiral {einys) .* — 

“ How blest are we seamen ! how joTial and gay ! 

Together we fight, or together we jplay. 

Our hearts are true sterling, — their worth shall be seen 
"We ’ll fight for our Gountiy, and die for our Queen ! 

G^ive me a light, Prince ! 

Royal Colonel, Certainly. (Does so.) But— pnffl puff! — ^howpatly 
you/ve got our nautical patter. Shouldn’t wonder if you couIq pipe 
us Poor Jocife” or “ The Sailor ^ b JournaV^ 


^ Our Latest Admiral, An Admiral *’of the Queen’s Havee who 
didn’t know his Dibddt would be a duffer. 

Royal Colonel, Well, anyhow, you look “ Eoery Inch a Sailor, 
Our Latest Admiral, Quite so. 

“ A sailor’s life is the life for me, 

(Especially at Eoyal Yacht Club dinners, d’ye see.) 

On the books of the Squadron I Ve inscribed my name, 

And Prince Henry, my * illustrious brother ’ ’s done the same. 

And you toasted me, and I toasted you, 

And as messmates now we ’ll rollick — ^well, * till all is blue.’' ” 
Royal Colonel, Blue should certably he your colour, Admiral j 
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and, as to the uniform, it suits you “ down to 
the ground,” as our philologists say. 

Our Latest AdmiraL Well, you don’t look 
had in yours, my Colonel, Aha ! {Sings ) — 

“ Now, Emperors all, whoever you may be, 

If you want to rise to the top of the tree, 

If your souls are not fettered to a landsman’s togs, 

If you ’d like to haul your slacks, haye a taste for 
I girls and grogs ; 

Stick close to Britannia and to Grandmamma V, 
And she ’ll make you an Admiral of the Queen’s 
Navee ! ” 

Royal Colonel. What, Gilbeiit, tooll You 
must have been reading up for your new part. 
Well, with a knowledge of “ RoorJach^^ and 
“ K.M. S. Pinafore'^ you ’ll pass muster any- 
where. Yery touching little reminiscence, 
that of yours, Nephew, about your youthful 
yearnings for Membership of the R.Y.S., 
realised to-day so happily, Quite like young 
Dicee3^s and Gadshill, ^u know. 

Our Latest AdmiraL Xqs, or Wnso^rBAa- 
EETT and Hamlet, eh, Uncle ? 

Royal Colonel. Another light, Emperor- 
Admiral ? 

Our Latest AdmiraL Thanks, Prince-Com- 
modore-Colonel ! 

Royal Colonel. Ah, yes. I’m a Commo- 
dore, too— if it comes to that. (Sings)-— 

“ This is no time for a seaman to skulk 
Under gingerbread hatches ashore ! 

In a dandy yacht, or a huge war-hulk. 

At need I could figure once more. 
Press-puppies as they pass 
May cock a squinting-glass, 

And run down the Young Commodore : — 

He ’s a staunch Young Commodore, 

A tough Young Commodore, 

A fighting Young Commodore, he ! 

And he hasn’t any doubt. 

If they called the Navy out, 

They would always find him trim and fit for sea.” 

You see our National Nautical Muse is no 
stranger to me,^ either,— though she’s more 
in AiEKEu’s liue. perhaps. As to Prince 
Heney, with his ** Jack forward as well as 
aft,^^ and “ We all love Jaek^'* why, he 
made -all the Jacks love Mm at once. 

Our Latest AdmiraL Well, yes, I think 
Henet, “took the cake,”— as yonr philo- 
logists put it. I hope we shall enjoy our- 
selves as much at Aldershot as we have at 
Portsmouth and Cowes. 

Royal Colonel. Humph ! “ Our poor little 
Army,” as the Poet Laureate once called it, 
is perhaps 

Our Latest AdmiraL Like our poor little 
Navy, excellent— as far as it goes, eh, mon 
Prince f Well, well, your Eleet is, as I 
said, post-pranoially perhaps, hut siucexely, 
“the finest in the world,” whilst our Army 
is “equal to our wants”— for the present 
anyhow, Hope Otto won’t object to that 
remark as too panglossian. You in G-erman 
military uniform, and I as a British Admiral, 
ought to be “a most important factor for the 
maintenance of peace,” eh, Uncle ? 

Royal Colonel. As I said. “I trust the 
great German Army and the Fleet we reviewed 
yesterday will tend to preserve the peace of 
the world.” In fact, if armies and navies 
could preserve it. Peace ought to he as safe as 
— as— an Admiral’s sea-legs, let us say, 

“ If you love me as I love you, 

"What change can come betwixt us two ? ” 

as the old rustic posy-rings put it. 

Our Latest A dmiraL Aad very prettily, too, 
Prince. I ’ll tell Bismaeck and Moltke. Sure 
they’ll rejoice in the entente cor diale neatly 
summarised in that couplet. Don’t know that 
they care much for poetay, but they both like 
p^. Now I must be getting back to the 
MohemoUern. But if, in our respective uni- 
form, we do not, in an extended sense, sym- 
bolise “The United Service^” I’m a— Erench- 
man I Au revoir ! ^Exeunt severally. 



ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. i 

Elephab:t Eaising.— It was certainly a happy thought of yours t 9 brin^ the elephant, i 
presented to you, as a parting souvenir, by the Rajah of Gobo, and with which you wished 
to surprise your Uncle on his birthday, down to his place by tie excursion train^ you men- 
tion, especially as the Company seem to have been satisfied with your explanation that he 
was your “ luggage,” and charged the creature only at the rate of a single fare in conse- 
quence. Still your anxiety to “produce an effect” with him on Ms entrance having 
resulted in his going through the dining-room floor, carrying your Uncle and the five guests 
whom he was entertaining all together along with him into the wine-cellar, where he now 
appears to be imbedded,— yon must not be surprised that your Uncle’s temper was some- 
what ruffled at the incident. In getting the Yicar and the fi3fty villagers to which yon allude 
to endeavour to haul the creature out with ropes, you are no doubt on the right tack, but as 
they appear to have been endeavouring to move him from one o’clock in the morning to 
three the next afternoon, without, however, any result, it will perhaps he simpler to pull 
down the front of the house as you suggest, and make a passage for Ms exit by blowing^ up 
the adjacent lawn with gunpowder, A little lighted under the elephant bamself might 
assist idm by giving Mm an impetus. Have you tried tMs ? Yes, if your Uncle turns 
“ nasty,” as you fear he may, not seeing the thing from your point of view, certainly 
pnt the whole matter into the hands of a Solicitor and there leave it, 

Faiconey eoe Begintnees.— Having purchased your hawks, as you say, “young and 
wild,” yon had better quickly procure some shilling Hand-hook, and set about training 
them. We do not know much about itj but believe you have to strap their legs, and attach 
a dianer-heU to them, attracting the birds to tbeir feeding-place by a steam-whistle or fog- 
horn. Your notion of “ accustoming them to trv their wings ” in the Eeadin§r-Room of tne 
Britisli Museum, if practicable, is quite admirable. The auartment is sufficiently large to 
enable you to test them thorougMy, and if the hdbituSs are disturbed, it will only show ^at ' 
their work cannot he of sufficient importance to monopolise their attention. If the birds 
attack the officials in the centre desk, the incident should cause almost endless amusement. 
Your idea of practising them on the fowls in your next-door neighbours’s poultry-yard 
is also excellent. You appear to have got “ fresh.” birds, of the right sort, from the fact 
you mention of one of them swooping down on the local milkman as he was coming on 
nis rounds ; still, it is awkward that the creature should have peeked a piece out of his 
ear; and we should really not he surprised if you were to hear more of the matter. We 
think the birds should be fed on tinned lobster ; but ask any pork-butcher. 
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RATHER TOO HOT FOR HIM! 

(A London, Lesideni’s Vine of Paris.) 
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LcBrav^ Gintral {loquitwr), ^‘Well, all things taken into con- 
sideration, PERHAPS I AM LETTER OEF WHERE I AM 1 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

UXTEACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

! House of Commons^ Monday, August 5, — ^Fanoy very few people 
have heard of Dtjnbaven’s little achievement. Beats the record in 
the yachting world, Y'esterday afternoon I saw him at Spithead, 
shimming over sapiihire sea in the Valkyrie, This afternoon, at five 
o’clock, he was at W'estminster moving his amendment to Cruelty to 
Children Bill. It was alter four o’clock when he put up the helm at 
Spithead, and hore away East-hy-North-half-East : passed Beachy 
Head running free ; fluttered by Dungeness ; rounded South Fore- 
land ; ditto the IS'orth Foreland ; sighted the month of the Thames 
at half-past two this afternoon; ran up with bellied sail and 
jumped ashore on the steps at Westminster just as Lords were going 
into Committee on Bill! This is brief ontline of log of Valkyrie on 
wonderful voyage, Hope it will he published in full. iNothing 
more interesting or more thrilling in yachting records. 

A fall House ; Archbishop of Canterbury, in nice white surplice, 
read long sermon directed against employment of children on the 
stage. Something like tremor passed along Episcopal Bench when 
Primate disclosed alarming familiarity with stage affairs ; talked 


self-possession of Treasury Bench. First of all wanted to ask 
Chxee Secretary; Cbdcee Secretary absent. Then Solicitor- 
CENERAii for Ireland ; Solicitor-G-eneral knew nothing about it. 
Then the Secretary to the Treasury ; hnt MacHeill, blustering 
around Jackson, was something like 
angry sea heating about Beachy Head. 

Unmoved, imperturbable, with unhas- y 

tened speech, Jackson said he didn’t 

McNeill, the potato getting hotter jj 

than ever, turned next upon the 
Speaker. Speaker blandly pointed 
out that it was not for him to answer 
the question. Then MacHehl flung 
himself:, potato and all, upon broad 
bosom of Old Morality, ‘‘‘foimtain ® 

of all knowledge,” as he called him. 

“The hathering-ram, what of the 'fil 
bathering - ram ? ” he hoarsely whis- 

“If,” said Old Morality, hacking ^ iBiM 

out of the warm embrace, “the Hon. 

Member will give notice of the ques- '"rV'' gif ' 

tion, I will endeavour to answer it.” ^ ' I' . / ' j'j ft j,|j' 

Business Education Votes in i -j i| | fj 

'‘Yulday. — Whhroo ! JErin go hragh 1 ■ j .i|{. 

Ireland once more. Baleour moves 

Constabulary Vote in Committee ; Irish ^ 

ranks close up : the British disappear. . 

George Wyndham and Hayes Fisher, The Yalkyne. 

Baleour’ s private secretaries, quietly take up their seats on Bench 
behind him, with daggers in their hoots, resolved to sell his life dearly. 
For the rest, blank spaces on all the Government Benches. Front 
Opposition Bench deserted save for Henry^ Fowler, who makes 
incisive and damaging speech on cost of Irish Constabulary, and 
Shaw-Leeevre, who furnishes Baleour with opportunity for one 
of his stinging remarks, — a passing arrow shot with charming grace 
and going home with cruel effect. Been loud complaints of employ- 
ment of Irish Constabulary to dog the footsteps of Members of 
Parliament visiting Ireland for philanthropic purposes. 

“It’s an indignity,” Shaw-Leeevre protested; “an altogether 
unconstitutional course.” 

“lam very sorry,” said Arthur, “that any Member of this 

% House should he subj ected to incon- 
venience on his visits to Ireland, 
and if the police knew the Right 
Hon. Gentleman, the Member for 
Bradford, as well as I do, they 
would not have taken the trouble 
to shadow him. But it must be 
recollected that everybody is not 
as innocuous as the Right Hon. 

Few Ministerialists present 
shouted with delight. Irish Mem- 
bers groaned in disgust. “Well, 
they are hard to please, anyway,” 
said Sir Jambs Corry. ‘ ‘ If Bal- 
eour had said that Shaw-Leeevre 
was noxious, there would have 
been fearful row. He says he ’s 
innocuous, and they are equally 

£ater, row broke out in fresh 
place. SwiET MacHeill, having 
exhausted his ammunition, gone 
out to kitchen to get fresh hot 
sn _ potato. T. ’W. Russell took op- 

Corry-0 lanus. portunity in Lis absence to accuse 


Corry-O’lanus. 


qmte trippingly about^ Katti Lanner, rehearsal, performance, him of having applied for Government appointments. MacITeill, 
wings, and flies. Archbishop subsequently privately explained that apprised of incident, returned in state of tremendous excitement, 
in performance of his^ duties had been absolutely necessary to make Could almost see the steam curling about his lips as he challenged 
himself acquainted with these things. Growing coolness thus checked Russell for proof. Russell rose to reply, hut somehow or other, 
and harmony again prevailed.^ The Judicious Herschell arranged Redmond glided into altercation with Chairman. When this 
compromise wSerehy opposition to Dune^ven’s proposal so far finished, Harrington, in equally mysterious manner, had come 
modified that on a Diyisiou it was carried by 31 Votes to 24. in contact with the Chair. Members popping up from all sides. 
Galloway rose to explain that he had voted in the wrong Lobby. Arthur Baleour, determined not to be out of it, was on his feet at 

“ Don’t mention it, my dear Lord,” said Granville, with, his same moment as six other Members, 
sweetest smile. “ It ’s not of the slightest consequence.” “ Order ! Order I ” roared Courtney. 

In the Commons, Swiet MacNeill bubbling with excitement, and But uproar continued ; firing right and left ; three-cornered duel 
struggling with larger and hotter potato than usual in his mouth, in Midshipman Easy a perfectly straightforward proceeding corn- 
wanted to know in what vote in Estimates they would find charge pared with this. Lasted several minutes, till, breath being 
for batbering-ram ? Hot a difficult question. Had notice been exhausted, uproar subsided ; Debate proceeded from point at which 
given, and question put in ordinary form, might have been answered incursion of MacNeill and the hot potato had diverted it. 
light off. But this sudden incursion of spluttering gentleman upset Business Irish Votes in Supply. 
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Thursday , — For one mad moment thonglit ttese angnislied eyes 
would look noon the Passing of Asthub. Turned away shudder- 
ing, fearing that when I looked back again I should behold Aethtte 
tom to fragments, and Oin Moeaizty, sittinghesidehim onTreasi^ 
Bench, ^Dappled with his Gore. All came out of debate on Irish 

f Constabulary Vote. Committee 

meandered through the night, 
Members talking against time. 
So little interest that at one time 
^empt made to Count Out | 

Aethue Balpoue rose shortly 
after eleven. Pease, Member for 
York (“ Green Pease ” as'WiiEEiD 
Lawson calls him, to distinguish 
him from his respected father, 
Member for Durham) had com- 
plained, amongst many other 
things, that two Besident Magis- 
trates, Cech Boche and Colonel 
Tuenee, had refused to subscribe 
towards the Kerry Baces." 

“What wonder,’’ retorted Ae- 
THTJE, blandly, “when on Bacing 
Committee is Mr. Haeeington, 
who, is in the habit in his news- 
paper of describing Besident 
Magistrates and Police as cowards, 
Bars ^ and uninformed blood- 

Kaeetngton jumped up, and 
demanded authority for this state- 

“ I have it on best authority,” 
Baxpotje answered, 

„ “What authority?” roared 

Old Pease. Haeeington, still on his feet, 

whilst twenty Irish Members surged around biTn in uncontrollable 
excitement, 

Aethur, momentarily losing his temper, impatiently waved his 
hand towards scene of uproar. B[AEETNeTON, maddened beyond 
control, pressed forward tiD he reached Gangway, striding onward 
towards the flushed Chiee Seceetaey, Begardless of expense, he 
flung his own hat on floor ; seemed as if he was about to take off 
his coat, cross floor, seize Chtep Seceetaey by the throat ; Members 
seated ne^ clung to his coat-tails ; and thus obtaining interval 
for reflection, he decided to return to his place. Uproar subsided 
as swiftly as it had commenced, and Aethue continued his remarks 
just as if his life had not been threatened. 

Business done , — Irish Constabulary Vote. 

Saturday Morni7ig,—Th& worm will turn at last. Old Morality, 
sitting all night listening with dulled senses to Irish Members 
abusing Government, roused just after midnight by hearing Haeey 
Lawson complaining of “the underhand and treacherous manner” 
in which the MacbSavellian Mephistopheles, Jaceson, had dealt 
with the London County Council, Money (Ifo. 2.) Bill. Old 
Morality protested. Speaker submitted that “underhand” is 
hardly parliamentary ; Haeey Lawson withdrew ; BiU read Second 
Time, and so home to bed. 

Business done , — Irish Constabulary Vote again. 

THE FOIL. 

The Song of an OM-fasMoned FermU-wcyrshipper, 

[It ig said that Fencing is the coming fashion for Ladies.] 

Aie — “ You'll M & meml&r Me "' 

WHENladies’ lips andladies’ hearts When beauty and fair arms shall 
Shall harden into steel ; flght 

When maidens playing manly For some pot-boBing prize, 

S arts^ Ah ! won’t it be a d^ty sight 

ueUing shall “ peel ” ; To g^ladden manly eyes ? 

When pretty girls shaU wear a Theninthatstrangeunlovely scene 


« Old Pease.’* 


ider- WHAT MR- PUNCH'S MOON SAW, 

rsUB NIKETEEKTH EVENING. 

IriS “Yesterday,’’ began the Moon, “I saw a man exhibit his 
littee stage of one of your places of 

entertainment. The per- 

verywonderful; the shoots 
pierced cards through the 
middle, put out candles, 
and shattered glass balls 
with hardlyasingle failure. 
He would not have missed 
at aU, if the hammer had 
not fallen too soon now and 
then, before he could take 
proper aim. Presently I 
heard loud joyous barks 
behind the scenes, and then 
a great dog, with a magni- 
ficent coat of hair and a 
J waving bushy tail, came 


^ form. He was so amiable 
and friendly that I saw 
him, of his own accord, run to the edge of the stage and kiss the leader 
of the orchestra across the footlights. The leader wiped his mouth 
afterwards, but I think he was flattered nevertheless. Then they 
brought a chair, and the Performer ordered the dog to jump upon it, 
which he did. Then the dog had a band tied over his head with a 
small onp or socket on it^ and m this socket, was placed a glass ball. 
I saw that the poor animal knew what was coming and secretly 
dreaded it, though he tried to wag his tail and appear cheerful 
and indifferent. The Marksman took his aim: Bang! — the dog 
winced,— -for in his heart lie was mortally afraid of j&earms, but 
the ball was smashed, and he leaped off the chair barking with relief. 
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mask 

Their loveliness to spoil. 

In such a moment I would ask. 
Won’t yon denounce the Foil ? 


Of fierce unfeminine toil, 
You’ll think of days that once 
have been. 

And objurgate the Foil I 


Hot at Home.— How that the Parliamentary vacation is nigh at 
hand, Hon. Members on all sides rejoice in the anticipation of enjoy- 
mg the Summer holidays. It may or may not be that tie great 
Liberal Party is dividing and disappearing, but all Parties xmques- 
tio^bly look forward with the greatest pleasure to breaking up and 
going away. As for the Members personally, although lost in a fog 
of talk, they won’t be missed 1 


master had not done nearly enough to prove how accurate a marks- 
man he was. Again and again, the obedient good-tempered creature 
mounted the chair, and various articles were put upon his head and 
shot in pieces with the greatest success, amidst much applause from 
the audfence. For the last feat of all, a candle was to be extinguished. 
The dog did not like the lighted candle and shook his head impatiently. 
Ping I That shot was not q.uite so successful, for, ^ough the candle 
flickered, it went on burning stiU. The dog, thinking it was all 
over, tried to get down, but a sharp order from his master obliged 
him to put his forepaws on the back of the chair again, and stand 
there to be shot at once more. Again the Marksman took a careful 
aim. I don’t mind confessing that, hardened old Moon as I am, I 
would have given anything for a. cloud just then— but I had to look 
on. . . , Ping! went thehnILet for the last time ... Well, you 
needn’t interrupt— there ’s no occasion to excite yourself,” said the 
Moon, “he extinguished the candle . . . Oh, the dog? Ho, the dog 
was adl right. I don’t suppose there was any real danger, or the 

f erformance would never have been allowed. Only— I daresay, 
’m a dull old luminary and don’t understand these affairs— but it 
did seem to me that if the only object was to show off the cleverness 
of the shooting, a stuffed dog would answer the purpose quite as 
well as a live one— perhaps even better. At all events,” added the 
Moon, “it would be fairer if the dog could be trained to take a shot 
or two at bis master’s bead. But possibly the creature would never 
consent to endanger the man’s hie, for he seemed an affectionate 
animal.” 

Something too Little,— The innumerable readers of Bunch at 
least, that is to say the Public at large, will agree with the Times in 
thinking that among the pensions to larger or smaller amount 
awarded to meritorious persons or their representatives on the Civil 
List, there are “ some names with which the only fault to he found 
is, that they are too small. Of this class are the three Misses 
Leech, the sisters of John Leech, who together receive only £180 a 
year. These sums may be unquestionably set down as pensions of , 
the smaller amount, if- not of the smaUest, and ceriainly none too , 
large for three ladies past work, and in very slender eironmstances, to 
subsist upon with arty degree of comfort. For that purpose the 
; private and voluntary subscriptions of the deceased Artist’s con- 
temporaries could hardly have been expected to he nearly up to the 
mark. Would Mr. John' Still consider himself iu any measurable 
distance of being, ruined if those very poor pittances could be raised 
to an amonnt w^ruch' would sufl0.ce their recipients to bless themselves 
with a httle more th^ the barest necessaries of life ? . 

The Place eoe a “ Bound ” of Cheers.— The “ Oval.” Especi- 
ally when Surrey heats Hotts. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

(ANNALS OF A QUIET NBIGHBOTJEHOOD.) 

DeceasecPs Sutler. “ Copy op Bueiai. Service, Sir ? ” Local Doctor. “ Thasks, no. I know it by Heart ! ” 



"OUT IN THE COLD!” 

A Song of4he Civil List. Am — “ Wkcw the Com- Juice flows.** 

JPaterfamilias nngB : — 

My Son, before yon settle do^n. in life, and make a start, 

And fix, your cbpioe on Literature, on Science, or on Art, 

I have a word to sa^r to yon, it will be wise to hear : 

For an nnlucky genins the prospect ’s mighty queer. 

Yon ’ll own that this conviction one ’s nnable to resist ; 

If yon will do as I have done, read down the Civil List. 

Some things are illustrated mere you really ought to know ; 

So take stock of the quarters 

Whence 

The Pensions 

Mow. 

Civil List Pensions were, at first, intended to lend aid 
To— weU, not to the Peerage, or the Services, or Trade. 

They have their little pickings in a very many ways. 

And get their share of pudding, as a rule, as well as praise ; 

But writers who have missed their tip, or painters who have failed, 
And savants upon whom the gifts of life have hardly hailed, 

Were thought to have a special claim— hut, ah ! ’twas long ago !— 
Upon oificial quarters 

Whence 

The Pensions 

Mow. 

And verily, my hopeful son, the Sciences and Arts 
Afiord precarious footholds to poor human hrains and hearts ; 

And you to protoplasm or Pelasgic lore may yield 
[ Tour life, and find those regions far from a Tom Tiddler’s field. 

You may paint Ideal Pictures to a very great extent, 

I ^d find you’ll have to die before they ’U yield their cent, per cent., 
Like Muiet’s canvas marvels ; life is short, and fame comes slow, 
And that^s why the fund they started 
Whence 

The Pensions 

Flow. 


That ’s why— at least they said so. The endowment of research, 
The providing of old Q-enius, when down, a modest perch 
Above the slime of Poverty for its declining days, 

Is a thing for which humanity has little else but praise. 

But then that ’s only theory, and theory, you see, 

Is grey, as your great G-oethe says, unlike Life’s verdant tree. 
If you will try Fame’s steep asceut, all right ! but ere you go 
Take stock of that queer region 
Whence 

The Pensions 

Flow. 

It is very curious reading, as the Times remarks, this List, 

And some singular conclusions one ’s unable to resist. 
Twenty-five thousand annually is not a vast amotint 
To supply for luckless Genius a charitable fount. 

It might keep a Lord-in- Waiting, and a Silver Stick or two, 
But the Muses’ luckless votaries must be fortunately few 
If the valid claims of sucb of them as fortune has brought low, 
Do not absorb the fountain 

^ Whence 

The Pensions 

Flow. 

If you chanced to be descendant of a great Ambassador, 

Or of Somebody distinguished in Diplomacy or War, 

Or a high Police official, you would doubtless get a dip ; 

Or if your great grandfather was commander of a ship, 

Or was murdered m Kamstchatka, or indeed if you should be 
An expatriated princeling, who pursued philology, 

Then the high Official Wisdom would not probably say ITo ! 

If you tried to tap the cistern 

Whence 

The Pensions 

Flow. 

But if y;ou happened only to he— say a gentle Bard, 

Or retiring Scientist, with whom the ways of life went hard, 

Or a subtly gifted Artist whom the coteries had ignored, 

Or any genius on whom Pactolus had not poured, 
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OUT IN THE COLD!” 


™ Teeistjet {to Unfortunate Genius). “LET ME SEE; CIYIL LIST— LITERA.TUEE, SCIENCE, AUD 
afraid, my poor friend, YOD’RE hardly eligible. YOU’RE NOT A FOREIGN 
PRINCE, NOR A TITLED POET, NOR THE RELATIYE OF AN AMBASSADOR, OR POLICEMAN 






Then it seems extremely likely that ambas- 
sadors and peers, 

Or descendants of celebrities who have been 
dead for years, 

Would crowd you out of any chance of having 
a fair go 

At that carefully fenced-in fountain 
Whence 

The Pensions 

Flow. 

And so, my Son, I fancy you had better just 
reflect 

On the sort of thing that genius, fate-stricken, 
may expect. 

If you We only modest merit, and no “ private 
influence,” 

I'ou cannot look for pickings, boy, it stands 
to common sense. 

Of merit in “ the Services,” there do not lack 
requiters. 

But this same Fund established for “poor 
artists and poor writers,” 

Do you think it is conflned to Art and Letters ? 
Bless you. No ! 

Wealth, not worth, commands aU fountains 
Whence 

The Pensions 

Flow. 


Ctii Bono ?— What did the French Oovern- 
ment expect to get by appointing a High 
Court to try General Bottxangeb.? They 
might have known that the Brav* GSneral^ 
on trial in his absence, would be tried and— 
found wanting ! 

Huts fos the Queen.— When Her Mx- 
JBSTT was declared to be a Colonel I 


LORD TEOTYSOFS DRAWIHGS. 

From the Return of Civil List Pensions 
moved for by Mr. Betce, it appears that the 
venerable Poet Laureate has been for these 
last forty years drawing £200 annually from 
the Civil List. This discovery has given an 
economical though not ungrudging contem- 
porary “a slight shock of surprise.” But 
what wonder? Many a less accomplished 
Artist than Lord Tennyson would, if he 
could get it, be capable of drawing even more 
than that. 

Certainly it would have been generous of 
the Hoble Bard if, having made a sufficient 
fortune by the sale of his works, he had 
volunteered to draw no longer. But then 
the money would not have gone into the 
empty purse of a poorer poet, but (as the 
Saturday Review suggests) “would have 
lapsed into the broad bosom of the Exche- 
quer.” Besides, an ex-Lord Chancellor draws 
his thousands — some hundreds, exceeding 
two. Should he come into large property, 
i would he be expected to resign his retiring 
pension ? He might then set the Lord Poet 
Laureate an example of magnanimity. Is it 
probable that he would ? V ery likely. 

Impromptu, 

On the occasion of the dinner gi^^en to J)y\ W. G, 
Grace, the Champion Cricketer, during the 
Canterbury Week, August, 

Ride by S. E, * 

To Can-ter-bu-ree, 

To give a great dinner to W. G. 

He flogs the fasts. 

And he leathers the slows, 

And piles a big innings wherever he goes ! 


VENUS POPULARIA. 

[One of the Sights of the Paris Exhibition is a 
statue of Yenus in Chocolate.] 

Goddess who rose from forth the Sea, 

And didst not love the domesticities, 

To think of thee with toast and tea 
Scarce ranks ’midst fancy’s line feli- 
The art of Advertising Trade [cities. 

Has done a deal our souls to shock o’ late. 
But Aphrodite unarrayed 
Can scarcely come out well in chocolate, 
African Yenus— one has heard [proper. 

That phrase, which sonnds a bit im- 
Yet in the flesh, ’tis scarce absurd 
Although that flesh be hued like copper. 
But Chocolate, that mawkish “ stodge” 
Which clogs the school-girls’ sharp 
iucisors, 

And whose great name we cannot dodge, 
Thanks to our mural advertisers ! 
Chocolate which in hon-bon form 
la now indeed the choice of Paris ! 

goddess, dainty-hued as warm, 
Flushed by the Loves and toned by Charis 
In such a shape, so apt to cloy, 

The Paphian Queen, the Acidalian, 
Would never fire the Phrygian boy, 

Or stir the pulses of Pygmalion. 

Alas, great goddess, once of Love ! 

Ho more she melts to amorous metre. 

Her sweetness now mankind will move 
Hot to adore her, hut \x>—eat her! 

Unmerited Aspersion. — ^Lord Randodpe 
has been described as “ a ship without ballast.” 
Yet Ms LordsMp (the only “ sMp ” in question 
witk relation to the Turf) must be at least 
allowed all due credit for stable equilibrium. 
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PUNCH TO THE POET LAUREATE 

On Kis Eightieth Birthday. 

Poet of passion pure and tempered strength, 

Our England’s pride in these hysteric days 
Of fevered fancyings, and of fretful lays ; 

We hless land fate that gaye thee golden length 
Of life and singin^r-season. Still sing on ! 

Thy manly music ill onr hearts can spare, 

Fresh as the halmy breath of English air 
Rolling o’er gardens e’er the rose is gone, 

And mellow as the iutings lond or low 
That haunt the laurels round an English lawn. 
May rosy radiance as of Summer dawn 
Lighten the lingering eye whose footing slow 
Softly approaches such a son of song, 

So loyal, and so reverent, so mistamed. 

As since Spring first on English meadows rained 
Largess of blossoms, scarce hath joined onr throng 
Of native minstrels. Live ! Our restless day 
Beholds no brow so worthy of the bay ! 

AT BOILING POINT. 

A Possible Fragment of Coming History, 

“ But, so far as can be seen, a busy time awaits the steam 
department on the return of the ships from the Manoeuvres, for 
there is no blinding the fact that no dependence can be placed 
upon the staying powers of the ships which have been recently 
aaded to the Navy. Not only are ihe Sharpshooter and the 
cruisers of the M Class in a condition of suspended animation, 
but the Campeii'down, the Amtralia, and the whole group ol 
ships fitted with double-ended boilers and steel tubes and tube 
plates, are in a similar state of untrustworthiness. Any of them 
may be expected to break down when called upon to exert their 
Tnfl.YiTnum capacity.” -~Nmal Intelligence, 

The Yice- Admiral was pacing nervously up and down 
his cabin. His costume was peculiar. He wore fiannel 
trousers, and a pale blue dressing-gown, but round his 
waist was buckled his sword-belt, and his^ head was 
covered by the official cocked-hat, indicative of his 
position in the Service. Those, however, who had served 
under him now for seventeen days on board Her Majesty’s 
fifth-rate cruiser. Leg of Mutton^ were well acquainted 
with the cause of the somewhat curious eccentricity of 
his dress ; for had they not since the outbreak of the war 
seen him daily drenched at the head of his crew, in his 
efiorts to stop the unceasing leakage of the hot- water 
pipes ? And did they not know that at that very moment 
his three Admirals’ suits were for the tenth time Buttering 
in the Channel breeze, hung out for the purpose of petting 
a drying on the yard-arm ? Presently he paused, and, 
with a hopeless look of scared bewilderment stamped 
upon his anxious features, gazed in a half-fearful, half- 
defiant manner, from the cabin port-hole. 

“This was all very well,” he muttered between his 
teeth, “ when we were playing the fool at the Manoeuvres. 
But, by Jove, it ’s a difierent thing to be boxed up in 
a rascally craft like this, surrounded by the ships of the 
enemy in real war. I can’t stand it. I feel I ’m going 
off my head ! Yeo ! Ho yeo ! for the life of poor Jack ! ” 
Then 'jwith a loud yell, he dashed off his cocked-hat, and, 
tearing his hair out in handfuls, and kicking every- 
thing out of his path, commenced rolling all over the 
cabin fioor. 

The First Lieutenant just opened the door and put 
his head in. “ Bear me, at it again, is he ? And this is 
the thirteenth time I ’ve seen him like this in the last five 
days. Hil Surgeon, you’re wanted!” The Doctor was 
passing at the moment and answered the summons. The 
two men got him into a chair, and after the Surpeon had 
made him swallow a tumblerful of brandy, a quiet smile 
suffused the Yice- Admiral’s features. 

“ Thanks,” he said, “I’m better now. I don’t know 
how it was, but I’ve been like that, lately. Anxiety, I 
suppose ? ” 

“That’s about it, Mr. Yice- Admiral,” responded the 
Surgeon, cheerf^y. “The suspense has got on your 
nerves.” At this moment a shout was heard &om the 
deck above. The three speakers looked at each other, then 
rose to their feet. They had not long to wait for an 
explanation In another instant the look-out man, his 
hair standing on end and great beads of penroiration 
rolling down his forehead, burst into their midst, and 
apparently unable to finds words from iffieer terror, stared 
at them with a blanched face. 







H!M1 






THE LABOUR QUESTION. 

Mechanic. “Hullo, Jem I Not at Woek ! What 's up ? ” 

Collier, “Oh, we’re out on Strike,” Mechanic. “What for, then? 
Collier, “Aw diven* knaw, but we 'll not give in till we get it !” 


“WeU, my man?” asked the Yice- Admiral, encouragingly, “I presume you 
have sighted the Enemy ? ” 

“ Ay ! Ay ! your honour 1 ” rejoined the look-out man. 

“ In force f ” inquired the Yice- Admiral, with an adroitly assumed calmness. 
“ Twenty-three line of battle-ships, as I’m alive to see ’em I And here are we 
three fifth-rate, bursting cruisers to meet ’em. That ain’t uo odds. We must 
bolt for it ! ” was the reply. 

“Right you are ! ” responded the Yice- Admiral. “Send me the Chief Steam 
Engineer at once.” In another minute the required official sta|:gered into the 
cabin. He had a' very limp and crest-fallen appearance, and looked as if he 
had recently been severely scalded. 

“ Ha ! Mr. Engineer, you’re the man 1 want,” commenced the Yice- Admiral, 
glibly. “ The fact is I wish to inform you that, for the purpose of escaping 
capture by the Enemy, it will be necessary to put on all steam ; and I must, 
therefore, look to you to see that the engines exert their maximum capacity.” 

“You know what that means, I suppose?” was the melancholy rejoinder. 
“It won’t mean more leakage. That’s only a symptom. Maximum capacity 
means ^ boiling point,’ and that means a blow*up.” 

“Come, come, no croaking, Mr. Engineer,” responded the Yice- Admiral, 
decisively, “ for ^maximum capacity’ it will have to be.” 

“Well, with double-ended boilers and steel tubes and tube-plates, I know 
what win come of it: so don’t say I didn’t warn youj” was the parting remark 
of the First Engineer, as he tottered up the cabin-stairs to obey his instructions. 

Within ten minutes the Yice- Admiral had signalled to the Blue Bottle and 
the Teapot^ “ Put on steam to maximum capacity and follow me.” 

The Enemy, in pursuit, to their intense surprise, suddenly saw the three 
British vessels, one after the other, disappear with a loud explosion in a cloud of 
steam. * * ♦ * * * * 

The First Engineer had been right. Double-ended Boilers and Steel Tubes 
had done their work, and, when relied upon for their maximum capacity,' had 
answered by promptly and immediately hlowing up I 

Medicine and Music.— On the authority of a Chemist in the neighbourhood 
of the Stock Exchange, the BoLUMLall Gazette enumerates among the tonics gene- 
rally given to City men as pick-me-ups. sal volatile, chloric ether, essence of 
ginger, quinine, and nux vomica : none oi which, taken in moderation, are very 
injurious. But undoubtedly, of all tonics, the mo^ wholesome is the Tonic Bol-fa. 
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MR. PUNCHES MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

No. VIII.—The Dka^matic Soeista. 

This is always a popular form of entertainment, demanding, as it 
does, even more dramatic than vocal ability on the part of the Artist. 
A song of this Idnd is nothing if not severely moral, and foeqnently 
depicts the downward career of an incipient drunkard with all the 
Lurid logic of a Temperance Tract. Mr» Punchy however, is inclined 
to thinlr that the lesson would he even more appreciated and taken 
to heart hy the audience, if a slightly; different line were adopted 
such as he has endeavoured to indicate in the following example : — 

The Singer should have a great command of facial expression^ which 
he will fi 7 %d greatly facditated hy emjfloying {as indeed is the 
usual custom) coloured limelight at the wings, 

I First Verse {to he sung under pure White light,) 

He {these awful examples 
are usually, and guile 
properly, anonymous) was 
once as nice a fellow as 
you could desire to meet, 
Partial to a pint of porter, 
always took his spirits 
neat; 

Long ago a careful mother’s 
cautions trained her son 
to shrink 

Prom the meretricious 
sppkle of an aerated 
drink, 

^ Refrain {showing the Virtu- 
^ ous Youth resisting Temp- 
tation, N,P, — The refrain 
is intended to he spoken 
through music. Not sung,) 

Here’s a pub that^s handy. 

Liquor up with you ? 
Thimbleful of brandy ? 

ii " Never touch the stuff. 

Promised Mother 'so, Sir. ( With an upward 

’Tisn’t good enough ! glance.) 

Second Verse, {Primrose light for this,) 

Ah, how little we suspected, as we saw him in his bloom, 

What a demon dogged his footsteps, luring to an awful doom ! 

Yain Ms Mother’s fond monitions ; soon a friend, with fiendish laugh. 
Tempts him to a quiet tea-garden, plies him there with shandy-gaff I 

Refrain {illustrating the first false step.) 

Why, it ’s just the mixture 
I so long have sought ! 

Here I’U be a fixture 
TiH I ’ve drunk the quart ! 

Just the stuff to suit yer. 

Waiter, do you hear ? 

Make it, for the future, 

Three parts Gringer-beer ! 

Third Verse {requiring' Violet-tinted slide.) 

By-and-by, the Ale discarding, Giuger-heer he craves aloue I 
Undiluted he procures it, buys it bottled up in stone. 

(The earthenware bottles are said hy connoisseurs to contain liquor of 
superior strength and quality.) 

Prom his lips the foam he brushes — crimson overspreads Ms brow, 

To his brain the Ginger’s mounting ! Could Ms Mother see Mm now ! 

Refi'ain {depicting the horrors of a solitary debauch poisoned hy 
remorse.) 

Shall I have another ? 

Only Ginger-pop ! 

( Wildly.) Ah 1 I promised Mother 
Not to touch a drop ! 

Far too much I ’m tempted. 

(Recklessly.) Let me drink my fill ! 

That ’s the fifth I ’ve emptied— 

Oh, I feel so in ! 

\_IIere the Singer will stagger about the hoards. 
Fourth Verse, {Turn on lurid Crimson ray for this,) 

H ext with drinks they style ‘ ‘ Teetotal” he Ms manhood must degrade ; 
Swilli^ effervescent syrups — “Ice-cream-soda,” “ Easpherry-ade.” 
Koumiss tempts Ms jaded palate— payment he ’s obliged to bilk — 
Then, reduced to destitution, finds forgetfulness in— Milk! 


Refrain (indicating rapid moral deterioration,) 

What ’s that on the railings ? 

[^Point dramatically at imaginary area. 
Milk — and in a can ! 

Though I have my failings, 

I ’m an honest man. 

l^Spark of expiring rectitude here, 

I can not resist it. {^Pantomime of opening can. 
That celestial bine ! 

Has the milkman missed it ? {^Melodramatically, 

I ’ll he missing too ! 

Fifth Verse (in Pale Blue light,) 

Milk begets a taste for water, so comparatively cheap, 

Every casual pump supplies Mm, gratis, with potations deep ; 

He at every drinkmg-ionntain pounces on the pewter cup. 

Conscious of becoming bloated, powerless to give it up ! 

Refrain {illustrative of utter loss of self-respect,) 

“Find one straight before me ? ” 

Bobby, you ’re a trump I 
Faintness stealing o’er me — 

Ha— at last a Pump ! 

If that little maid ’ll 
Just make room for one, 

I could grab the ladle 
ALf ter she has done ! 

The Last Verse is the culminating point of this moral drama : — The 
miserable wretch has reached the last stage. He shuts himself 
up in his cheerless abode, and there, in shameful secresy, con- 
sumes the element for lohich he is powerless to pay — the inevitable 
Nemesis following, 

Sixth Verse, {All lights down in front. Ghastly Green light at icings.) 
Up his sordid stairs in secret to the cistern now he steals, 

Where, ^ amidst organic matter, gambol microscopic eels ; 

Tremblingly he turns the tap on— not a trickle greets the trough ! 

For the marble-hearted Turncock ’s gone and cut Ms water off ! 
Refrain (in which the Profligate is supposed to demand an explana- 
tion from the Turncock, with a terrible dinoument.) 

“ Rate a quarter owing, 

Comp’ny stopped supply.” 

“ Set the stream a-fiowing, 

Demon— or yon die ! ” 

‘ * Mercy !— ah ! yon ’ve choked me ! ” 

{In hoarse, strangled voice, as the Turncock, 

* ‘ Will you turn the plug ? ” {Savagely, as the hero, 

“ No I ” {Faintly, as Turncock, 

{Business of flinging a corpse on stage, and regarding it terror- 
stricken, A long pause ; then, in a whisper , — 

“ The fool provoked me I 

( With a maniac laugh.) Horror I I ’m a Thug I ” 

{Here the artist will die^ mad, in frightful agony, and rise to 
how his acknowledgments, 

HOW TO COMBINE LUXURY WITH ECONOMY. 

{Of course a purely imaginary Sketch. ) 

ScEiTE — Portsmouth Harbour Station at the close of a day devoted to 
a great Government Function. Fnter Cool Tourist, who pro- 
ceeds to occupy a large Saloon Carriage marked “ reserved^ , 
Cool Tourist, Here ! I say ! Is tMs right for London ? '| 

Official (politely). Yes, Sir. London omy tMs train I 
. ^ {Saunters down platform. 

C, T, Well, tMs is lucky ! Saloon carnage for twenty people all 
to myself I Special express to town ! 

Voices on the platform (heard without). Here ’s an empty carriage ! 

{Rush of many Passengers to the door of Saloon, 
C, T, kindly hut firmly). TMs carriage is reserved. 

Guard (with much suavity, introducing deputation of belated 
passengers). The train is very full. Sir, would you be so kind as to 
allow a few passengers to travel in your carriage ? 

G, T, {with haughty condescension). Well, ye-es, provided they 
do not object to smoking. 

^ Guard [pouching his cap). Very good, Sir. [Briskly, to deputa- 
tion), Now then, room here for a few smokers! 

{Carriage rapidly fills. Passengers regard C, T,, with rever- 
ential awe, train moves on, and ultimately arrives at 
Vauxhall, Ticket Inspector gets in and demands tickets, \ 
Ticket Inspector {to Cool Tourist), Hallo! what’s, this! First- , 
class saloon— third-class ticket ? * Yon must pay the difference ! 

, C, T, (rising politely). Oh. no, thank you, I can easily rectify' 
your mistake by travellmg the remainder of the journey in ihe 
right carriage ! I am going to. Waterloo! 

(Curtain,) 


(tg* NOTICE — Rejected Conmnuucations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or V/rapper. To tMs ml© 
there will be no exception. 
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SUR LA PLAGE. 

Sub la Flags! and here are dresses, shining eyes, and golden tresses, 
Which the cynic sometiines gnesses are not quite deyoid of art ; 

There's much polyglottic chatter 
'mid the folks that group and 
scatter, 

And men fancy that to flatter is to 
win a maiden's heart. 

'Tis a sea-side place that’s Breton, 
with the rocks the children get on. 
And the ceaseless surges fret on all 
the siLver-shining sand ; 

Waye and sky could scarce be bluer, 
and the ^y Art-reviewer 
Would declare the tone was truer 
than a sea-scape from Beett's 
hand. 

And disporting in the waters are the 
fairest of Eve’s daughters, 

Each aquatic gambol slaughters 
the impulsive sons of France, 
While they gaze with admiration at 
the Mermaids’ emulation, 

, ^ ^ ^ , And the high feats of natation at 

An Old-fashioned IVateiing-place. Dinard on the Ranoe, 

There are gay Casino dances, where, with Atalanta glances 
That ensnare a young man’s fancies, come the ladies one by one j 
Every look is doubly thrilling in the mazes of quadrilling. 

And, like Barkis, we are willing, ere the magic waltz is done. 


earth, afterralarming the whole neighbourhood, in the back parlour 
of a local china shop. Awkward, again, is it for you having to 
appear at the Police Court in answer to the summons served on you 
in consequence of the conduct of the cannibal tribe ; for it seems a 
pity that you could not, even in dumb show, have explained to 
them that you are not at war with your next-door neighbour, 
and that even if yon were, it would not justify you in making 
a raid on their premises and eating, uncooked, seven-and-thirty 
fowls, a couple of mastiffs, a cage of canaries, a grey parrot, 
and toee cats. Fortunately vou appear to have secured the 
two bisons safely in the bath-room. On the whole, though 
you appear to have made rather a had beginning, you must bear 
m mind that things might have been considerably worse, and 
youiniMt not suffer yourself to be disheartened. With regard to 
organising your Show, certainly communicate, as you suggest, with 
the authorities at ‘ ‘ Olympia’ ’ without delay. Meantime you mignt ^ 
some sort of preliminary opening at a Third-class East-end Music- 
hall. If you could get your twdve Cannibals to go through a short 
war-dauee with carving-knives, and eat a sheep alive in three 
minutes, in the presence of the audience, as you propose, you could, 
no doubt, make favourable terms^ and tide 'over the interval before 
the arrival of your next consignment, consisting of the fifty 
monkeys, nine Eysenas, and three full-grown lions you mention, 
together with the other one hundred and sixteen members of the 
Mblowawampwa tribe, who are under agreement to join you at 
Battersea next mouth, and whose arrival will enable you to set about 
your programme in real earnest. We shall watch the progress of 
your enterprise with much interest. 


A BORE ! 


And at ni^ht throng Fashion’s forces where the merry little horses 
Run their aggravating courses throughout aH the Season’s height ; 
Is the sea a play-provoker ? — ^for the hard is not a joker 
THieu he vows the game of poker goeth on from mom till night. 


There St. Malo vails are frowning, — ^’twas immortalised ^BEOvn^rciTG. 

When he wrote the ballad crowning with the laurel Heeve Riel ; 
With ozone each nerve that braces, pleasant strolls, and pretty 
faces, 

Sure, of an fair sea-side places, Breton Dinard hears the heE ! 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Diseosiitg oe a Puelic Statue.— Your enthusiastic friends in the 
North, who have testified their admiration of your public career 
by presenting you with a colossal effigy- of yourself in bronze, fifteen 
feet high, for which, owing to local jealousy, you oan^ find no site in 
your native town, appear to have occasioned you considerable incou- 
venience by their injudicious gift. It is very troublesome that you 
should have had to bring it up to Loudon, but we are not surprised 
that the Dean refuses to admit it into the Abbey, although you 
have coupled your offer with an uudertakiuff to make a reputation 
in some measure worthy of it before you die. Yes, certainly, try 
the people at South Kensington, Call at about three o'clock at the 
Museum, and leave the statue, as “ a loan” with your card. Even 
if they can find a place for it only among the ‘^Flesh-Producing 
Foods,” it will at least have solved your difficulty for a time. 
Should this fail, why not attempt to place it somewhere on the 
Thames Embankment? There are several spots secluded by the 
local shrubbery where a monument of the kind could be set up ahnost 
unnoticed. Drive it down quietly on a brewer’s dray in the twilight 
and see if you cannot mana§:e this. But, perhaps, on the whole 
you would do better to leave it, in its present quarters, in &e front 
area of your friend's house in the Cromwell Road, and let it embel- 
lish the neighbourhood, at least for as long a period as he is willing 
to let it stay there. The area-railings, apparently, only come up to 
the waist, and the head reaches the top of the dining-room window. 
Remember the extreme difficnlty of finding a site for the statue of 
an unknown man. We should advise you to make the best of this, 
Sound your friend as to a permanency. Think it over. 

A New ENTERTAnrMENT.— Your idea of copying Buffalo Bill’s 
“Wild West” show, and giving an entertainment to he called the 
“ Savage South,” appears to promise excellently, and you are most 
fortunate in akeady having succeeded in securing from Central 
Africa two bisons, a male bipp(^tamus, five boa constrictors, and 
twelve genuine cannibals of the Mblowawampwa tribe, though we can 
understand that the sudden arrival of these at your semi-detached 
vilk residence at Battersea must, as you state, have, for the moment, 
seriously hampered your domestic arrangements. It is to be 
d^lored, of course, that the five hoa constrictors immediately got 
loose, and that the hippopotamus managed to escape, and after 
upsetting two tiamway oars and a butcher’s cart, was only run to 


{A Song oj SelJ^Oomciov^iess, By Teredo.) 

I 'm a Bore, I ’m a Bore ; very sorry to be, 

Treating others the same as I 'd have them treat me. 

My intentions are good, very likely, hut then 
I give grievous offence to a great many men, 

And offend every woman almost even more. 

Can't help that — wish I could ; I 'm a Bore, I ’m a Bore I 



Not to weary companions, who don’t want to hear 
My discourse, I am dumb ; of the many keep clear. 

As they please, they may mark, or not mind, what I say. 
If they won’t, well, 1 simply get out of their way. 

Then th^ think I neglect them, whereat they feel core, 
Though I spare them ; yet still I 'm a Bore, 1 ’m a Bore I* 

Are my sympathies narrow ? That can’t he denied ; 
Never mind ; I ’ve antipathies equally wide. 

They that style me unsocial may say what they please, 

I get on with associates who set me at ease ; 

Not like those every word I can say that ignore 
When I open my mouth. I 'm a Bore I I ’m a Bore ! 

Let them snub me who list I had rather they ’d not. 

As for that, one can only be snubbed on the spot. 

They can snub no acquaintance behind the man’s back, 
"Where of harmless derision resentment I lack. 

Like the Stoic, the Sage, and the Sophist of yore, 

SoLO]sr, too, might have sung, I ’m a Bore ! I ’m a Bore I 


Not so Mad as we Seem.— One of the cleverest men and greatest 
philanthropists of the day, Sir James CBiCKTOir-BEOWio:, in his 
Address to the British Medical Association, has declared that novel- 
reading, so far from being pernicious to the health, is perfectly 
wholesome. After this, it may be safi^y said that a ‘^Shilling 
Shocker” cannot "he accurately described as “-dmbking.” ' 'Kie 
eccentricity of genius, Sir James farther pointed out, is very 
different from the stupidity of the insane. This will be a satis- 
factory reflection to the majority who live outside the houses reserved 
for a specially select (and selected) minority 1 


VOL, xevn. 



86 


PUNCH, OP THE LOxN’DON CHAPIVAEI. 


[Augitst 21 , 1889 , 


THE NEW CHAMPION OF CERES. 

{A Present-day Pastoral,) 



"It is understood that Mr. Chaplin has been 
offered, and has accepted office as President of 
the new Board of Agriculture.”— News. 
Ceres . , , British. Agriculture, 
Mendlcas , , Mr. Ch-pl-n. 

Ceres, “Your merit and your years 
command the choice,” 

As TiaaiL puts it. 


Menahas,^ Cebes, I rejoice 

In opportunity too long deferred. 

“ Protection’s ” period I had much preferred 
For my sublime appearance on the course, 
But that no longer is a winning horse. 
Whate’er our swiftness, weight, dear Cebes, 
stops us. 

But I will do my best for you— ask Mopstts. 


Ceres, “How is my soul with such a 
promise raised I ” 

Mendlcas, Thanks, Ceses! I’m accus- 
tomed to be praised, 

And when I write mt Georgies-^ I will— 
Yihoil himself shall own my greater skill. 
That pastoral poet, in his petty age, 

Knew nought of phosphates, or of ensilage. '' 






UNANSWERABLE QUESTIONS. 


Laura {uTio wishes to thoroughly master the mysteries of Crichet). “ But then, Emily, what happens if the Bowler gets oxtt before 

THE Batter ? ” \3mly gives it up ! 


It would have opened his 'calm eyes, yon 
know, 

Could he have seen our recent Windsor 
Show, 

“ Quorum pars magnafuif 

[“ Swells wisiblyJ^ 

Ceres, Ah ! no doubt 

You ’re the one man they cannot do without, 
My modern votaries. And indeed, indeed, 

I want a potent friend— great is my need. 
Look at me. Do I seem the sort of thing 
I did to shepherds in the classic Spring, 
When thousands knelt at my uplifted shrine. 
With offerings of honey, milk, and wine ? 
Menalcas. Humph ! Hardly, if I rightly 
recollect. 

But after Cobden what could you expect ? 
Ceres. Behold my rain-drenched robes, my 
^ scanty sheaves ! 

The little chance the yawping Yankee leaves 
The grasping landlord mars. A pretty go I 
Stranded betwixt high rents and prices low. 
Menalcas [melted). Poor Lady! Ah I Creat 
G-oddess of the Sickle, 

Our New Democracy is blind and fickle. 

Even we Tories,— well, you scarce can trust 
us. 


I only wish we had a new ATTGirsTtrs, 

Whom, “Propitious C.2EaAR!” I might 


But Saiisbtot, though his tongue is like a 
fiail, 

Is not much of a husbandman. He ’s poor. 
Whose only skill is in the threshing-fioor. 

I don’t want to create a Party Schism, 

But on Protection and Bi-Metallism — 

Ceres [curiously). What ’s that ? 

Menalcas [dubiously). Well, — ^never mind. 
Goddess or human. 


I must confess I never knew a woman 
Who understood the Currency, However, 
That ’s not the ^[uestion now. 

Ceres [admiringly). You are so clever, 

And so commanding in your general bearing, 
That I presume you’re not “out for an 
airing,” 

But “ on the job ” this time on my behalf. 
Menalcas, Q,uite so I [Aside,) I hope she 
don’t mean this as chaff I 
I hate a chafing woman. 

Ceres. ^ Trade, the Yulture, 

Gnaws at the vitals of poor Agriculture. 

What aid, my Titan, will your hands afford ? 
Menalcas, Well, don’t you see, there ’s 
something in a Board I 
Ceres [innocently). Is there ? I hope ’twfil 
be a Board oi — works ! ^ \ 

Menalcas. No— don’t say that; it smacks 
of jobs and “ perks.’’ 

Ceres, I mean, not one of words alone. 
Menalcas. Ah, yes ! 

No doubt, affairs have got into a mess 
With you, my Ceres But pray be content, 
And keep your eyes upon your— President, 
And he will pull you through ! 

Ceres. How nice that sounds I 

Menalcas, Be hopeful, within reasonable 
bounds, 

I ’ll do my best. 

Ceres, “ Nor Ceres from on high 


GOYEKNMENT BY PLEBISCITE. 


In morals, politics, theology, and even 
science, the pmisdte is petting recognised 
as the only sure and certain method of arriv- 
ing at the truth. Take a show of hands on 
any issue — and there yon have it. Who shall 
decide between Protection and Free Trade, 
Bi-metallism and Mono-metallism ? Of conrse 
the People, m plebiscite appealed to. 

What is the real value of M Pastetjh’s 
system of inoculation against hydrophobia? 
Put it to the vote. Is Darwinism a mere 
speculation, or are development, evolution, 
natural selection, and the survival of the 
fittest, the outcome of sound induction, and 


eternal verities ? Take a plihiscite upon it. 
Is the world not yet six thousand years old, 
or has it existed for innnmerahle ages ? 


Ee^rd your labours with a grudging eye.” 
So Yirgil said about the labouring peasant. 
May your toil he as hopeful, and more 
pleasant ! 


or has it existed for innnmerahle ages ? 
Wait and see what the plihuscite will say. 
Shall the moderate use of generous liquors 
he permitted to those who like them, or every- 
body be compelled to abstain fr^om them by 
Local Option, or by the total suppression of 
the liquor trafB.c ? Inquire of the plihiscite. 
Is it right and fit to investigate physiology 
by vivisection, or is it cruel and mhnman, 
and have any discoveries ^ of any conse- 
quence been made by experiments on living 
animals— yes or no ? What is the function 
of the spleen ? How much truth, if any, is 
there in Phrenology, or is it all humbug? 
Are Mesmerism and Hypnotism realities 
or hosh ? Whether or not are certain 
contagious, infectious, and zymotic diseases 
produced by microbes, micrococci, and bae- 


So>rE OP Britannia’s Hardships.— H er 
Ironclads. 


teria? The plebiscite will tell you — the 
effectual, inf^lible, expeditious, and irre- 
sistible plebiscite ,' 
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THERE MANY A SLIPr^— 

{See VA'udace ! 1 ” — Punch, Volume XGIV., 

198, 199, April 28, 1888.) 

What ho ! my “ climbing C-aESAH,” — climbing 
whither ?— 

This is exceeding awkward, is it not ? 

Cliff-scalers count on many a slide and slither, 
Rasped knuckles, shins abraded, fingers hot ; 

But this looks like a most conclusive ‘^cropper ; ” 
And though, perchance, “things are not what 
they seem,” 

It is a staggerer which might put a stopper 

Dpon the most audacious elamberer’s dream. 
VAudace ! But lately have you not looked quaky, 

A little less tenacious in your grip, 

With trembling toes, and knees a trine shaky ? 

The other day you had a serious slip ; 

And this— this is catastrophe, they tell us, 

Your enemies, who in your fall exult. 

No more the “ Sword of France,” her great Mae- 
cjellus, 

That stone, like rook from Titan catapult, 
Tumbles you downward from the midway station 
You had attained with so much cunning toil. 
And—is that really croaky caohinnation 

Comes from the crowned fowl you deemed your 
spoil? 

Yes, “there is many a slip” for climbing C-aESAE, 
And slips, bis friends may say, bring little 
Bcame ; 

But still, a headlong tumble is a teaser 

Even for friends of more than Punic faith. 

And his friends— well, they make a motley 
muster. 

Toppers ^d tag-rag ; as they watch and wait, 
With clashing interests but common fluster, 

The progress of this challenger of fate, 

One thinks of a mixed pack, wolves, jackals, 
beagles. 

Following a new Actseon— to what end ? 

That is not the most glorious of Eagles 

To whose high eyrie he would fain ascend. 

A shabbyish bird, for all its SpMnx-like bearing, 
Cheap-looking, though it wears a pinchbeck 
crown, 

Poor quarry of such craft and so much daring ! 

How feels it, as the fowler tumbles down, 

That old, old bird of prey, whose battered pinions 
Look sleek whilst folded close, hut, boldly 
spread, 

Misrht disappoint sham-CiESAE and Ms minions ? 
Yes, the cliff-scaler ’s down, but is he dead ? 

“Dead as the dust of Phabaoh!” shriek Ms 
foemen. 

“ No, deathless as the Phoenix!” shout his 
friends. 

“ So Nap. appeared to stumble aJsaft omen!-^ 

“ So wobbles a balloon, yet stilL ascends.” 

* ‘ Bah ! Rabagas goes up like a fired rocket. 

And then descends as quickly, like its stick.” — 
“Arogue who ’ddiphis hand in France’s pocket! 

“ A charlatan whose policy ’s all trick.” 

“ A scheming tyrant, a dull tool of faction,” 

“ Soldier dishonoured,” “ gentleman forsworn ! ” 
So rings the Charivari ! France’s action 

Meanwhile is not as clear as Attic mom. 

Would she enthrone the “mountebank”— or stone 
him ? 

That ‘ ‘ chunk of old red sandstone” near his head 
Looks formidable ; has it overthrown him ? 

Is Humpty-Dumpty down as good as dead ? 
Stone-throwing is so easy from a distance. 

Meanwhile tfiis is a cropper, that ’s quite clear. 
Can he get up again without assistance ? 

That question rouses rival hope and fear. 

He’s not a noble cragsman, this big blunderer. 

And even sucb an Eagle for its lord, 

Requires, Funch fancies, an authentic Thunderer, 
And not a Jove pour rire, whose bolts are stored 
In a mere Eirewom factory * fizz and splutter 
Won’t scare the Titans and maintain the Throne. 
The Climber’s down,— and his faR is utter, 

Mankmd has little cause to make a moan. 

EXAMINATION PAPER EOR THE DULL SEASON. 

1. Haye you ever heard of the People’s Palace ? If you have^ give your reasons for 
supposing that you might do worse than spend half an hour in it, now that the Royal 
Academy is closed, and all your clubs are in the hands of the lenovaters. 

2. Q-ive a short account of the efforts recently made to establish Opera at Her 
Majesty’s Theatre, paying special attention to the reasons given for the oooasionallj 
abrupt and seemingly erratic alteration in the programme. Do you think that music 
win have a better chance in this house now that the columns of the exterior have 
been painted chocolate and gold, and the auditorium has heen converted into a sort 
of theatrical edition of “Ye Olde EngHshe Countrie Fayre,” with gauze blinds in the 
shape of windows to the private boxes ? 

3. What do you know of the Yiotoria Steamboat Association ? Q-ive either {a) 
some account of the hand on board the Cardinal Wohey during a voyage from 
Pimlico Pier to Hampton Court on a wet Bank Holiday, or [h) a short essay upon the 
resources of the refreshment department of that excellent vessel Citizen A, 

4. Qive your reasons for supposing that most of the evening papers commence daily 
with a second edition” because there can be found no one in town to read the first. 

5. Who is Colonel Nobth, and why is he Yice-President of the Spanish Exiibition? 
Describe as fully as you can the various importations from the Peninsula to be seen at 
West Kensington. 

6. Qive shortly the derivation of the following phrases, with examples taken from 
the amusements of the period to illustrate their meaning:— ** Dull as ditch-water,” 

A ghastly entertainment,” “ Quite too awful,” and “A first-class A 1 send-you-off- 
to-Hanwell-raving-mad staggerer.” 

T. How many excuses are there for getting away from London? Select one, and 
trace it to its natural termination. 

“AirBE iEDE Opeea. is Otee.”— The Director of Her Majesty’s Opera House has 
done well in associating with the production of the Qrand Pantomime (due at 
Christoas) the name of Mr. E. Solomon, the Composer of the music to I^ickwick, 
Taming a Tiger, This Solo in the orchestra (or rather Solomon) is certain to be a 
popular feature m the face of the ditBlculties of the situation. It will be no easy matter 
to sncdessfuHy rival the long-established glories of the National Theatre, Drury Lane, 
and the Royal Italian Opera, Covent Garden. 

A Weism AssEBTiON.-^^Great indignation has been expressed at the line taken with 
regard to the Queen’s visit to Wales by Mr, Qeb. As a costermonger is wont to say to 
members of apparently the same family, “ (3^ee, wo ! ” 

. A Qood Resolution.— In the House of Commons, that the MuzzHng Order ^bnll be 
the Order of the Day. 




(jS&^'hi^Z tx> ** J f *' ** ^^>r4Z Z^-tlir, X888-> 
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WHAT MR. PUNCHES MOON SAW. 

TWENTIETH EVENING. 

“I HATE just come from an old country town I ” said the Moon. 
“ XJp the hill from the "bridge the long High Street stretches, passing 
under an old gateway, where there is a clock that, when illuminated, 

as it is every evening, has 
often been mistaken for me 
shortsighted persons. 
Further on rises the dark 
red church-tower, with its 
weather - beaten statues, 
which have sat for hun- 
dreds of years in them lofty 
niches, and up beyond the 
church, the gabled upper 
stories of the shops project 
far over the pavement, and 
are supported by clumsy 
stone pillars. Crowning 
all is the old castle-keep, 
standing high above tne 
grey roofs and tall red 
chimney-stacks, from 
which at dusk the smoke 
rises in a pearl- grey mist. I love to look down into the main 
street at nightfall, and see the old richly moulded ceilings in the 
upper rooms, thrown into high rehef by the lamplight. There is 
a certain confectioner’s shop, too, close to the gateway, into which 
I am never tired of looking ; it is a ^ueer old shop, with ancient blue 
and white Dutch tiles set in the brickwork under the smaH-paned 
window, and inside, on rows of shelves, are ranged tin boxes, painted 
scarlet and labelled with the titles of old, old confections, the very 
names of which would make any confectioner stare if they were 
inautred for at the present day. But there are the quaint names 
still, full of old-fashioned associations : * Platoff Biscuits,’ * Coburg 
Cakes,’ * Nelson Ribs,’ * Cardamom Comfits,’ * Pippin Paste,’ though 
I daresay there is nothing at all inside any of the boxes now. 

Outside this shop I saw quite a little drama enacted the other 
night. Three little girls had got a penny to lay out between them, 
and they had decided to spend it at this particular establishment. 
They could not make up their minds what to purchase, and, after a 
great deal of discussion, had left this delicate business to the discre- 
tion of the oldest and wisest of the three, who was commissioned to 
go in and choose. The other two, being too shy to accompany her, 
remained outside and watched her proceedings through the window, 
in a state of the utmost suspense. I could see their little excited 
faces pressed against the panes, and lit up by the smoky lamp that 
burnt dimly on the counter, and I could hear aU that they were saying. 

“ ‘ She ’s asking her if it ’s lemin-cushins she wants,’ said the first, j 
in a whisper, as the old woman who kept the shop fumblingly opened i 
one of the glass jars, ‘ There ain’t no sense in lemin-cushfiis ! ’ 

“ ‘ She won’t have nothing to say to them,’ said the second ; ‘ it ’s 
ginger-lozenges she ’s after ! ’ 

“ * Nasty hot things ! ’ added her friend j ‘ run in and tell her not 
to, Betsy— tell her to buy pep’mints instead— quick now I ’ 

“‘I shan’t,’ was the reply ; ‘ I can’t abear pep’mints.’ 

“ They were just about to fall out over this difference in taste, 
when one of them-iew a long breath, ‘She ain’t goin’ to have 
neither on ’em,’ she announced, ‘ Oh, Betsy, look I SabaHj’s goin’ 
to spend the whole penny in Parliment cake ! She is ! ’ 

‘^And I was relieved to find that the mingled audacity and 
prudence of this decision on the part of their ambassadress seemed to 
give general satisfaction, for the third child was warmly applauded 
as she came out bearing a paper bag, and when I last looked they 
were tripping up the hilly street, munching * Parliament ’ together 
in the most amicable of moods I ” 


A TEMPERATE BUTLER. 

What is a Butler? “One who has the care of liquors.’^ Dic- 
tionary definition. But, as there are liquors and liquors, so likewise ; 
it seems are there butlers and butlers, ordinary butlers and butlers | 
extraordin^. A butler of the latter sort appears to be indicated ‘ 
by the subjoined advertisement in the Times : — 

W ORKING BUTLER WANTED, immediately, for a country house ; part ' 
of the year in town. Two footmen and odd boy kept. Must be an 
abstainer of standing, under 40 years of age, have good personal character, and 
be thoroughly up in his duties. 

A butler who is also an abstainer, one would think, must he one 
of the extraordinary butlers ; an odd butler who would be well 
assorted with an odd boy. The liquors he is required to take care of 
can hardly be intoxicating liquors. What can a teetotaller know of 
port and sherry^ claret, burgundy, or champagne ? His experience 
can have acquamted him only with non-alo(molic drinks. In the 


capacity of a butler is he expected to preside over a cellar of soda- 
water and Apollinaris, and to furnish his employer’s dinner-table with 
toast-and- water ? Tne duties such a butler is qualified to be up to 
must be light, ]^e the beverages committed to his charge. If he 
kept any conscience, he could scarcely answer the purpose of a 
master who, although a member of the United Kingdom AUianoe, 
does not himself scruple to drink and to supply his guests with wine 
and spirits. To be sure, even a tippling master might it advisable 

to take an effectual precaution against possibly engaging a drunken 
butler. StiU, an inquiry for a butler pledged to so toety may he re- 
i garded as a gratifying token of the progress of temperance principles. 


THE TAILOR QUITE AT SEA. 

N9W that everyone is thinking of the Naval Manoeuvres, the 
fashions of our sailors are more than usually interesting. As some 
doubt has been expressed as to the meaning of the ofO-cial desoription 
of the uniform great-ooat, we think it advisable, at this important 
juncture,^ in the interests of our gallant^ tars, to explain it with pen 
and pencil. According to The Regulations the great-coat has to be 
of “blue milled cloth, to come to fourteen inches &om the ground,” 
So far {as our sailor-boys would observe) “aU is fair sailing.” 
However, when we learned that it had to he double-breasted, and 
had to nave six uniform “buttons” on each side, with “flaps” 
across the skirt in front of the hip, we felt that we needed the 
assistance of our Artist to make the matter clear to the uninitiated, 
the more especially as there had to he a “ stand-and-faH” collar. 
However, our accomplished colleague was quite equal to the 
occasion, and immediately dashed off the following;— 



Front View of Naval Great-coat, showing Uniform “Buttons,” Flaps, and 
‘‘ Stand-aiid-Fall ” Collar, 

Still, this spirited sketch scarcely explained the many strange 
details of this mysterious garmeut. The Regulations insisted that 
a “ plait should be worn with an opening down the hack eighteen 
inches long.” This was to be supplemented “by a fiy, and four 
small plain ‘ buttons.’ ” Moreover, with the assistance of “ two corre- 
sponding uniform ‘ buttons,’ ” the waist was to be confined with a 
strap. Again having recourse to oim talented friend, he made 
anomer rapid drawing, which we subjoin 



Back View of Naval Great-coat, showing “ Plait,” with “ opening down the 
back eighteen inches long,” “ Fly and four small plain * Buttons,’ ” and 
« corresponding uniform ‘ Buttons,’ ” con fi n i ng waist. 

After this short article, with its free-hand sketches, we trust that 
none of oni: readers will nnd any farther difficulty in understanding 
the meaning of the words “ uniform * buttons ; ’ ” if they have, they 
can easily refresh their memory "by referring to our pages. 
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PUZZLED ! 

FoUceman X Junior loquitur — 

Stands Scotland where she did ? Leastways, 
hy that I means, stands Scotland Yard ? 
Well, howsomever it may he, hns Bobbies’ 
fix is getting hard ; [do his duty manlnl, 
A young 5. C., say such as me, who wants to 
Don’t find his road pertickler clear. Things 
isn’t right— not by a can-full. 

Where are we now? That’s what I ask; 

and if I get a answer, ’ang me ! 

I find a few as plum me up, and many more 
as slate andf slang me ; 

But when I call for a straight tip concerning 
of my proper duty, 

I find there’s scarce two thinks alike, which 
I consider fudge most footy. 

Look at this mad-dog bizness now, this 
blessed muddle of the muzzle ; 

There may be sense in it somewhere — ^where 
it comes in, though, is the puzzle. 
Cur-hunting, at the best of times, is not nice 
sport, let alone rabies ; 

But- well, I think our bosses must be lit 
theirselves ; they aot like babies. 

If we must lasso the stray tykes, and take 
our chance of hydrophoby, 

We may not cotton to the work, but if it so 
be, /ci it so be. 

But as it stands we ’re" in a fog, the County 
Councillors snub and slate us. 

And as for them as own the dogs, females 
pertikler, they just hate us. 

A. P.C. ’s a Pill-garlic now, a general martyr, 
— that ’s a moral. 

And why ? Becos the various parties what 
should rule do naught but quarrel, 
Monuo’s and Koseberx’s little lots are at it 
cats-and-dogs already. 

Aud whole it ’s so, can you expect us Peelers 
to be straight and steady P 

J don’t care much who bosses us, so as the 
bossing is done clever. 

And ain’t all shift and shindying. This style 
though can’t go on for ever. 

There’ll be a bunnick up one day, a general 
row, all sects, and sexes ; 

That ’s the opinion of some tofis, anyhow it ’s 
Policeman X’s. 

Mister Monro’s a decent sort, and Mister 
Rosebery ’s another ;■ 

But party sperrit mucks up all, and makes 
a brother hate his brother. 

Can’t someone settle the whole thing upon a 
basis sound and stable : 

And not keep up this bad old game of Pot 
and Kettle, Cain and Abel ? 

If I lets a Street-spouter'3 rave, Property 
drops on me a smasher, 

Whilst if I land him on the nob, Poverty 
calls me “brutal basher.” 

If a Beak backs me from the Bench, scribes 
bully me in every journal ; 

And, if the papers praise me, I may get the 
sack. The game’s infernal 

1 do not want to brain stray curs, or baton 
Socialists or Paddies ; 

That’s a wild fancy of the raving Reds, 
fierce Rads, and frothing faddies. 
Salvationists may spout imeir fill for me 
with banner, drum, and trumpet, 

But I object to being blamed all round, or 
bashed into a crumpet. 

G-ents, settle it between you, please! I 
simply asks yon, on the Q,.T. 

Wkat in these most pecooliar times is Police- 
man X Junior’s duty ? 

At present it’s a Will-o’ -the- Wisp, and. I 
am weary of pursuing it. 

Jest tell me what my bizness «, my lords, 
and— JocA; me up in doing it ! 



The Boo, Mr, QuiverfuZl, “Ah I it’s all very well, Mr. Wurzbll, to say you’ll 
PAY YOUR Tithes shortly — ^ail very well 1 But you 've said that ever since last 
Christmas, and I really cannot wait until that Sacred Festival comes round 

AGAIN i I ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday Night, August 12. — Pity the Markess couldn’t have been 
accommodated with seat in Gallery whilst Debate going forward to-night on Tithes Bill, 
“Can’t be done,” Old Morality protested, when, one evening little more than fortnight 
ago, Mareiss said, “ We shaR want the Tithes BiU pushed through; ” “ Nonuof our men Eke 
it; the other side, of course, won’t have it; we snaU. he kept sitting into September; and 
then I doubt whether we can carry the BOl.” 

“ Oh, yes, you will,” said the Mareiss, drawing down his beetlehlaok brows in maimer 
that makes Old Morality’s heart sink within him. “ You must go on. . Say the thing 
must he done ; and we’ll take a little holiday.” 

So it came about. Lords adjourned from to-night till Thursday, and Old Morality 
left to struggle against friends and foes on behalf of Tithes BiU. Grand Young Gardner 
moved first of series of Instruotions to Committee. Haroourt, fresh from seLf-comxnunmg 
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in Kew Torest, returns after ten days’ absence ; finds all tlie 
other Leaders gone a's^ay ; only himself left in undisputed posses- 
sion ; spreads himself out on Trout Bench, prepared to make things 
hot for G-ovemment. Welsh Members gather under banner of 
OsBOBNE Ap Moegait, and harass Goyemment on fiank. Irish 
Members turn up in full force • a rarely united Opposition ; strangely 
hesitating Ministerial force. Mot a man to say a good word for the 
Bin. HlnTENGTOir sleeps through speech-malnng ; goes into Lobby 
with Government in Divisions, and thinks notiung more can be 
^meoted from him. His own men Yote in other Lobby; even! 
WiGGiN— “ The Weckless Wiggin,” as Cheisxophee Sykes calls 
him— revolts. 

“I have travelled a hundred miles,” he said, “to come here 
to-day and vote against this Bfil.” 

A hundred miles ! Stupendous ! Wish the Makkiss could have 
heard this. But the Makkiss gone cheerfully off to dinner, and left 
Old Moeaiity to struggle against odds. One time seemed as i£ 
Ministry would be defeated on Geay’s Amendment.^ Whips from 
either lobby come in almost at same moment, indicating equality of 
numbers. When figures announced it appeared defeat averted by 
majority of four. 

“And when we started in business,” said Old Moealtty, “our 
majori^ was 114,” 

Bminess done, — The Tithes Bill’s— very nearly. 

Tuesday,— 'This was Haedel Cossham’s opportunity. Been in 

House a year or two now ; never 

found appropriate opening for 
his superior talents. As he says, 
with his pleasant humour, “ Pm 
really only man in House with 
a Handel to my name, and I 
ought to live up to my natural 
advantages.” 

Ministry in increasing diffi- 
culties with Tithes Bill ; majority 

f radually disappearing; got 
own as low as four. This was 
on Instruction moved yesterday 
by Geay. That ’s all very well 
for him; but supposing a man 
of commanding eloquence, of 
profound knowledge, of graceful 
bearing, deep sympathy with the 
people, shoula^ appear in the 
lists and run arilt at the shaken 
Ministry, where would they be ? 
“I’ll do it,” said Handel 

COSSBAM. 

^ So put on radiant white waist- 

coat, pair of carefully selected 
Sir Handel Cossham. siiteen-sliiLiiig sra^OTtrmiBers, 

apd ewly repaired to Hoi^. 



wrote a few frank lines to Hon. Mem., which, with other things, 
convinced him he had made mistake. Came to conclusion had 
better put things as steaight as they would go. This afternoon, 
when Bill came on for . 
consideration of Lords’ ^ 

Amendments, Wintee- 
BOTHAM withdrew his * 
charges. House (which had il * 
not been assailed) cheerfully 
accepted apology, an(y!iOrds’ 

about-face on Tithes Bill ^ 

w^ed down^to House^this 

gentleman^ had better give 

“ Ah, yes, ? know ; that ’s 
what Aethtje Baleoue 
says; and perhaps you are 

right. I ’m a little bothered ml 

just^ now ; things not gomg 


badly; passed good many 
more Bills than the public 


Winterbotham ’s repentance. 




Sir Handel Cossham. 


and. early repairea to House, 
{STcetehed on the spot, aft&t' the Speaker Q^rgat thing when you ’re going 

ho^ruleicra h,s Ammdment.) ^ important speecll, pro- 

hahly leading to overthrow and resignation of Ministry, to get a 
comer seat. Cossham secured this; borrowed copy of Orders ; found 
his Instruction set forth in beautiful print • the very first on list ; no 
mistake about that. As soon as Tithes Bill reached Seeakeb must 
call upon bi-m ; then he would rise majestically, throw hack the 
lappel of his coat so that the waistcoat could he seeu of all men, 
and stretch out his right leg, with eight shillings’ worth of trowser 
on it. 

Meanwhile, sat in comer seat ; listened impatiently to long string 
of questions ; then Tim Heaxy got up with nonsensical Bill about 
Courts of Appeal in Ireland; but longest lane has a turning. 
Speakee called on Orders of the Day ; Clerk read out, “ Tithe Kent 
Charge Bill, Committee.” How was Cossham’s time. Rose, holding 
in rig-ht hand bundle of notes which, presently enlarged on, should 
convmce the House, convulse the count]^, and coerce the Ministry. 
At same moment Speakee moved in Chair. 

“ Going to call on me,” said Cossham to sympathetic neighbour ; 
“ name fist on list, you know * save him trouble.” 

Got up at once ; rose to fuU height,— just in time to heai Speakee 
rule Instraction out of Order; could not be moved. Speakee 
tamed and left Cha^ and before Cossham quite realised situation, 
Cotjetnbx in Chair, House in Committee, and somebody else moving 
Amendmenl 

Business don ^, — Tithes Bill in Committee. 

Wednesday, — This the day set apart for 'Wintebbotham’s 
Repentance. Last time Bill on to prevent children under ten 
earning an honest penny on the Stage, Wintebbotham run a-muck 
. at an honourahle profession. In name of Morality (not out dear 
Leader), cast aspersion upon an indefinite number of Ladies with 
whose names or individxud existence he was not acquainted. The 
Ladies, or some n£ them, subsequently remedied this omission; 


more BiUs^ than the public bear in mind ; should have insured 
a very fair record; then comes along the Maekiss with his 
Tithes Bill, which he msists upon passing, WeU, we try to pass it 
in one way. Fix the liability for tithes npon occupier of land ; that 
doesn’t please Opposition; say landowner should he liable. Yery 
good ; I ’m a man of peace ; anything for a quiet life ; let it he the 
landowner. So yesterday put up Attoeney-Geneeal to give notice 
of Amendments which shall fix Hahility on landowner. Specially 
chose Attoeney-Ge^eal for work,^ because on Monday he was the 
man who most prominently and persistently argued iu favour of the 
occupier. Only fair to give him a chance on Wednesday to appear 
on other side. What follows ? Here ’s Haecouet bouncing about 
^ over premises, declaring that, on the whole. Bill is a little more 
impossible than it was before. It ’s a hard life, and sometimes I 
wish it were otherwise. Whether the composition of the dewdrop 
has anything to do with it, who shall say ? A dewdrop is round 
because every part of it is equally balanced, and therefore there is 
no cause why oue part of the drop should he further from the centre 
than another. The great globe we inhabit is, if I may say so, an 
enlarged dewdrop. The same causes operate upon its rotundity, 
and— and—there you are. Do you follow me ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, dropping a few paces to the rear. I always like, 
as far as is possible, to combine strict veracity with beaming urbanity. 
Old Moeality always most delightful when deep thoughts stir Mnn^ 
and he grows mystical. But in this mood one has to take time to 
thinlr bi-m out. 

Business done, — ^Tithes Bill postponed. 

Friday, — Crowded House. Ho one lookiag at it would tbink 
grouse has been daily ou dinner-table since Tuesday. Questions 
over, Haecouet rose, and put supplementary one to Speakee. Was 
it in order to proceed further in Committee with Tithes Bill upon 
Amendments that made it quite a new Bill ? Should it not rather he 
brought in as new Bill P 

“ Why, cert’nly,” said the Speakee. 

l^en Old Moeality came tearful. In circumstances no alter- 
native but to withdraw the Bill. But no one could fathom the 
poignant regret with which he yielded to circumstances. Haecouet 
rose from other side of table. Yea, he uq.derBtood Old Moeaxity, 
for he, too, was heart-broken at fate of BiU, Was it too late, did- 
Old Moeality think, to resuscitate it? Yes— Old Moeality, in 
broken voice, thought it was. Then Haecouet, breaking down, wept 
over the BUI, and Old Moeality mingled his tears with those the 
fall of which sobered the whilom jubilant countenance of Haecouet. 

“ A most affecting scene,” said J. G. T alb ot, suspiciously 
sniffing ; “ Reminds me of the words of the Poet : — 

“ For when we came where lies the Bill 
TTe lost in other years, 

There above the little grave, 

Oh, there above the little grave, 

"We kissed again with tears.” 

Business done, — ^The Tithes Bill’s — quite. 

Scarcely worth its “Salt.” — The Standing Committee on 
Trade, 


KOTICE.— Bejeoted CoiBQLUiiicatioxLS or Contributions, whether US., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoripticn, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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for themselTes. You would be amused if you could look 
in sometimes through, the laticed window, as I do, and 
see some little London urchin, ensconced in the only 
armchair, enlightening the family on the ways of the 
Town, while the flaxen-headed children stand by, open- 
mouthed or eyed, and the cottager’s wife exclaims, ‘ Lar, 
now ! ’ ‘ Maroy me I ’ ‘ Well, to think o’ that / ’ and the 
cottager says nothing, but smokes Ms pipe on the settle, 
marvelling at the wisdom and knowledge of Ms youthful 
guest, and receiving enough new ideas to last him for a 
twelvemonth to come. 

“ Unfortunately they are not all like that. Not very 
long ago I saw a painful little scene at the garden-gate 
of one of the cottages. The Yiear’s Wife was seated in 
her pony-carriage, while a stout, pleasant-faced woman 
was denouncing the conduct of the small boy who had 
been billeted upon her. They could do nothing with 
him. The first mght he came, he had. refused to sleep in 
the room upstairs, because such a smell came "through 


the window— and it was only honeysuckle, too I Then 
he had stoned the hens, and beaten the pig, and pinched 
her little ^1 till she cried, and behaved generMly like 
the turhment little ruffian he was. There he stood, 
listening sullenly to the charges against him, with an 
impenitent scowl on his hardened, low-browed coun- 
tenance— he was certainly not an engaging-lookiug boy. 
So the Tiear s Wife told Mm that he did not deserve to 
stay where he was, and that he should be sent back to 
London the very next day. He made no answer, but I 
knew wbat he was thinking. He was thinking that he 
had thrown stones and ill-treated the animals because 
he felt bad and didn’t know of anything else to do ; that 
I he had hurt the little country girl because she had made 
i him feel how had he was. That the little girl hated 


him, but he didn’t care. That when he got home next 
day, Ms father would beat Mm, and he ffidn’t care for 


that either. That everybody was a beast, and he wished 
he was dead. The cottager’s Kttle daughter was standing 
shyly by, her round freckled face very flushed under 
her^ sunbonnet; her mother had made her show the 
bruises on her arm where the naughty boy had pinched 


OUR CURATES. 


her, and she felt sorry and ashamed, particularly when 
the Yioar’s Wife said that he would have to be sent 


“My Yicak's away ! I preach Three Times on Sunday, and Boss the 

ENTIRE ShowI” 


WHAT ME. PUNCHS MOON SAW. 


TWENTY-PIKST EVENING. 


“I ENOW a country village,” said the Moon; “it lies in a pleasant hollow, 
clustering rouud the tall grey church tower. For several years now have I 
looked down on the humble thatched roofs, and peeped through many an open 
door, into the neat little room, with the Dutch clock ticking busily on the wall, 



and the best china and painted tea-trays 
set out ou the dresser. I know all the 
inhabitants, too, and often watch them 
digging in their gardens, or sitting in 
their Dorches of au evening after their 
hard day’s labour iu the fields. They 
are kind, simple folk ; and though they 
are poor enough, some of them, there is 
nothing ugly or sordid in their poverty, 
and I do not tMnk they are unhappy or 
discontented, like too many of their brethren 
in the great cities and towns. The chil- 
dren, too, have sturdy legs and rosy faces, 
and shout merrily when they are let out of 
school. Just now, however, I notice faces 
amongst them that are pale and legs that 


are very far from sturdy, but these belong 
to children who have lived all their Httle 
lives in the smoky slums of tMs great 
Londou of yours. Some pMlauthropic 
people have had the idea of sending them 
away, for a fortnight or so every summer, into the fresh sweet air and the novel 
sights and sounds of the country. The cottagers are always glad to have tiiem, 
and the half-crown a week which is paid for each child’s board and lodging 
represents an amount of kindness wMoh no money could ever purchase. The 
hearts of these good country people are touched by the wasted limbs and white 
faces of their little London guests, and they are never easy till they see them 
looking healthy and ruddy, like their own children, as is generally the case 
before they go back. But these small hoarders often earn a welcome on their 
own account, fox they are sharper than the little xustios, and have more to say 


the Yioar’s Wife said that he would have to be sent 
away. The lady was just taking up her reins, having 
settled the train by which he was to go, and her mother 
was just getting ready to curtsey, when the Httle girl 
could stand it no longer. She rushed down to the carriage. 

“ ‘ If you please, Ma’am,’ she began, ‘ ob, if you 

please’ then she hurst out crying. ‘What is it, 

little ml?’ asked the lady; ‘has tMs wicked boy done 
any other mischief ? Don’t be afraid— tell me all about 
it.’ ‘No, no, it beant that, Ma’am, please — ^he didn’t 
’urt me— leastways, he didn’t goa fur to ’urt me, an’ 
he didn’t knaw as it was crule fur to ’it the peg . . . he ’s 
main sorry now, and he woant niver thraw stoans at the 
’ens noa moar, he woan’t. Doau’t ’ee send ’im away 
just tMs time, Ma’am! Mother’ll let ’im stay, an’ he ’H 
be good and beyave proper if he ’s let to stay, woan’t ’ee, 
Jimmy, now ? tell the lady ! ’ And here she threw her 
small bruised arms round the boy’s neck, and cried on 
Ms sulky shoulder. I saw Ms narrow eyes blink and 
Ms face twitch at tMs unexpected intercession, and then 
ho drew Ms ragged sleeve across Ms face and tiimed 
away. ‘ Tain’t o’ no use ! ’ he growled. ‘I’m a had 
’un, I am, A right down bad ’un ... I’d better go back 
’ome, J’ad I ’ ‘ No, no,’ sobbed the child ; ‘ stay, Jimmy, 
stay and be good. I ’ll show yon how ! ’ 

So the end of it was, he was given one more chance, 
and, as the pony-oarriage drove away, I saw Mm kiss 
the Httle girl roughly and rather sheemshly under her 
sunbonnet, and break away into the hack yard. I don’t 
think he Tdll do her or the animals any harm a^in, 
somehow, however long he is allowed to stay,” said the 
Moon, 


De Omnibus Rebus. —Mr. Funch^ Sir, wy is that 
stupendious eddifis of inginearin enterprise the Eiffel 
Tower, which has just bin struck by a wiolent flash of 
lightnin without being urt— cos wy, its made of iou — 
like yours truly ? Cos being a chap on the footboard at 
the back of a ’bus, I ope I, too, may call myself, 

A GrOOD Conductor. 


Barricades nr London.— For further particulars see 
the Strand and Piccadilly. 
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“CANNIE !” 

Ticket Collector {to 'Farmer^ who is c(mstantly without a Ticket^ and pays at the end oj his 
Jimmey), “ Ah sat, Mk. Tampson, hoo is it that tk ate teat-vel withoot ter Tick’t ? ” 
Farmer, “ Wbel, you see, Wullt, ah took an Aith, that nane o* the Directors 
o’ THIS Line should ever touch a Cubdt o’ ma Siller 1— and as lano as tb ’re Col- 
lector HERE AH DINNA THINK THEY WULL ! 4 ” 


Regretting: dreamily the good old days 
When STipra-mortal guides to modish ways 
Were common as cheap- trippers. 

“ Impracticable ? Nay ! ” a voice replied, 
And Something Shadowy wavered at my side, 
Its lineaments fantastic 
Seemed to suggest Lesage^s imp refined, 
Modified by the modern march of mind, 

To Art’s late impulse plastic. 

‘ ‘ Who may you be, and what is it you want ? ” 
I asked. “ Well, not a fiend noctivagant ! ” 
Replied m;^ vaporous visitor. 

“ No ; demon-guides are wholly out of date ; 
Trust me, as though I were a friend sedate. 
Or family solicitor. 

“ A^philosopbic gentleman like you. 

Who humankind would intimately view. 

As you ere while suggested. 

May find me useful ; but remember, please, 

I ’m no soul-snaring Mephibtopheles^ 

Nor with black arts invested.” 

I gazed awhile into that phantom face. 

And little in its lineaments could trace 
Of darkly melancholic. 

“ Suppose,” said I, “ that on your aid I call. 
Pray teU me, is your meaning literal, 

Or merely parabolic ? ” 

* ‘ Vbyons ” he cried. And lo I my slippered 

toes 

Swiftly forsook the hearthrug, and we rose, 
My guide and I together, 

Sheer through the parting roof. It did not 
hurh 

Nor did we suffer disarray, or dirt 

Prom shock or the vile weather. 

“You wish to see this City-world”; he 
smiled, 

“When, as Club scandal-mongers say, His 
. ‘tfied,’ 

With none to * blow the gaff ’ on us. 
Well, you shall find when voyaging with me 
Stone walls and stucco will transparent be, 
And brick and slate diaphanous. 

* ‘ Behold ! ” I looked, and through the murky 

night 

A crystalline, cold, clear, pervasive light 
Seemed all things to illumine, 

As though some giant glow-worm’s phospho- 
rescence 

Made lucent with its penetrative presence 

All haunts of men and women. 

* * * * 

“Scene First!” my comrade whispered. 
Scattered gold 

Across a gas-illumined table rolled. 

Clutched at by hands fierce-crooking, 
Grianced at by avid eyes. A callow youth 
Whose face might move Sir Mulberry Hawk 
to ruth. 

Well-bred, well-garbed, well-looking. 

Shook back impatient from a forehead pale 
Damp curls dishevelled. Shtlock with his 
scale, 

And hungering steel, looked never 
More eager than the wolfish faces drawn 
About that board ; some broad with sensual 
brawn 

Some Cassius— lean and clever. 


UNTILED; 

Dr, The Modern Asmodeus, 

**Tre8 volontiers,” repartit le d4inon. “Yotjs 
aimez les tableaux changeatis : je veux vous con- 
tenter.” — “ Le Liable JBoiUuxJ^ 

I. 

Night, and that nebulous mood, half thought, 
half dream, * 

Through which the Ivory G-ates are apt to 
gleam 

Moetjike substantial portals ; 


’Midst which the solid bounds of sense dis- 
And visionary^ flights of vacant whim [limn, 
Seem gifts from the immortals. 

* # ♦ * 

“ If in purblind humanity’s behoof 
I, like old Asmode-asy might unroof 
The dwellings of our City ; 

On lurid London I might throw some light. 
And mend, — ^but ’tis impracticable, quite,” 

I muttered,— “ more ’s the pity ! ” 

In audible soliloquy, I spoke. 

As I addressed me to my evening smoke, 

In dressing-gown and sHppers ; 


Others there were set in the vapid smile 
Of vacuous folly vain of fancied guile, . 

The modish ape’s grimacing, [worn 
Made up like histrion’s masks, to pattern, 
Like coats and collars. How those cold hawks 
scorn 

The quarry they are chasing ! 

The pretty plume-soiled pigeons that would 
play 

The subtle serpent in their simple way. 

^ “ London’s obscure recesses,” 

My cicerone murmured, “ hold some shrines 
Of Eleuflinian secresy. Good wines, 

Fair manners, modish dresses. . 
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'■n’t my drains be 
■'nuralescent,” 
+^apped,” 
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„ _ ^ after the hardships of (EXCEPTIONALLY) CIVIL WAR ! 


“AU A.1 a .daitio.- 

There by grey dow-gUding steeam he Pnreued the and gilded puppets ddlying, Oars^ 
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THE "leviathan BAT,” 

JT Many^CeTituTied Ma/irvel of the Modern {Cricket) TVorld^ in his high-sowring. top-^scoring 
Sumner-day Flight. {Dr. JFilliam Gilbert aroce.) 











As Champion him the whole 'VVoeld hails, 
LoEDS 1 How HE SMITES AND THUMPS ! 


^ ^ ^ 

It takes a week to beach the Bails 
When he ’s bbpobe the Stumps. 

‘‘ Chevy Chase ” {revised). 
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A NOVEL MEDICINE. 

( With Mr. Flinches Compliments to an 
Able Defender of Fiction.) 

Though life’s burdens may be 
In Imagination men [chronic, 

Find a wondrous mental tonic 
To recur to, now and then. 

Every weird and wild narration | 
Exercismg potent charm 

Over our imagination. 

Quoth the savant^ does no harm. 

Even able men of science, 

Those who scaled her topmost 
heights, 

So they t^ us, placed reliance 
On imaginative flights. 

Davy, Kewton, teste Tyndall, 
Mighty men, well known to tame. 

Felt imagination kindle 
Ere their great discoveries came. 

Crichton-Bhowne then has no 
Of a very active brain, [terror 

Holds it is a vulgar error 
That such folks become insane. 

Give us then our curdling fiction, 
Though the moralist may frown ; 

Since it gains the benediction 
Of our wisest, Crichton-Browne. 

The Profit of the Last Strike. 

—Docked ! 


WAX-WORKERS AT PLAY; 

Or. a Day m the Country for Madame TmsamVs Collection, 

I At a when cMritahly-disposed people are busying themselves 
j on all ^des in organising ** a day in the country,^’ for the benefit of 
I those helpless classes of the community who would not other- 

wise enjoy the chance of spend- 

hours in the green 

' Jam . , fields, away from the gloom and 

; Ciy 1,1 ' smoke of the Metropolis, it is 

. satisfactory to learn that the Pro- 

prietors of those most deserving 
' ^ of all caterers for public amuse- 

U SmBwI i’ i ■ i, the wax figures of Madame 

•nSSlBli' ‘ V ' Tussaud’s Collection, have not 

SRnHllT'i ‘i . ^ 0 ®^ behindhand in the move- 

< M'p Wifi J afiorded their 

1 '! ’1 OTSfiFM establishment an “ outing,” 

‘iiyilTO f'll which appears to have come off 

H i I ■ouder most en- 

il (I jIa ' 3 oyahle conations, and to have 

heen unanimously pronounced 
I hy^^ concerned a distinot and 

' ■ The news had been whispered 

1- '' " \ ~ among the Effigies during the 

— iv J « course of the afternoon, and no 

Marylehone Road Emporium closed at 
Si ®V 0 UMgs entertainment, than there was a 
P^tfoim and pedestal to the Central 
HaU, and a hurried and excited discussion held for the purpose of 
setthng programme of the projected holiday. 

was conspaed in fixing on a suitable locality, 
J! the Effigies mshmg to turn the occasion into an oppor- 
of -Vigitmg wme famfar spot. GlEOTKEKr CaiTTOBB sugraW 
5^ 'K Blaee m wHoh to spend a happy day ; 

Dut to had to be abandoned, not only on acoonnt of its 

objection felt by all the Plantage- 
V railw. WniiAM the CoNftUBEOB Sen 
Hastings. To this ITab oiBoir 
^ the field of an over-iated battle -vras to be 
propose dragmg the entire Conection 
to Austerlm, a suggestion which brou^t from Bismarck the 
posably WO^ find* •Watedoo Bridge’ mcwe 
Biiwh TOs greeted vith much laughter. CHumEs thb 
J im, then made some eantums inquiries about EosherviUe, hut 


was assured by Shaksreare and Arabi Pasha that it was not at 
J sort of place he would like, to which Queen Elizabeth 
added, that its only merit consisted in being opposite to Tilbury, 
but, that It they wanted to spend their outing on the river, she 
0^0'ii^ly suggestHtheir going up-stream and fixin^r on Hampton 
Cow. This proposition seemed to give general satisfaction, especially 
to Henry THE Eighth, who, said he Siould enjoy looking up “the 
old place again above anything, and seeing that he could now ride 
down in a pleasure- van with all his six wives together, “Bless their 
dear hearts I ” he hoped they mi^ht consider TSampton Court as 
settled. After a little further discussion this arrangement was 
finally determined on, and it having been intimated that for psycho- 
logical reasons the start would take place in the early hours of the 
dawn before cock-crow, the Effigies proceeded to make their pre- 
parations accordingly. 

At the appointed hour the next morning about ten vans and two 
pohce omnibuses started on their westward journey. The last 
immed vehicles had been provided for the special accommodation of 
the occupants of the Chamber of Horrors, whom, spite a strong 
feeling on the part of a large portion of the Effigies, that their 
presence would degrade the pie-nic, it was not thought quite fair to 
leave behind. Some little judgment was necessary in the fitting 
selection of the occupants of ^ the several vans, so that no jarring 
• ?? political, ox historical elements should have a chance of 

mtroducmg any discordant notes into the general harmony of the 
day s proceedings. Indeed, the Effigies themselves seem to have had 
a keen appreciation of the situation, for Oliver Cromwell, having 
*hy s^e mistake found himself seated between Charles the First 
and Chafes the Second, carefully avoided any allusion to White- 
hm or the Long Parliament, but adroitly interested both the 
Monarchs by an exhaustive account of the prospects of the London 
General Omnibus Company, and a brief summary of ^e latest accounts 
of the ffayal Manoeuvres. Equal tact and good taste was dis- 
played by a group of Churchmen. For Cardinal Wolset, the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, William: of Wykeham, the Metropolitan 
of Moscow, and John Knox, who had by some mismanagement 
been placed together in the same van, purposely avoided ecSesias- 
mcal matters in their conversation. Indeed so much did they seem 


ment, the advantages of which, when compared to the ordinary 
Macadam road, Daniel O’Connell happened to be explaining with 
much earnestness of manner to James the Second and jMary 
O piEN OF Scots. Kothing of any note ocourred on the drive down. 
W htj a m the Th ir d pointed out the windows of the room he oocu- 
med as th^ passed Kensington Palace, and Queen Elizabeth said 
she found Hammersmith so altered “ she shouldn’t have known it.” 
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Bushey Park, however, was reached at last, and the occupants of 
the vans descended, and proceeded to enjoy the delights of strolling 
in groups beneath tbe cool ^een shade of the great trees, and thus 
leisurely spinning out the tune tall the supreme hour of the undoing 
of the hampers arrived, and the more festive portion of the pic-nio 
commenced in good earnest. Then a scene altogether quaint and 
striking would have met the gaze of the chance spectator. Such a 
pic-nic is not to be witnessed every ^y Here was Geouge the Thted 
gracefully oifering some lobster-salad to Joan of Arc, and Q,tjeen 
AjsnscE accepting, with a kindly smBe, the wing* of a chicken from 
Geohge WASHnroiON. There, Isabella, wife of Edwahd the 
Second, held her glass to HouquA, the celebrated Chinese Tea 
Merchant, who was filling it with Negus, while <^tjeen Elizabeth and 
Maetk Antoinette playfully declined the sandwiches offered them 
by Loushjctn, the Russian Giant. Contrasts presented themselves in 
every direction. On all sides extremes seemed to meet. But silence 
is called, and a hush falls upon the scene. General Tom: Thumb is 
upon his legs, and is about to make a speech. On rising, he is 
received with cheers, and says : He concludes that this meeting, 
though of no formal character, will stiU hold fast to the grooa 
Engnsh tradition, and not separate at least without the proposition 
of one toast— (‘VJ&ar, hearr ^) — and that toast is, “The CroTOl” 
(CAeers.) But in a gathering such as he saw around him, com- 
prising so many Royal Heads, he thought he could not do better 
than join to it the name of the oldest Sovereign present. (“ -Hear, 
hear ! ”) He had much pleasure in proposing the health of his 
Gracious, but extinct Majesty, William the Conqueboe. (CAeere.) 

Wttltam the CoNqoEEOE, rising, said, when he saw so many 
Crowned Heads around him he felt a little shy at being thus singled 
out for special mention. (“ .Hear, hear ! ”) He could assure them he 
thanked them for their kind thought of him [cheers) ; but there 
were other thanks due on this occasion— (pro/o«y^i? cheering ) — 
and those, on the behalf of himself and all his confreres^ he begged 
most heartily to offer. [Cheers,) He alluded to the gratitude they 
all felt to the Proprietorship of the Establishment for the very 
delightful outing they had all had, and which he trusted they had 
all enjoyed as much as he had. [Prolonged cheering,) 

The Effigies then separated, breakmg up into groups until the time 
of departure, a large party following Heney the Eighth, who 
undertook personally to conduct them over the Palace apartments. 
The sun beginning to gain power, and some of Ike Effigies showing 
signs of m inclination to melt, and there bein^ also some apprehen- 
sion of rain, which would have seriously interfered wi^ th Sr com- 
plexion, it was decided to return to town. The vans, therefore, 
being again packed, the cavalcade took its departure, and by its 
quaint singing of snatches, madrigals, and rondos of the last eight 
centuries, on its way back, attracted a good deal of attention on its 
passage through the suburbs, arriving at length once again in the 
Marylebone Road in high spirits, conscious of having had the expe< 
rience of having passed a most enjoyable “ day in the country,” 


SEWER GAS-TRITIS. 

[Jottings hy a West-Fuder,) 

CuEious that I should feel so languid just now. Call in Doctor, | 
who says I am “bilious and want active exercise.” Recommends! 
boating, ^ Take a boat to Kew, and am found two hours later asleep ; 
and delirious by a kin(By waterman, who conveys boat back for me, I 
and sees me into train home. Fancy there is something really 
wrong with me. 

Languor increasing, Butler, invaluable man, whom I We had for 
twenty years, just given notice. I merely said, “ AH right I ” and 
told him not to bother me. He seemed both surprised and offended. 
Under ordinary circumstances I know that I wouldn’t part with 
him for worlds. Doctor comes in again. Says “he thinks it’s not 
biliousness, but slight disorder of nervous system.” Recommends 
salmon-fishing in Norway. Get Continental Bradshaw, and go to 
sleep over it. No appetite. Limbs feel as i£ beaten with sticks. 
Hot and restless. What is the matter with me ? 

Break out in a^ rash. Summon Doctor hurriedly. Orders me to 
bed. Says this time, that he thinks it’s “neither biliousness nor 
nerves, but form of complicated gastro-enteritis.” I think it must 
be. ‘ ‘ But why the rash ? ”— I ask. Doctor says, rash a symptom of 
an “ erxytive fever,” Then have I got an eruptive fever ? Doctor, 
who evidently feels he has become too communicative, says “No, not 
at all.” Believe he does this to comfort me. Hear him asldpg ser- 
vants down-stairs if sanitoy state of house is satisfactory. Why, of 
course it is. Don’t I live in the most fashionable part of London, and 
in one of the best houses in it P 

Am ^owed to read papers in bed. Ha I What do I see ? Question 
in Parliament as to “ outbreak of typhoid fever in Mayfair,” And i 
reside in ^yfair ! ” Send for Doctor, Ask him peremptorily if I ’ve 
got typhoid. He replies quite blandly that I have, and “didn’t I 
Enow it P ” No, and I don’t believe he did, till I told him. Any- 


how, am obliged to have a couple of nurses. “Can’t my drains be 
looked to P ” I want to know. “ No, not tUl I am convalescent,” 
Doctor austerely replies, “ When I am better, drains can be trapped.” 
At present I seem to be trapped. 

[A few Weeks later,) Better. Five sanitary experts have been 
sitog, as a sort of jury, on my drainage system. Six large cesspools 
discovered under Htcnen floor. Perhaps this accounts for so many 
of our servants having retired to hospitals soon after quitting our 
situation. Send to landlord, and trfl him of scandalous state of the 
premises. Ask him what he intends to do. He replies by “ referring 
me to Mr. Ritchie’s statement in Parliament, that the tenant usually 
paid for repairs of drains.” Adds that my lease will soon be up, 
and he will be happy to grant me a renewal, “ on the old terms?’ 
And on the old cesspools ! I suppose he would call tMs a “ happy 
re-lease.” I nearly had mine a few weeks ago. What nonsense to 
talk of Continental drainage being so much worse than English I 
Shall give up my house in Mayfair, and live in Paris for the future. 


THE VERY LAST OF THE NAVAL MAN(EUVBES. 

My Deae Editob, ' 

I AM writing these few lines before starting for the Fleet, 
and shall send you the packet that will contain tiiem when the 

Manoeuvres are over. By this 
means you will receive a full 
account of one of the most inte- 
resting events of modem times, 
I break off now to go on board, 

m- * * •* 

Oh dear! Such weather! I 
must write to you — ^must keep my 
word! Oh dear! I never was 
meant for the sea! , . . How- 
ever, that you may not be disap- 
pointed. I inclose some sketches 
of the ships engaged in the naval 

tactics Has taken me 

ten minutes to get so far ! Little 
better ! But such a headache I So very ill ! I can scarcely 
see I . . , • . Inclosed sketches are by one of your Staff— Mr. D. 



Gnaw thumb— Earl ’and ! 



Howe? 


De vast A shun I 


Ceambo, Jun. So know they ’re safe ! Sure to he like the ships — 
sure to he ! Take my word for it, the very image of them ! Fit 
them into the article in their ^ -v .. 

proper places— and I say— I 
am so ill ! — write the article 
yourself I 

Yours in a hammock, 

An Unable Seaman, 

Somewhere On-the-Sea, 



[We fear our unfortunate 
Correspondent has been 
hoaxed. However, as there 
is no time to obtain substi- 
tutes for the sketches, we 

insert them for what they , 

are worth-from aa his- Her cool ease !_ 

torical point of view, of course, not much. As to writing the article 
ourselves, that is too absurd. Besides, the subject has been (admir- 
ably) done to death in the columns of our daily contemporaries, and 
we imfortunately have had no time to read the matter up. — Ed.] 


The Cbicket on the Bench. — ^When is a Metropolitan Police 
Magistrate like a well-bowled ball at the Oval ?— When he consents 
to take hall. 

Fens and Pens. — At the Holland (Lincolnshme) Sessioous a poul- 
terer was fined 18 a. for plucking forty-eight live geese. For the 
future, live geese will only he legally plucked at the UniversitieB. 
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LAW POE THE LAWYERS. 

Scene I . — Interior of a Police Court, Prisoner in the dock. Magis- 
trate on the Bench, Listless audience. 

Magistrate, Kow, I think it has been pretty clearly proved that 
you stole a pair of boots. Shall I deal mth it at once, or send it for 
trial? 

Prisons', If you please, Your Majesty, I think I would rather 

you [ ^ e IS interrupted hy a Solicitor, who enters Court hurriedly. 

Solicitor [to Magistrate), Your pardon, your Worship, but may 
I speak to the Prisoner ? [ Whispers to Accused, 

Prisoner [in an ecstacy of joy). What! A legacy of five thou- 
sand pounds I Then 

Solicitor [promptly). Exactly. We reserve our defence ! 

[A short pause,) 

Scene 11,— Central Criminal Court. Verdict has been received. 
Prisoner has been brought up to receive judgment. 

Presiding^ Judge, And now, all I have to do is to sentence you to 

two years’ imprisonment, and I may say that the Jury 

Counsel [interrupting). Your pardon, my Lord, but we propose to 
appeal to a greater Jury yet. 

Presiding Judge, Oh, certainly. Appeal Court No. 1. We will 
proceed to the next case. 

[A longer pause than before,) 

Scene III . — Appeal Court No, 1, Five Judges in a row. Strong Bar, 

First Judge, We have listened with great pleasure to the able 
arguments we have heard on both sides, and have come to the con- 
clusion that the decision of the Court below must be maintained. 

[Looks at Colleagues^ who gravely bow acquiescence, 
' Queen* s Counsel [collecting his papers). Just so, my Lord. Of 
course we shall appeal. 

First Judge, Certainly. Appeal Court No. 2. 

[A pause of some length ) 

Scene IV , — Appeal Court No, 2, ^ Lords Justices of Appeal dis- 
cQveHi'ed in imposing numbers. 

Master of ther Foils, With every desire to give the appealer the 


benefit of the doubt, we do not see our way to afford him relief. The 
decision of the Courts below must be maintained. 

Queen* 8 Counsel, As your Lordships please, but we must appeal 
to a greater Jury — one who 

M, of the B, [smiling). Thank you— nwt prius eloquence is 
superfiuous. Of course you can take the matter to the Kouse of 
Lords. [A very long pause,) 

Scene Y. and Last. — The Nouse of Lords, The matter h,as been 
argued before the Judicial Members^ and the Loee CuANCEixoit 
has delivered judgment. 

Lord Chancellor, So having maintained the decision of the Courts 
below, we have nothing more to do than to order that the sentence 
shall be carried into effect. Where is the Prisoner ? 

Queen* s Counsel [after consultation with his clients). May it please 
your Lordship, I am given to understand that the Prisoner died 
two years ago (just after I received my brief), in a workhouse ! 

Curtain, 


HOLIDAY TASK EEFORM. 

* Deatl Me. Punch, — as usual— we’ve got to do a chunk of Tenny- 
son into Latin Hexameters for part of the holiday task ! Here we 
have our poets with infinite pains making their lines scan, and with 
a fair lot of sense considering, and then we are set to knock them 
aU out of shape, and make them read like a verbatim translation 
of themselves m a common crib. 

Now, I ’ve invented a far better dodge, which keeps the sense, 
while enforcing the use of the Latin Dictionary, and at the same 
time preserving the rhyme and metre sacred hy a thousand tender 
associations. Young Brown is staying here, and last night we 
turned “ How doth the little busy Bee ** into the new kindci Latin 
verse. This is how it begins : — 

“ Hov doth the parve, assiduous ape I And coUige mel the total die 

Carp quiak nitescent bore, | Prom quiak aperient flore.” 

If you remember the soft of stuff you used to have given you as a 
“prepared version” in the verse-books, yon will, I know, acknow- 
ledge the superiority of this dodf;[e, in sound and sense, and 1 am 
not afraid to say, in real scholarship. Yours truly, 

ClassicaIi Side. 




COME BACK TO ERIN! 


Th, Co™. ..X, AS YE.TE SEEN ME SISXHEES AT HOME, SHUHE WC 

— ah see AfB?— YE'LL BE VERY WELCOME" ” 
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SCENE FROM THE FARCE OF “THE SESSION.” 

{Comic husiness invented hy TF. JS, Sm-th mid talented assistants,) 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

The Diepiculties op Explosive Eeseaech. — That yon should have been petitioned 
hy your neighbours either to remove your residence to some other locality, or else resign 
your post as “ Scientific Examiner and Advising Analyst to the Anglo-Continental Hydro- 
dynamite Explosive Company, though naturally occasioning you some personal annoyance, 
can, we fear, hardly surprise any disinterested person who has read your own account of 
the circumstances which appear to have given rise to the agitation of which you complain. 
We fully understand the obligations forced upon you by your official position, “ to test,” as 
you say, **fuUy and completely the explosive value of the various compounds submitted for 
approvd to the Company ; ” but would not some blasted heath, far removed from human 
habitation, be more suitable for our purpose than the back garden of your little semi- 
detached viUa at Betchingham? That you mould have started with an accident, and ignited 
by mistake seventeen hundredweight of a composition an ounce of which you yourself 
allege would be enough to blow the dome ofi St, Paul’s, only shows you how accidents 
may occur, spite all your precautions ; and that you should, tiierefore, in the space of a 
fortnight, have managed to wreck twenty-three houses in your immediate vicinity, bring 
down the church-steeple, unroof the National Schools, and blow your next-door neighbour 
completely out of his own premises to the opposite side of the road, though, under the 
circumstances not a matter for surprise, is still one that you must admit cannot be regarded 
without regret. If the Vicar brings his threatened action for damages for ‘ ‘ shattered nerves, 
owing to unceasing shocks to his system,” you had better hand the matter oyer to some 
sharp buHying attorney, who may frighten him into silence. With regard to other matters, 
you might certainly at present ignore the claim of the gas company for the alleged damage 
to their main by frequent concussion. You had better get out of Betchingham quietly. 
Bo not, by any means, attempt to test, as you seem rather inclined to before you go, those 
h^h-pressure shells you mention that have been submitted by the South Amencan artillery 
officer, and one of which, as the inventor affirms, “ would bring an arsenal about your ears/’ 
If you must report on these to the Company, you had better defer your examination till you 
have moved into that suburban terrace of unoccupied houses to wmch you refer ; for if you 
bring a few dozen of these down, you will, at least, do so without fear of danger to life or 
Imb. Candidly, we should advise you to resign your appointment, but as you seem disin- 
clmed to do this, we should say that the only way in wmch you could discharge its duties 
with any degree of safety, would be to hire a coal-barge, and get a tug to post you some- 
where^ in the mouth of the Thames, about five miles ofE the coast every way. The 
Betchingham folk have, we fear, ra^er a strong ease against you. But, if you will take 
our advice, you will retire from the situation speedily and quietly. 


Spoeteno Substitutes.— That, after invit- 
ing a distinguished party, including, among 
others, a Peer, two well-known shots, and a 
French Marquis, who has come over to see 
some English “ sport,” to the place you have 
rented, as you thought, “cheaply,” in Suffolk, 
“to have some shooting,” to find at the 
eleventh hour that you have taken it under a 
total misapprehension, and that not a single 
acre of shooting goes with the letting^ is indeed 
a trying and awkward situation in which to 
find yourself placed, and one that will test 
all your ingenuity and resource to meet with 
equanimity. Your first idea of buying up all 
the available pigeons in the neighbourhood, 
turning them brown by dipping them into 
Condy’s Fluid, and letting them loose in the 
adjacent fields, and trying to palm them off 
as a peculiar sort of “ local partiidge,” might 
perhaps have passed muster with the French 
Marquis, but would have been sure to. have 
been detected hy the British Peer and the 
other practised sportsmen of which yoi^ par^ 
consist; and we think yon did wisely m 
abandoning it. Your purchase of the thirty- 
five young turkeys you mention, which, with 
a view to making them savage, you are fat- 
tening up on a diet of dog-hiscuit, gin, and 
Cayenne pepper j seems a happy thought; hut 
whether you wiH be able to persuade your 
guests, as you hope to do, that they come 
of a stock of genuine American wild turkeys, 
which you yourself introduced into the 
local woods some seasons since, remains to 
be seen. 

The Phopeh wax of Making- “A Haggis.” 
— ^Your recipe for making “ A Haggis,” since 
it was confided to you, as you say, by “the 
Head of a Highland Cl^,” must undoubtedly 
be correct, though we admit it strikes us as 
possessing some novel features. The five 
pounds of pork chops, chopped np fine, half- 
a-dozen Spanish onions, quart of oatmeal and 
bottle of whiskey all tied up in a sheep’s 
stomach, strike us as correct, the only un- 
familiax additions being the two pots of mar- 
malade, two-pound can of tinned lobster, 
conger-eel, pint of olives, tin of dog-hiscuits 
and jar of anchovies. You are quite correct 
in saying it should be boiled to bursting 
point, for when the carving-knife is inserted, 
the helper, and indeed everyone within 
measurable distance of him, should he deluged 
with the scalding gravy. It should be eaten 
boiling from sonp-plates, with one leg planted 
on the table the other standing on the chair. 
This at least is how Ihe national dish is dis- 
posed of in the best circles and highest ranks 
of Edinhnrgh Society. While it is in process 
of being swallowed, the Pipers should be 
admitted and give “a gude screel o’ the 
pipes ” to accompany the ceremony ; at least 
we think so. 

Food poh Inpants.— It is certainly to be 
regretted that, before purchasing the prome- 
tary rights of the “ Infants’ Flesh and Fat- 
forming Food Company,” you did not take 
the precaution of submitting a specimen of 
the composition in question to some well- 
known analyst, and having his opinion upon 
it. Had you done this you would at least 
have been spared the numberless letters you 
mention that yon are daily receiving from 
iudignant mothers, complaining in bitter 
terms of the resnlts of its administration, 
and reviling you for the series of fits and con- 
vulsions which ajppear as a matter of conise 
to follow immediately on its nse. That one 
indicant father shotQd write and say that a 
co-qmeof tea-spoons of “the beastly stuff” 
had the same effect on him as “ a stiff glass 
of rum-and-water, and fairly knocked him 
over,” seems to point to the fact that perhaps, 
i£ yon failed in the Hursery, you might try it 
iu the Prize Hing. Meantime, how would it 
do as a Bog Biscuit Think this out. 





EOBEET ON THE EIYEE. 

It was ony a week or so ago as I was engaged i)eTfeslmally on 
board a steam Yot that had been hired for about, as jolly a party as 
I ever remembers to have had on board a ship, and the Forreners 
. «>.ui . . among ’em had evidently been brort for 

I OPeiu I T P ^ lovely River the Terns 

pnrcpT fl.lTr is* 1 must say I was glad to get away 

^ m Town, as I ’ad ’ad a shock from 

piryiL I seeing a something dreadful on an old 

showcard outside of the XJpraw which 

'I they tells me is now given up to Prome- 

nades. So we started from Skindel ’s, 

’ Madenhed Bridge, and took ’em right 

Meddenham, and^ then to Henley, and 
lotsof other butifuL places, and then back 
~ P SsmiEL's to dinner. And a jolly 
dinner they guv us, and sum 
werry good wine, as our most critical 
Mm Wm gests—and we had two Corporation gents 
Wm— mW among ’em— ooudn’t find not no fault 

with. But there ’s sum peeple as it ain’t 
^ “ not of no use to try to sattisf y with bud- 

ful seenery— at least, not if they bees Amerrycains. They don’t | 
seem not to have the werry least hadmiration or respect for anythink { 
as isn’t werry big, and prefur size to buty any day of the week. 

‘‘Well, it’s a nice-looking little stream emiff,” says an Amerry- 
cain, who was a board a grinnin ; “ but it ’s really quite a joke to call 
it a River. Why, in my country,” says he, “ if you asked me for to 
show you a River, I should take you to Mrs. Sippx’s, and when we 

f ot about harf way across it, I guess you ’d see a reel River then, 
yr it’s so wide that you cam’ t see the land on either side of it, so 
you sees nothink else but the River, and as that ’s what you wanted 
for to see, you cam’t werry well grumble then.” I shood, most sut- 
■tenlj, have liked for to have asked him, what sort of Looks they had 
m Bitch a River as that, and whether Mrs. Sippt cort many wales 
WMn she went out for a day’s fishing in that little River of hers, but 
I knows my place, and never asks inconvenient questions. 

However, he was a smart sort of fdler, and had ’em I must say 


werry nicely indeed a few minutes arterwards. We was a passing a 
werry butiful bit of the river called a Back Water, and he says, says 
he, ‘ As it ’s so preshus hot in the sun, why don’t we run in there and 
enjoy the shade for a time, while we have our lunch ? ” “Oh,” says 

one of the marsters of the feast, “we are not allowed to go there ; 
that ’s privet, that is.” ‘ ‘ Why how can that be ? ” says he, ‘ ‘ when 
I you told me, just now, as you ’d lately got a Hact of Parlament passed 
which said that wherever Terns Water flowed it was open to all the 
world, as of course it ort to be.” “ Ah,” said the other, looking 
ray ther foolish, “ but this is one of the xceptions, for there’s another 
claws in the hact as says that wherever any body has had a hob- 
structionin the River for 20 years it belongs to him for hever, but he 
mustn’t make another nowheres.” 

The Amerrycain grinned as before, and said, “Well, I aUers said 
as you was about the rummiest lot of people on the face of the airth, 
ana this is ony another proof of it. You are so werry fond of every- 
think as is old, that if a man can show as he has had a cussed noo- 
sance for twenty years, he may keep it coz he ’s had it so long, while 
all sensible peeple must think, as that ’s one more reeson for sweeping 
the noosance clean away.” And I must say, the he was a Amerry- 


cane. that I coodn’t help thinking as he was right. 

It’s estonishing what a remarkabel fine happytight a run on the 
butiful Terns seems to give heverybody, and wot an adwantage we 
has in that partickler respect over the poor Amerycans who gos for a 
trip on Mrs. Sippx’s hig River, with the wind a bloing like great 
guns, and the waves a dashing mountings hi. But on our butiful 
fittle steamer on our luvly little river, altho the gests had most 
suttenly all brekfasted afore they cum, why we hadn’t started much 
about half-a-nour, afore three or fore on ’em came creeping down 
into the tite little cabin and asking for jest a cup of tea and a hegg 
or two, and a few shrimps ; and, in less than anour arterwards, harf 
a duzzen more on ’em had jest a glass or two of wine and a sand- 
wich, and all a arsking that most important of all questions on hord 
I a Terns Yot, “ What time do we lunch ? ” And by 2 a clock sharp 
they was all seated at it, and pegging away at the Sammon and 
the pidgin pie, bet settera, as if they was narf-starved, and ewen 
arter that, the butiful desert and the fine old Port Wine was left 
upon the table, and I can trootbfully state that the cabin was never 
wunoe quite empty till we was again doing full justice to Mr, 
Seikdel’s maynoo^ Robebt. 


AuGirsT 31, 1889.] 
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Souse of Commons^ Monday, ^August, 19. — As 
majiy pages of this Diary hear record, I Have pro- 
found respect and admiration for Joseph GtILLIs. 
His simplicity of character, his directness of pur- 
pose, his genial bearing, his enlightened mind, and 
his oratorical gifts ever attract me. Joey B., as 
was written long ago, is sly— dev’lish sly. ISTo 
use impecunious member of the community whose 
financial interests are entrusted to his care coming 
round him with pleas about drawing a month’s, or 
even a week’s, salary in advance. Joseph, without 
causing wing of friendship to moult a feather, ever 
understands their blandishments. He knows what 
he’s about, and generally accomplishes his end, 
performing the maximum of public good with the 
minimum of personal estrangement. 

To-day Joseph shines in new and brighter light. 
Baifoxte, desirous of mixing little treacle with the 
brimstone usually administered to Irish Members, 
brought in series of Bills appropriating Imperial 
funds for local works in Ireland. Irish Light 
BaBways Bill one of group. Proposes to advance 
over half a million sterling towards cost of Irish 
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railways. Patriotic Irish. Members in a dilemma. The tempt- Irish Members nonplussed at this urbanity. Angry with them- 
ing bribe is offered from Balfour^ s hands. Shall they grip it selves and Arthitr that the^ s nothing to c[u^rel about ; say 
and take the money, or shall they contemptuously beat it back they’ll take anything. TimHeaxt discourses at large on Land 
in Aelihite’s face ? After long struggle majority decided to Commission. Arthue l^es Tim, in spite of all his roughness of 

‘ turn their head away so that tongue and boorishness of manner. 

they shan’t see the donor’s “ Knows what he’s talkmg about,” Abthue says ; always some- 
W face, stretch out their hands thing to say, and has the right to speak. Only wish he wouldn’t 

^ and take the money. Even think it nice thing to thrust both his hands m trouser-pockets when 


and take the money. Even think it nice thing to thrust both his hands in trouser-pockets when 
Tim Heaxt yields to temp- he addresses House.” , . , , , « t 

tationof moment. Evidently Aethue’s face and bearmg changed when Shaw-Lefeveb appears 

uncomfortable ; perhaps a on scene. A man of few prejudices, but can’t abear Member for 
little ashamed of the situa- Bradford. o » * 

tion : justifies himself with “ What right has 7ie poking his oar m here Aethue says, with 
some ferocity of maimer, something like a scowl on his fair countenance, always reminds 
British taxpayer, he says, me of the little boy that howls at safe distance on skirts of a scuffle, 
extracted hundreds of mil- and then goes away and tells big fibs of his prowess and his hair- 



Baleoue -proffers it ? So was safe. But I ’ll have him yet, if he doesn’t mind. 

m -1 - -J to ■I-n 




Mr. Solicitor (Ireland). 


Tim and great majority of 
Irish Members go into lobby 
with Q-ovemment, rubbing 
shoulders with Baefo-ue, 
hob-and-nobbing with Old 
MoBALTTY. But J OSEFH 
CiLLis stands aside, Sea- 
green and Incorruptible. In 
vain Soucitoe-Geneeal 
for Ireland, -with left hand 
argumentatively extended 
and right hand gracefully 
disposed onhip, discusses the 
question with him. J osbfh 
wiU have none of it, and. 


when the Dmsion-bell rings, walks forth to register anew his renun- Thinks he ’ll stroll home to din 

ciation of Balfoue and all his works. way safely into Lobby ; strikes b( 

Business done » — ^Irish Light Railways Bm forced through. , iJT iu half a moment be outside, on 

Tuesday^ 2 A.M.— Over at last. Irish Light Railways BRL reached ^ Im J® 

terminus; a slow journey; many stoppages; frequent attempts Wf / m JSc^itself from Bench in recess 

to !shunt it. Half a dozen times sleepers found laid across tj/m 

rails, wi& intent to upset it. But driving ; generally h/ W 

understood tha,t, •when he says he is going somewhere, he amyes. _ 1/ K ^ ™u^^ed asks 

“Must say,” Eichaeb Teutle hoarsely whispered, mopping ]bs !/ m W^U^Sea^emher wishes 

forehead, “ think we might usefully have illustrated subject by M. ,M''. Member wishes , 

laying light railway round Division lobbies. Been on the go since [y “ <> anrrTr ” saT. TTttt 

fohr o'clock yesteiday afternoon ; for nearly half that 'time trot- 1# 

ting round tfie lobbies; seventeeA divisions; taken part in every Cka ^ 

one ; send my record up -with a hound. Shall heat everyone this ’WM p pUmV , 

year; earn a niche inlustory as the Member who through long 

Session only missed single Division. Very in-teresting work; plenty 1 M/ -fni* TliTnain-na 

of experience; no 6nd%f variety, mlt I do is, always yo4 
with Governmeut. Supported them iu aU Bivisious on tbeir first 
Titbes Bill placing Ifability on occupier. Should have voted 

with them iu favour of second Bill, had it come on; that, you « Are you paired > ” riicyb+c +bi 

know, was on exactly the reverse principles, making landowner I 

liable. So, you see, Toby, dear boy, on 5ne hand or the other, I 

should have come out all right, besides totallmg up my record of ^ 

Divisions. You’ve been in fiouse longer than ml, iWw ; but you e?o7ze.~More Irish Yotes. 


Business done, — ^Irish Yotes in Supply. 

Thursday,— -AnotyxeT long night in Committee of Supply, Chiefiy 

} Irish Yotes ; Tim Healy making up for lost time ; 

when Courts are sitting must be in Ireland look- 
ing after business ; in vacation, at leisure to look 
after Baefotir. Does it wilm great zest; up 
half-a-dozen times to-night, giving it ’em hot aU 

Benches nearly empty. Akbes-Doweas got 
half a hundred men pledged to see thing through. 
But they prefer to see it from the Terrace, 
smoking - room or reading-room. Sometimes 
Member tbinka he ’s had enough of it ; done his | 
duty to House and country in manner that cotild ' 
leave even Old Moeaetty nothing to desire. 
Thinks he’ll stroll home to dinner; makes his 
way safely into Lobby ; strikes bee-line for door ; 
in half a moment he outside, on the way home ; 
quiet dinner ; leave others to sit up and outvote 
Irishmen; almost at door when figure slowly 
uncoils itself from Bench in recess. When process 
finished, and figure fully unwound, hapless Minis- 
terialist discovers Aethue Hiel on guard. 

“ Are you paired ? ” he asks. 

Ho ; hapless Member wishes he were. Can t 
get a pair. 

“Ah, very sorry,” says Hill, quite casually 
spreading himself across doorway. 

Hapless Member looks him up and down. 
Coulto’t, without ropes, climb over bin ; can’t 
very well get round him. ; so concludes he ’ll dine 
in House, and wait for Divisions. 

“ Call him Aethue Hjee,” says haplessMemher, 
“ I call biTTfi Himalaya Mountain.’’ 

. . , . “I always plant Hill at the doorway on dull 

Are you paired ? nights, when Divisions are threatening,” says 
eees-Dougeas. “Saves us at least a dozen votes; much better 


Divisions. You’ve been in House longer than me, Iknow ; but you 
have other things to think of ; so, perhaps, you ’ll excuse me giving 


Business done , — More Irish Yotes. 

Friday, — ^Everybody, more or less, in a good temper. Old 

:._I it « -LI— : J 


you a little ad-vice. It is, always vote -with the Government. Keep Moeaeixy’s appeal to fioish Supply that night favourably received, 
your eye on Old Moeaeity, and Old Moeaxity will pull you He explained that procrastination was the thief of time; or, to put it 
through. You’ve no responsibility, no anxiety ; and, as I have less like one of the headings in his favourite copy-book, at least, twenty- 
shown, you have plenty of variety. Besides, look at the exercise ! four hours of the holidays would be saved, if Votes could be rattled 
A Division, as you know, takes from twelve to fifteen minutes. I ’ve off amicably that evening. Old Moeaeity quite in new character as 
walked throngh seventeen. Call it four hours ; say we didn’t exceed amusing rattle. Rattling commenced, and only interrupted by case 
pace of two miles an hour ; and there yon nave eight miles I ’ve of another amusing rattle— Cohybeaee, or, as he might be genially 
walked. That’s the thing to keep your wind sound, your fiesh called “ the good old Curse.” Of course, his honoured name could 
down, your friends in offlee, and your country prosperous and free.” not he left out when the Irish Prisons Yote was on. Aethue Bae- 
Votes ia Supply; -worryitiff round tbe Land quite interested and ^pathetic. A^ppears that good old Curse 
Commission; trotting np and dow Lord Slutfnant’s Backstairs; has quite recoyer^ from ^ distres^g ailment, and S^- 

stuck iu office of Chief Secretary when Progress reported! lA^Tmtunatedthat “if there y^ffieslwhtest chance that he wo^^ 
AjaTHun, with his hack to the •wall, parrying the attack -with usnai it agam, would not hesitete to (^er hiyreniOTal to 
pluok and sHU, and more than usui^hLity. Almost deferential Very kind and ttonghtM. ^vm^ Hon^tiMen m^ 

in his hearing towards Irish Members. Implores them to say which exTOnences of Derry Gam, wlu^ to pnt it pxeWly, seems to Ite 
they wUl take first, T,»nii Commismon, or Inrd Lieutenant’s House- odour -mth everyone. Then remaining Votea agreed to. 

hold ? Chief Secretary’s Salary, or Prisons Yote ? Only desire in life Business done. Supply. 

is to accommodate himself to -the fancy of Irish Members. Will Saturday Morning , — I feel like one who treads alone some banquet 
thev take the Prisons Yote ? Ho ? ^ haU desarted, whose guests are fled, whose garlands^ dead, and/ all 


, line. Or there’s the Chief Secretary ; Chief Secretaries very cheap Well, I wBl. 
to-day.” Business done,— AML, 


NOTICE.— Bejected CommimicatioxLS or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no ease be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will he no exception. 
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UNTILED 5 OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

“ Tres volontiers,” repartit le demon, “ Yous aimez les tableaux obangeans : je veux vous contenter.” 

Le JD%dbU JBoUeuss^ 


“ Ous Grilded YoutK once 
more ! ” observed my Grnide. 
Two friends, as men count 
friendsldp, side by side 
On a silk concb were sitting, 
Within a draperied chamber’s 
mellow gloom, [room 
Of our intrusion in that cosy 
Complacently unwitting. 

Tail striplings, well set-up, 

I and quite ‘ ‘ good form, ’ * 
That is, with icy maimers, 
passions warm, 

And utterance slowly cynical. 
Dwellers in that strange 
“world” whose bugbear’s 
fuss, [scrupulous. 

Where purposes may be xin- 
But manners must be hnical. 

“These two,” remarked my 
Gruide,“ would not approve 
An unseen auditor. They talk 
of Love, 

In camerie confidential. 

These chambers have no Dio- 
nysius’ Ear, 

Save that soft-fcoted valet 
hovering near. 

Discreet and deferential. 





iV/lonP RN AQMnnF 1 waste of time, 
MOUtKN AblVlUUtU:?. ^ crime— 

! les tableaux ohangeans : je veux vous contenter.” By modish codes— is madness. 

Ze Ziable JBoUeux. that patrician stripling spoil two lives, 

What tnen ? ^ The fancy ttiat with Fashion 
\\ V- --^1 ■' - ■ i' ' strives 

■■ ‘ I Breeds only helpless sadness.” 

j l ■!■>.' iTo be continued.) 

> Ifl '' “EECEEA.TIOM-S OF A (WELSH) 

IP 'PP What induced Government to abandon 
p! il l' Tithes Bill, I can’t imagine. Fatal to 

Welsh Clerics. Fed myself and 
f T f I i ' * ^Tt th^^ last ^eek on rice - pudding. 

l\l V mit ■’ ■!' ^wnc?ay.“- Fainted to-day in pulpit owing 

I 'P want of food! Perhaps rice not nitro- 
I 1 / IH 1 11' 1 genous enough. Shall try oatmeal next week, 

I ‘ I [‘M-' Parmer Evait Gkoppiths (who 

mJ* M!K' pay his tithe) feeds his cattle on better 

mill 1 A ^ myself. ro33aJ 

' WlWl ' \' 1 ^ 'lii 'n Xater . — ^Matters getting desperate. 

/■ Yffff ji 1 r* 'i Mm ii 'I Children have taken to oatmeal porridge so 
‘I i ‘ ' ravenously that I can’t afiord to buy enough 

for them. Asked for a subscription (by local 
Conservative Club) for “reception of Lord 
V Bai^dolph CHuncHiLii.” A sorry joke. Hope 
Bastdolph will pitch into Lord SAiisBuitY. 

\ ^ j" Feel that I am becoming quite a revolutionist. 

- If stni surviving at next Election, shall cer- 

— — — ‘ ‘ tainly not vote Tory. 

Monday. — Too weak to attend Church ! 

. TTri- .. XI. - ft/xi/iiTT yesterdaj. Ho services held. Beoeive note 

What warmth m those, few words,, so coldly irom Farmer G-eippiths threatening to report 

I SOnemed _ _ _ . -mA 'Ria’KATkt A-AiI lia -io « Mvoeavif/iv. t 






“ If Ae should speak as freely to the world wnat warmm m mose.iew w y from Farmer Geippiths threatening to report 

As to his ‘ chums,’ some idols might be hurled ^ o aivA Wo- hfla ilranmArl Bishop! And he is a Dissenter! 

From soqii shrines to-morrow, sufin^ly loven ^ ^ 


Bice rooms ; with all of cosy and of chaste 
That Midas’ power, helped by modish taste. 
From the Art- world can borrow. 

“ Listen ! ” And I lent ear. From polished 

lips . 

What callous ribaldry serenely slips, 

[ When friendly ears are listening, 

Most of ns know, hut none may dare reveal. 


And now?-|eWVdawn' is in her cheek’s 


These boys have brains of ice and souls of Cr, horn iu prosy 


soft hue. 

Is the mist merciful that from her view 
The sequel dark can cover ? 

I A foolish flush of ill-bred fondness ? Yes ! 

[ But how should she the strange vagaries gue 
Of highly-cultured Honour? 


not a Welsh Fastmg Man? 

Thursday . — ^Driven to desperation. As no 
Sheriff dares come near the place, I determine 
to collect tithe myself! S^y out to Farmer 


steel, beeintm 

And eyes like satyr’s ghstening. - 11 ^ 

One holds a rose. He had it from her throat She knee] 
To whom he has despatched that tiny note, ‘ ‘ Prayer 
Whose burthen he is telling, Is 

With many a dulcet chuckle, to Ms “friend.” Bemarkei 
DAMOisr a sympathetic ear will lend 

When Pythias is telling One visit 

His love ? his pain ? Ms aspiration ? Hay, 

But the nice tneks of passion’s mimic play Another ' 
Dpon the boards of Folly. Buies hei 


See in the lavish glitter of love’s gift 
The treachery of the donor ?i 


She kneels, poor child, by the white coverlet, 
“ Prayer for a Prince who calls her ‘ peerless 
Is pretty if plebeian,” ’ 

Bemarked my Guide. ^ “Enough! We’ll 
pass, and pay 

One visit more, before me flush of day, 

To Fashion’s empyrean.” 

Another chamber ! Ay ! Art’s rnliug taste 
Buies here ; the queerly quaint, the choicely 
Impeccably are mingled. [chaste. 
Ho Hebe tMs, — ^a Juno, — and her hand 
Bears, newly-placed, a jewelled golden band. 
“How her proud pulses tingled ! ” 

My Guide ’s low laugh fell harsh upon my ear. 
“ Tmgled ? ” I cried. “ Did ever happy tear 
Linger on those dusk lashes, 


The jungle tyrant toyiug with its prey, 

And the heart-chasing Lovelace of the day, 
Both find their sport “50 joUy ! ” 

“Yon hear their talk!” the Shadow wMs 
pered low. 

‘ ‘ Beport it to a polished world ? Well, no, 

I see it makes yon sMver. 


am. It eludes all my attempts to capture 
it. Farmer’s men see me, and come after me 
with pitchforks. WiB my cloth protect me ? 

Friday. — Ho, it didn’t. And Farmer 
had me arrested for at- 
tempted robbery! Am 
now in infirmary of 
local gaol, with several 
A pitchfork lacera- 

V a I } 33 ut also— thank 

\n /A/ snbstan- 

/'j/) tial dietary. Wish that 
jM! Lord Saxisbuey could. 
a \ / see me now. Probably 

H he would only say I was 

im ^ Hohody! When I am 

JJa better, shall send in a 

^ bill to Farmer Getf- 

BITHS for “ dilapidations.” Hot strong enough 
to write much, and I do hope Lord Banboeph 


To Caste’s .^Id zone yon ’re scarce acdhna- Or to tttose eyesastok^d ^as^ht ? ’’ ^ Gov^ent a goSd Weldi slatingl 


tised. He smiled. “Softness, in wMeh love finds ^ ® 

Or chat that Casaijova had surprised delight, ^ ” 

You ’d hear without a quiver. With hard ambition clashes. k. 

“Let’s follow that note’s course!” — A “Tingled? Ah yes, with triumph. Such a oricL^^neSe ^ 
chamber smart, catch! TviPndfid fbaf 

But in the style of dieap suburban Art. The Town’s exclusive talk, the Season’s match! +w gi 

Those chintzes need some chastening Yes, friend, ’tis genuine passion i * 

To fit them for the nohly-born aesthete ; Gleams in those eyes to-night; an„ ardour ^ ; 

Yet he might own that girl is fresh and sweet Of exultation and patrician scorn, [born ^ 5; 

Into its covert hastening. The Eros most in f asMon. 

One of those native Hehes Hature’s whim “ Ho touch of tenderness wiB bring a fiush 
WiB waste upon the purlieus dull and dim To those pale cheeks in this warm chamber’s 


Axl op a Bow.— It has been suggested 
that Mr,^ Gee, of Denbigh, can boast an 
ancient lineage. The fact that he recom- 
mended that Her Majesty should be Mssed 
argues that he should come at the end of a 


Lbt a Sea op Teoubxes.— When His Emi- 
nence oaBed upon the Dock Directors last 
week in the character of a peace-maker, he 
was loudly cheered by the riverside labourers, 


note 

So radiantly are fixed on ! 


When Juno coldly bears a ‘ splendid ’ name. 
A picture tMs to ponder ? 


action a representation of 
Life-boat.” 


lanning the 


vor. xcvn. 
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Ex-vilijAiny Triumphant 1 

SenBation Scene, showing the now Virtuous Willard disooyering quite a 
little fortune. 

tmfortnnate. Perhaps its best bit of luck in the immediate past 
was the refusal of the iron curtain to sro up on the first night of a 
revival of 7'Jie Lady of Lyom—z. hint that, had it been taken by 
the then Management, might have been the possible means of saving 


considerable unremunerative expense. However on Tuesday (as thev 
observe in the weather reports) there was a change for the better.” 
Mir. Jones’s Middleman is a sound piece of work. To say that it 
U entirely unconventional would soarcrly he fair. Before now the 
^ons of rich employers of labour have been known to compromise the 
daughters of talented and impecunious workmen. Were the records 
of what used once to be called the Transpontine Drama searched, 
instances most probably would come readily to hand Moreover, 
t*nthu3iastic and low-bom inventors have existed in Staare-land 
before the days of Jones, as those who remember Tom Tavloe's 
4rJ(wrighds Wife will be able, from their own experience, to 
tes ify. 

But for all that The Middleman (produced at a moment when the 
sweater is attracting more than usnal attention] is a good sound 
piece of work, and as such the Author deserves the hearty commeu- 
dations of the Press and the Public. And certainly on the night of 
the production of the^ piece and the morning of the “ notices,” he 
received them. But if Jones is deemed worthy of applame what 
must be said of WniABn? Good as The Middleman may be, it 
would have lost half its chances of success had the character of 
(^yru8 Blerikarn been intrusted to hands less capable than those of 
the Co-Lessee of the Shaftesbury Theatre. Mr. Willakd has made 
his mark in polished villainy, he nas also appeared to advantage in the 
pathetic comedy of such a part as the faithful retainer in the Amber 
E art but never before bas be had a chance of showing us what he 
can do with an entirely sympathetic and many-sided character,— a 
character which rises at times almost to the dignity of tragedy, and 
yet narrowly escapes occasionally the broad hnmour of old-fashioned 
farce. How that Mr. WnxAEi) bas been seen in The Middleman^ 
Ms future career will cause interest but no surprise. He will be 
perfectly safe in almost any of Shakspeabe’s creations, and the 
entire range of the Eomantic Drama lies open before him. For the 
rest. Miss MatO) Millext and Miss Annie Hughes are extremely 
good. Mr. (SiABDEN amnsing, and Mr. Mackintosh admirable. But 
when all is said and done, Mr. Whlabd will be the attraction, and 
consequently Mr. Jones cannot sufficiently congratulate himself upon 
the fact of having been able to secure so welomne a Middleman to 
act as an intermediary between himself and the Public. At least 
such is the opinion of ■ ^as Gone to Pieces. 
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A DEVONIAN PERIOD. 


sly peeps at Ms tongue in the looking-glass, and straining Mmself j 
to open his eyelids with two fingers, in order to ascertaia by their i 


eolourif he is ansemic,— observes, “Bass IS much better for you than 
Bfracomhe--Fart^-----Characteristics— 'Personally Conductea—Umer champagne in the middle of the day, but neither is good. You 
Climls— Advantages, should never drink with your meals, but wait, and a quarter of an 


This yeax. not being indined for foreign waters, and having had honr after, take a tumble of boiling tot waW’ ‘‘Bosh! ” reto 
enoneh m “ traitemer^,” it ocottrred to me to “ treat myself ” to an Copiet Iwking aboi^ for his bottle Bass. Bnt 

iHtw in ■Rno'land. A hrief aocotint of a trial trip to IlEraeombe in the meantime Oim Own ^s. Cook, havmg settled m her ov 


ontbTin EngMdr'A brief acconnt of a trial trip to Ilfracombe in the meantime -‘Oim Own Mrs. CooK,’’ ha^g settled m her own 
outmg m u company with my mind exactly what it is most convenient for her cellar that her guest 

^ friend Copley should take, has produced a siphon and a hottleof hock three-parts 

n Maekham, was full, which some of the others have been drinking at lunch, “ I 

given in these think,” she says, sweetly, “ tMs will just suit you. You Ve had a 
fl. WwftAka long ride (or “TouVe been playinff tennis”— or “You Ve been 
ago. Since then, I writing or Reading”— it 's all one to her), and you ’ll find tMs most 

^^“A^lfyroMc beverage,” observes Petek Coebie, our ^reat 


Ilfracombe, and authority on poetey— whose quotations are not always strictly 
the time is ap- accurate — seeing Ms opportunity, — 
p'roaehing for “And after years of anguieb, love, or slaughter, 

K settling-up,” — What can coiupare with hock and soda-water ? ” 

la “ That ’s not the right quotation, I ’ll bet,” says Copley. 

o “ How much ? ” asks Cobjbie, promptly. But Copley will not 

Ta^ wJtT opinion ; on tbe contrary, he backs out of it. He says he 

doesn’t care about betting on such a subject. 

“Oh, never mind about bets,” puts in “Our Own Mrs. Cook,” 
let Mr. Maekham enjoy Ms luncheon. Some of you want to 
Nature’s own little Hathing Coves at Ilfracombe. . go out and smoke, don’t you ? ” 

V j 4. 1 i,- 1 ^ * 4! ^ +1, No sooner has “Our Own Mrs. Cook ’’ suggested that “some of them 

had taken Ms lodgings for a month cer^iu, far ofi as possdfie smoke,” than? every man at table is seized with a sudden 

nucontrollable desire for tobacco, and makes for tbe garden. It 
gmshed leadersMp, with whom I have the pleasiwe of is just as if “ Our Own Mrs. Cook” had commanded them, on pain 

once and on every occasion continued to regret that he hadn t ^ue ^ ^ displeasure, to go out and smoke, so rapid is the exodus &om 
to The Engadme, or the Italian Lakes, or Aix-les-Bains, or m fact ^ +Lmyr Iaqtta -fliA ncTionyr (yrnTn’Klino* riA'DT.X'V 


Nature’s or 




Dg Coves at Ilfracombe. 


.• . . T 4 I'i.r TTI 1_ iX J* ^ 7 IVI A K K. M A JM taiVlUM UllS aJULU OUUtl-WaW3A ILIAUCA \jyiU. JUJ 9. 

prmtely Cook’s” eye, and, without a murmur of regret at the absence of 

a thorragh change ^ Me, character ^d^ageio esi if champagne or Bass, heartily thanking her for the refreshing draught, 

you oidy keep away from_ the san^, ihe £,tahhsaement, and the port j^g avers, under the aforesaid mesmeric influence of our 

where the Arnes and. Axrietts are. _ ** to ■Pa-»'kia++Ai. +Viovi foirTno* +Via * ■flair ^ nv* Loo‘»» in +v»a 


ju only Keep away irom me sanas, iuq Mtaomsemem^ ana me pon j> ]ig avers, under the aforesaid mesmeric influenoe of our 

The lead^foS pM^-to*^hom we haye'entrusted aU arrange- ‘ 

Tlie same influence is brought to bear on the little Cookies. If 
a child Cookie is howling, havmg tumbled off the waUsof i^eu- 


AufS M^’^abC ^o^&eA mL considera^ SaS^ld “m 
lady should be dear to us as “Our Own Mrs. Cook,” is nothing 

rf of il V body is mjured, Woe sets to work.to nlay at ooaoU, 


Zv“^v^ h^^ett el^ Wuf6^ gall^Mr^p ZrdX^S^ mTX and preteu^l to blow “a 

M^^CooI^s” H^e, (E^enhreitoteto F^’ess, on an eminence out- ole^Utl^™ SZ^®and"^'She 

side the town), or as a pio-nio in a wood, or as a luncheon on the ooaehes. Or some o^er httle Cookie w^ts a plum, and won t he 
rooks of th^feohiuson-C^e-like Iskmd of Lundy, or as a tea in a tiU be gets it ’’-that is, everybody is sure he won’t,-mitil 

distant farmhouse, or as a dinner at a first-class hotel,— wherever it <cr“ — 

may; he, “ Our Own Mrs. Cook” is a perfect manager. Her equa- 
never ruffled by the un]^ctui^ty of^her gueste,^nor her 

if two were added to their^number, becomes, when arranged by 
“ Our Own Mrs. Cook,” capable ot seating twelve comfortably, with 
room to spare in case two or three should unexpectedly drop in. hH 
Not even Copley Maekham can grumble with any chance of success *n 

in her presence, as she immediately s3rmpatMses with him, under- ^ 

stands Ms grievances whatever they may he, and relieves them, 
somehow, on the spot to his entire satisfaction. 

Have you ever seen a Mesmerist who gives a glass of water to the ^ 
subject on the platform, and says to him, “That’s excellent port, 
isn’t it?” and the helpless mesmerised person replies, with gusto, 

“ Yes, it is ' ” then immediately afterwards. wMle sipping the same ^ tUftlfel 


champagne,” and, being in a sort of trance, smacks Ms lips over the ^ 

cold water as if it were the finest Fommery ’74 (E wish we may get ^ ' 

incliued to be fractious, only that whereas the Mesmerist puts the Ms mother says to him most kindly, “There, dear, there’s a nice 
questions to Ms victim peremptorily, and even brutally, our hostess biscuit,”— which happens to be handy,— “ that ’$ much better than 
IS all sweetness, softness, sympathy, and common-sense. Copley a plum,” and the little one takes her word for it, ceases its plaintive 
Maekecam, for example, at luncheon professes himself dying for a requests, and enjoys the dry cracknel as if it were tne juiciest egg-plum, 
glass of champagne,— he has come in late, and luncheon is prac- Privately, I fancy that “Our Own Mr. Cook’s” touring arrange- 
tically finished, * ‘ It would be so refreshing,” he says, rather surlily, ments are really managed by ‘ ‘ Our Own Mrs. Cooz,” thougn she gives 
“It would, indeed,” says Mrs. Cook, readfly, “I am so sorry there no hint to that effect, mvariahly saying to him, before all of us, inost 
is none out,— hut Thomas can get some in a minute.” “ Oh no, cheerfully, “My dear John, whatever you settle for the excursion, 
don’t bother about me,” says Copley, at once moUified, adding, “1 I’m sure toI be by far the best. So we’ll leave it to you entirely, 
can do very wdl with a bottle of Bass.’ ’ You ’re * Our Own Mr. Cook,’ and if you say Saturday for Barnstaple, 

^me one at table, generally OmiE Krera,— a flabbyish young man, Bideford, and Clovelly, and Wednesday for Lynton and Watersmeet, 
of bilious complexion and undecided charaoter, who ’s always taking we will be guided and * personally conducted’ by you. Only,” she 
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adds, “ it struck me tkat Monday Tvould be a better day fcwp Cloyelly, 
as there wouldn’t be so many cheap-trippers about. But just as you 
please.” And how does this end? Why, of course, “Our Own 
Mr. Code” sees the reasonableness of this suggestion, and the day 
fixed for the excursion is Monday. Ser day, you see, after all, and i 
not Mr. Code’s. I 

Another lady of our party is Miss Bboebesly, Jenete Bboe- | 
BESLY. She can never utter three consecutive sentences on any 
subject without laughing, opening her eyes, and raising her eye- : 
brows, as if in a chronic state of surprise at the idea of everything 
and everybody, occasionally stretching a point to include herself, 
being so utterly ridiculous. She is most enthusiastic and energetic 
in her manner. She energetically affirms that she cannot possibly 
go up that lull— “He! he! he! Oh no!— I really can’t go up a 
sort of an upright ladder like that !— too absurd, you know ! ” 
Here she goes into a shriek of laughter, and tries to suffocate 
herself with her little scented pockethandkerchief rolled up tight 
into a ball. Then, having protested, with intermittent hysterical 
giggles, that “it’s positively impossible for her to climb an inch,” 
she suddenly dashes up the ascent, putting her head well down and 
butting at the hill, which she takes, there and then, by assault. 
On achieving a height of quite fourteen feet above the level of the 
road, she stops short, puts her hand to her side, as if utterly 
e3^austed, and exclaims, “There! ” in triumph, as she waves the 
miniature pockethandkerchief, and, like the Httie dog in the nursery 
rhyme, “laughs to see such fun.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t jump down that precipice!” she cries, and is 
then violently shaken by a spasm of laughter, as she stands on the 
I top of a bank. “ Oh, I coul£i’t ! Oh, Mr. Cooe, you never expect 
I me to jump down that, do you ? ” More uncontrollable laughter. 

' “ Why,” she cries aloud, convulsively, “ I shall be like Ouietus 
W hat’s-his-name, who threw himself into the something or other ! ” 
Here she almost falls off, so overcome is she by the egregious absurdity 
of the resemblance. 

“ Konsense ! ” says her young friend Blaeche Hetiey, brusquely, 
in her short sharp way, which always sounds as if she were dictating a 
telegram. “Jump down. Hotbing. You can.” 

“Oh! can I?” cries Miss Bboihiesly, hysterically. “Are you 
sure ?— well”— here a few bars of the giggle symphony,— then she 
continues, “I’ll try— only— he! he! he!— you’ll have to pick 
up the pieces and send them home to Papa.” And then, with 
another hysterical laugh, she gives one hand to the Poet and another 
to Copley, and down she comes as light and as safely as a gazelle, 
— a gazelle up to a good ten stone nine,— on to terra jirma, 

“ You can walk, jump, and climb 
As well as I can rhyme,” 
says the Poet, letting off an impromptu. 

“ Oh, better, I hope,” retorts Miss Beoitdeslt, and, conscious of 
having given the Poet a “nasty one,” she attempts to lessen the 
sting of her sharp rej^artee by breaking out into a fit of quite uncon- 
trollable merriment, in which the Poet mildly joins. 

“ You walk, and climb, perfectly, if you choose,” says Miss Net- 
ley, severely, making up a telegraphic message of eight words. 









“ Here we go down, down, dov^a— 0 ! ” 

“ Oh ! ” exclaims Miss Bboitbesly, * ‘ how can you say so ? ” And 
she screams with laughter at so preposterous a nofion. 

“You came on easily enough,” retorts the matter-of-fact Miss 
Netley. 

“Why,” returns Miss Bborbesly, with a ripple of laughter, “of 
course I * came on’ ; yon don’t suppose I’m going to he left behind 
on the top of a mountain to he eaten hy wild ieep,” and once more 
she is convulsed at the ridiculous picture thus presented hy herself 
to her own mind’s eye. 


“All flesh is grass, and sheep could find plen^ to nibble at on me ” — 
and off she trips again, waving the miniature handkerchief in 
triu^h, having fairly scored off Copley, and enjoying it. 

“Tes, you wouldn’t be ‘short commons’ for them,” Copley 
replies, trying to repay her in her own coin. But, from a short 
distance off, she only shrieks with laughter at him, and crying out, 
“ Oh, Mr. Mabeham, how can you be so rude ! ” she gig^es more 
than ever, and wanders down the mountain side, waving Sie sirongly- 
perfumed kerchief, and walking with a sort of swagger, which young 
Habby Skeymmageb, out dashing mountaineer, calls “ puttiug the 
mountin’ side on.” 

We all like Ilfracombe. First as a [central place— easy to get to, 
and to get away from. It has the advantage over Lynton of 
possessing a railway station. Some persons pretend that Lynton 
has the advantage over Ilfracombe in this respect. The drives, rides 
and walks are varied and all loyely. JSappy North Devon 

is so hilly, there being scarcely a mile (St level road anywhere, tiiat, 
“the Switchback” as a means of ordinary locomotion might he 
brought to perfection here. The lines could be “ in pleasant ]^aoes ” 
alongside of the high roads. 

Ilfracombe is described in some guide-books as “this fashionable 
watering-jplace.” Thank goodness, it is nothing of the sort ; at least 
not what I understand by l£.e term. But is a most delightful oountry- 
and-seaside place, of wmch and of onr party more in my next. 

“Eutglajo) as he is Lived.” — Jack L^tventrmr has achieved 
great success in Paris, no doubt on account of the very faithful 
picture the drama affords of London life. The Head of the PoHoe, 
“ Sir Stevem^^ (assisted by a detective with the tm^ British name 
of “ BoUnson Brown ”), takes five Acts and seven Talleaux before 
he can arrest However, all ends happily. is 


shot, the reputation of the Police is saved, and “ MoUnson Brown ” 
appropriatefy sings “ Ood save the Qaemr A programme, printed 
inHnglish, is presented to the sons and daughters of Albion, which 
declares “that this perfectly moral conclnaion cannot fail to satisfy 
the most difficult or critical spectator.” Under these ciroumstaiLGeB 
it is unnecessary to exclaim, “ Oh, shocking ! ” 





“Confound it ' ThosTe Giels weee LAmnim as I went by I Wonder if I 'ye got a /S^nfur on uf Nose, or something 1” 

“TiENS ! TIENS ! CES DEMOISELLES QXJI RIEJ^T QTJAND JE PASSE ! EvIDEMMENT ELLES TROUVENT QUE JE NE SUIS PAS TEOP MAL 1” 

[TTte Young Ladies are laughing at the antics of a Poodle in the middle distance. 


FACE TO FACE ! 

Or, TThat the well-meaning Workman thinks of it. 

Yes, liere we are, Sir, face to face ; that 
hearty, 

And may to mutual uudersitauding lead. 

I ’m no fierce Eed, and would not he a party 

To rufdan violence or rascal greed. 

Since here we stand, no Middleman between 
us, 

I ’U tell you what I think, if you will hear. 

If circumstances so had oftener seen us, 

Perhaps things might not have gone so precious 
queer. 

The Agitator, Sir, and the Contractor, 

Both Middlemen, though of a different sort. 

Have filled too much the stage on which I *m 
actois — 

"What ’s death to me, to them sometimes is 
sport. 

Mean well, some of ^em, that is very probable, 

— I *ve not a word to say ’gainst such as 
Bimsrs ; 

But whilst us chaps are gullible or robbable. 

Middlemen at our cost serve their turns. 

Bat here we’re our own spokesmen. Well, 
Sir, plainly. 

Saving your presence, this is a smart place ; 

I ’m roughly togged, and just a bit ungainly, 

And my old woman cannot boast the grace 

Of your good lady. Days all scant-paid 
labour 

Don’t lend themselves to decoration. Ko ! 

Toil is our lot, and poverty pur neighbour ; 

In short, Sir, you rank high, and we range 
low. 


Tet, if loe strike, it ends in the upsetting 

Of— may I call it so ? — your kettle o’ fish. 

Your son, there, smart of rig and fond o’ 
betting. 

Your daughter, knowing no ungranted 
wish, 

Feel the pinch presently, and promptly 
grumble 

At what I dessay they declare our cheek ; 

Ten thousand quid a year would like to 
humble 

The impudence of thirty bob a week. 

Natural, very ! But oonsarning Wages ; — 

You’d fix ’em, what you think you can 
afford, 

And yet keep carriages, and nags, and pages. 

Whilst we must share the leavings. While 
Wealth’s hoard 

Is so divided there wOl still be ructions ; 

Your sort will think you ’re bound to cut a 
dash, 

Our sort will yield to Socialist seductions ; 

Our claims run counter, and our interests 
clash. 

Do you twig. Governor P What you can 
make out of us, 

Fair and square make, is fair and square 
your own ; 

But sweating us, the huge unordered rout of 
us, 

Bagging the meat and leaving us the bone, 

That won’t work noways, not for long 
together. 

We must have living wages ; after that 

You ’re welcome to your finery, every feather. 

I ’d put it civil, Sir, but plain and pat. 


Fact is, you think yoxu’ Luxuries necessary. 
Whilst our Necessities must be trimmed 
and docked 

To fit the wants you fancy cannot vary. 

And when we cut up rough, why then 
you’re shocked. 

If you must have your thousands ten or 
twenty, 

An extra bob for us you cannot spare : 

We think we ’d get enough, and you keep 
plenty. 

If only you’d divide a bit more fair. 

Strikes ? Yes, they ’re bad enough ; and 
where there ’s shindy 

There *s always babbling fools and rowdy 
. knaves. 

Between the Sweaters and the Spouters windy 
We suffer, and our wives. What Justice 
craves 

Is that our true Necessities, reckoned fairly. 
Should have a chance against your Luxuries. 

Then you, and us, and Trade would all gain 
rarely. 

Despite Greed’s tricks and Agitators’ lies. 


Steanded.— It appears that the unpaved 
Strand remains impassable, because the mem- 
bers of the local Yestry cannot obtain (strange 
to say) the necessary blocks. The way out 
of the difficulty, however, is obvious. Let 
them lay their heads together, and then there 
will be no difficulty in obtaining wood. 


UimEE “Sealed” Obdees.— Latest Ad- 
vices to the North Pacific Squadron. 
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WHAT MR. PUNCH’S MOON SAW. 

rWENTT-SECOND ETENDTG. 

“ I WAS up quite early the otter day ! ” said the Moou, 
“ so early, indeed, that the Sun tad not tegun to cool 
down, and it was really painful to see tow warm te tad 
made timself . I must say, for my own part, that I do 
not consider suet unnecessary exertion as te takes at all 
dignified or m good taste, and i£ I found myself unatle 
to do my shining without overheating myself, I should 
make way for some luminary who was more equal to the 
work. However, I am the last person to obtrude myself, 
and, as he seemed determined to go on with the thing, I 
had nothing to do hut look on and wait until it pleased 
him to retire. There was not much doing amongst you 
men that afternoon; at least, everything seemed quiet 
and sleepy about the old ruined Castle, which I have 
known in the days when it was strong and splendid. 
Just ;then the custodian of the small museum in the 
keep was dozing in the heat amongst the battered Saxon 
skulls, the rusty and raprged shirts of mail, and tracings 
of mediseval brasses whicn decorated the walls : outside 
stood an easel, with a sketch of the ruins, all out of 
perspective, but the painter sprawled on a bench in the 
shade, asleep, too. I looked down into the old tilt-yard. 
The only living things to be seen there were a stately 
Stork and a grey Grull. The Stork paced up and down 
slowly, absorbed in profound meditation : now and then 
he was obliged to stop and stand on one leg to recover 
the thread of his ideas. Por a time I thought it must 
be some mathematical problem that te was endeavouring 
to solve, but at last I discovered that he was^ really 
trying to hit upon some means of getting rid of the Gull’s 
society without hurting his feelings, for te was a con- 
siderate old Stork. The GuUj meanwhile, either did not, 
or would not, perceive that it was in the way ; it kept 
pace with the Stork with an affectation of being on a 
footing of perfect equaUty and familiarity, which was 
most offensive. 

“ But what especially annoyed the Stork was that 
this iutrusiveness of the Gull’s was! not even disin- 
terested. The Gull really admired the Stork, and was 
glad to be seen about with him ; I believe it even imagined 
that it might he taken for a distant relation of the 
Stork family, if not for a Stork itself, hut that was uot 
its main motive in keeping so near. It had found out 
that the Stork was particularly quick at detecting worms 
and slugs, and so it kept between his legs until he 
aimed Ms beak at anything, when the (Ml stepped 
nimbly in and intercepted the prey. 

“ At last the Stork, worried, hut always patient, pre- 
tended to have given up feeding for the day, and relapsed 
into a reverie, until the Gull, becoming completely off 
its guard, sat down and went to sleep in the bigger 
bird’s shadow. The Stork watched it cautiously out of 
one eye, to make sure that it really was dozing, and 
then sneaked off, picking his way discreetly on tiptoe, 
till he considered he was out of hearing, when he fairly 
scuttled to a spot where hetibought he would be safe 
from persecution. Presently the (fall, missing the shade, 
woke up and realised the position. In a moment it was 
on its feet, and came pattering after the Stork, looking 
so smugly persuaded that its tall friend could not possibly 
exist withont its companionship— so fat and fassy and 
perky, that I am sure if I had been the Stork I should 
have driven my hill ri^ht through its plump grey back. 
But the Stork was too high -principled for that. He cast 
one disgusted look at his tormentor, and then seemed to 
he invoking a philosophical resignation— the (full was 
his fate ; he could never hope to escape from it, never I 
But at least he could ignore it. When I last looked, the 
Stork had hit upon a mild and gentlemanly form of 
revenge, in striking at whoUy imaginary grubs, and 
qnietly enjoying the^ GnB’s discomfiture. Perhaps he 
hoped to tire it out in time— but there I fear he was 
mistaken. 

“ I fancy,” added the Moon, “that I have observed 
some human companionships which were very much on 
the same footing.” 


Assuredit.— A book has been recently published, 
showing how a quarter of a million of money was lost 
‘ m two years.” This seems like a misprint. Surely it 
should be “ wifh two ears ” — lon g ones 1 



THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

Ncroous Inmlkh ”Ah, my dear Fellow, thIvS is one of the worst 
Attacks I ever had ! ” 

Sympaihetic Frmid. "Yes, Old Man— I sincerely hope it will be the 
Last / Good-bye ! ” 


OUE EOOKING-OFFICE. 


Induced by the parai 
tried it, and came to f 


pMc praise bestowed on Through Green Glasses^ I 
conclusion long before I arrived at the end of the 
book, that some of the humour might pos- 
sibly be enjoyable, if short extracts were 
read alond to me by a rollicking Irishman. 
There being no Irishman, rollicking or un- 
xollicking, at hand, I put down the book, 
and cheered my drooping spirits by recalling 
the fun of Charles O'Malley^ Jack JJinton, 
and the rest of (hat family. Then I tried 
From the Green Bag, by the same Author, 
and couldn’t get a si^e out of it. I have 
an old-fashioned prejudice against treating 
scriptural subjects in a comical vein. It is 
such very cheap wit; and I found in Mr. 
Allen’s attempt at telling the history of 
Nebt7GHAdnezza:r in commonplace doggerd, 
nothing either in rhyme or humour which 
could excuse the Author’s selection of a story 
from the Old Testament as his theme for 
comic versification. Had the irreverent 
Beverend Thomas Barham chosen to versify 
such a theme, at all events the ingennity of 
hia rhymes and his inimitable humour would, 

. to a certaiu extent, have condoned an offence, 
which, as a matter of fact, seeing that he 
confined himself to legendary lore, it is 
most unlikely he would have committed. However, Green Glasses and Green 
Bag have their rapturously gushing admirers, among whom, fortunately or 
unfortunately (perhaps I may be “colour-hliad” with regard to “green”). 



An Arrangement in Green. 


cannot he reckoned 


The Baron de Booh-Worms. 
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I’ROM THE MERRY MOORS. 

Being a few Notes on the First” contributed by our own Special 
Chokebore Eejporter, 

You asked me, if 1 chanced to get an invite to any “ shooting ” for 
the First to let you know, and post you up in the results, w ell, I 
did,— and here you are. The thirtieth 
having arrived without any invitation, 
J-\ j I had just given up the idea as hopeless, 

1 I when the evening’s delivery brought me 
} a* pressing letter from a 

V ^ sporting friend who had rented 30,000 

\ . A I'i acres, or 3000 acres, — or, could it have 

1(1 s '['II keen 3 acres ?— m the Midlands, for the 

\|i purpose, as he expressed it, of getting 

A i ^ V n **- “ downright good blaze bang into the 

v\\vJ|v) 'V |i'\! middle of the partridges,”— (on second 

I 0 1 ' thoughts I fancy it must have been more 

I ^ acres), — asking me to put in an 

appearance for the First, and telling me 
in the most generous manner in the 
world to bring a friend or two with 

“I can put them up,” he'added^ 

* " ^ graciously. “ I want to make a good 

show of guns, and surprise the county. Mind you bring your dogs 
with you.” 

I accepted, and took down with me a Bulgarian Count and an 
Indian Chief, whom I happened to have staying with me. I fancy 
my sporting friend was new to the work of entertaining a shooting 
party, for when we assembled on the lawn after breakfast we made 
127 of us, all told. He appeared to have written to aU his 
friends, and to have told them, as he had told me, to bring a 
ffmnd or two with them, a privilege of which they seemed to have 
taken the fullest advantage ; though they all scowled angrily at each 
other, evidently regarding the presence there of any others besides 


themselves as an unwarrantable intrusion that must have resulted 
from some ^oss miscalculation or mistake. The head-keeper, abso- 
lutely declining to arrange what he very truly described as a “ whole 
regiment.” my sporting host had pohtely to dismiss the bulk of his 
guests. This led to a riot, and a lot of them, in a furious ill- 
humour, separated all over the grounds, blazing away in all 
directions, and knocking over anything, from farm poultry down- 
wards, they happened to come across. Talking of ‘ * knocking over ” 
brings me to my own weapon, in securing which, not being a 
sportsman myself, 1 battered myself 1 had made rather a bnd. 
I got it from an advertisement, which I subjoin. It ran as 
follows ; — 

B ake sportsman’s OPPOKTUNITT.’-A double-barrelled big game 
fowhng-piece to be disposed of. Was made for an Indian Rajah, but 
returned on ac count of its proving too powertul a weapon for elephant chasing. 
Splendid spreader. "Will carry a six-ounce bullet, or may be loaded with a 
small flower-pot. 

I lost no time in securing this, as it struck me with its ‘‘spreading ” 
powers, it was just the sort of gun for a beginner. The Bulgarian 
Count, too, seemed well provided for sport, for he took with him his 
chalgzar^ or native mountain blunderbuss, a formidable-looking 
weapon that has to be fired from a large iron tripod stand, and will, 
I fancy, much surprise and annoy the other “ guns ” told ofi to shoot 
with him in his batch. The Indian Chief, on the other hand, simply 
; armed himself with his chilLxwallah^ a sort of boomerang, with which 
he expressed every confidence he would be able to knock over a 
partridge without killing the dogs. Talking of dogs reminds me 
I that I mnst not forget to mention that, having^ no sporting dogs of 
i my own, and not knowing where to find any in a hurry, I closed 
with a bargain, and at the last moment purchased three black 
poodles, which, however, the vendor assured me were “up to any- 
thing,” and would easily pick up both pointer’s and setter’s 
business, and understand being shot over in no time. Thus equipped, 
I presented myself at my sporting host’s place, and found myself, 
as I have already stated, the next morning after breakfast, one of the 
remnant of the 127 guns left waiting on the lawn to begin the day’s 
sport. And I will here just jot down my notes of the day’s pro- 
ceedings, taken on the spot at the moment. 

10 A. M.— Some commotion caused by the Indian Chief having 
tried his chilUwalldh on a peacock in an adjacent field, and hit it. 
He had taken it for a partridge. I have explained the difference to 
him, and he has promised not to let fiy at anything again until 
I give him the word. Head-keeper still very grumpy. At last 
our set is made up, and consists of myself, my host, my Bulgarian 
friend, the Indian Chief, two Dukes, a Baronet, and a couple of 
other guns, and we all set out in charge of a keeper, and begin a 
heavy trudge through a rich damp turnip-field, the mould of which 
elmgs to our boots and gets over our ancles in a way to render 
locomotion difficult and laborious. Still we toil on, but there ’s not 
a bird to be seen. I ask the keeper jocularly what he thinks has 
become of them. He shakes his head ominously, and says he doesn’t 
suppose the recent had weather has left a single brace anywhere; 
but if it has, and we do come across them, we may depend upon it they 
will be so wild that they ’ll give us some trouble to get near them. 

Noon. — Am afraid the keeper is right. Here have we been creeping 
over wet turnips in a high wind and pelting rain (the day has turned 
out hopelessly wet) for the last two hours, and not a winged 
creature of auv kind has presented itself to our expectant gnus. 
Halloa, though! What’s this? A chance at last! There’s 
something coming out of that hedge. Bang! Bang! To the right 
and left. We all fire. The Bulgarian Count’s mountain hlnndcr- 
bnsB has kicked and knocked him over backwards. My fowling-piece 
has certainly gone off. hut it has stunned my shoulder. But dear 
me! what’s this? The keeper limping towards me holding up Ms 
hand ? I’m afraid that, owing to that confounded spreading shot 
of mine, I Lave bit him in the leg. I have ! And the covey ? Have 
we bagged any ? No. There were only three of them, but there 
they go away over yonder field. The Indian CMef has followed 
them, clearing the hedee at a rush with a wild yeU, but he won’t 
catch them up. The Dukes are swearing quietly to themselves at 
the general character of the day’s sport, wMch they pronounce to he 
“mere swindling,’] Our host intervenes and proposes lunch. We 
second the proposition, and fall to. 

3 T.M.— Still blowing half a gale, and pelting oats and dogs. 
Excellent champagne at luncheon though, and an;^ow one can keep 
out the rain witn wMskey. Have another p^lass ? Certainly. Drink 
host’s jolly good health. Also old Bulgarian Count’s, and Chiefs. 
Here’s the same, too, to the two Dukes, and the keeper. Here’s 
health to his leg— and many of ’em! What? time to he on the 
move? All right, then. Forward! Just one more glass wMskey, 
to put me on my footing legs. Thanks. Strange, the ground seems 
shifting under one, ’Spose it’s the weather. Halloa! What’s 
tMs? More birds? Here goes to blaze into ’em. What? Shota 
couple of dogs that time, did I? Well, come, that’s better than 
nothmg ! Two of my own poodles, were they ? Well, it wiU teach 
’em not to get in the way, and be shot over properly another time. 
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Just one more glass whiskey ? Thanks. Think I ’U go home now. Wish ground would 
keep steady. Bag might have keen bigger. One cheeper between nine of us. Not much 
that. Still, might have been less. Better luck to-morrow. That ’s my motto. Better luck 
t’morrow. Good night for the present. That’s t’ say — Good nigh ! 

My “ random ” notes end abruptly as above, but an official account of the day’s proceed- 
ings, given in the sporting column of a local paper, which I subjoin herewith, may interest 
you. Here it is : — 

“Muoglesworxh, Midlandshire. — These grounds were shot over yesterday by a party of nine, 
including the Dukes of Bolchester and Banqovbr, and a couple of distioguislied foreign celebrities. 
Owing to the frightful state of the weather, scent was so bad and birds so wild and scarce, that the 
whole day’s sport only made up a bag of one oheepei*, two hedge-sparrows, a yellow-hammer, two 
poodles, and a keeper. No disease, but the prospect for to-morrow is not encouraging.” 

If I have any further news, you shall have it next week. 

FAREWELL TO THE FOREST. 

By a Modem Beviewer, 

Babe WELL ! The wind is singing o’er the Larks sing the same old songs, lamhs the 
downs, same capers 

Just as it sang the year that William Cut on the turf unchanged since Adam’s 
landed, ^ fall ; 

And the great, simple landscape smiles and The world-old sun is veil’d with the same 


frowns, [candid ; 

Smiles when it datters, frowns when it is 


vapours ; 

Storms that to-day the vicar’s wife appal 


iifiifi lb 








heads, 

Too fair for such a mau-abandon’d lot, 
Bor on the meanest of them Science sheds 
Her Messing, in a pet-name polyglot ; 


Revel within on ’ologies and botany. 

BareweU ! I go to life, and life’s sensations ; 
Police-courts, politics, tight-hats, and boots; 


FISH OUT OF WATER. 

Do fish feel ? Well, being vertebrate 
animals, they possess nerves of sensation, 
although, as they are cold-blooded creatures, 
it may be rather low. But, if you scotch 
them, do they not sguirm, if you prick them 
do they not fiinch, when you hook them 
don’t they wriggle ? 

Lord Bybon was a hard, and not a natu- 
ralist, but speaking of Izaab Walton, he 





With moisten’d finger History turns its page, Sounded the same to prehistoric man, I 

Nature alone remains behind the age. | Who to the nearest cave for shelter ran. | 

kindle their too 

The leaves o? spring in autumn 

Nature is stiil the same, while all 

h ^ Bmd some ^ew^thing each day 

jf iiiltir seasons, and the stars | 

Would^take a hmt from^ any even- 

There is ^^a ^wbite^-throaBs nest I 

' Could I hu^reach, I ’a tear it out 

VJI t ^ j ^ It^almost makes a Light of 

I'JU . jl To tMnS^how, since ^ the white- 

^ ijilf I’ i !ji^ I 'jf, I® s^s, ^ and leaves 

'■ ^ I iilii ilji dusty road the sun shines 

^ ^appled shade how 
f s^-fieck’d stream is 
the^ tMek-leaded bulrush, 
Nods^ '^dly to the unresponsive 
■; ; 1 ' Justus h would if I had been a 

Here the tall grasses wave their gracious 1 While children, if by that time we have got 


said : — “ That quaint old cruel coxcomb in his 
gullet should have a trout, with a small hook 
to pull it.” That would have made Walton 
feel ; but Walton was no fish, and we can’t 
quite argue from the angler to the trout. 

Eels are commonly skhoned alive. Lobsters, 
too, boiled before being kfiled, probably sus- 
tain some inconvenience. Whetner or no both 
suffer much or little, might they not at least 
he allowed the benefit of the doubt P 

Mr. Lawrence Hamilton, M.R.C.S., in a 
contribution to the Lancet, avers that fish, 
transported from the fisheries to the markets 
by sea- carriage, packed in “ fish-irunks,” are 
subjected in the meanwhile to starvation, and 
get infested with parasites and bacteria. Bish- 
eaters, make a note of that. They undergo 
“ the horrors of the middle passa0:e.’’ Hunger 
makes cannibals of them, particularly cod- 
fish, which have t9 be tied in the “welled 
boats ” by their tails to prevent them from 
eating one another. 

Diseased fish, diseased food. That they 
are sensitive creatures non sequitur ; hut that 
they do feel, and that perhaps acutely, the 
pangs of being starved, and smothered, and 

j : • 1 


-L j . -s jrwAiue-uuuxiis, uuiiwos, i;ia-in.-naxi8, anu DOOts; 

The glorious racket of the Railway stations, 

Till n-nA 1 Toises mau above the brutes ; 

Till Science rages, and will not be pacified. leaving you, my molecules wax warm 

Why, little wantons, will ye not develop T’wards yours, although in vegetable form, 

BJsrgSsKrJtoZafSr"'' r*” *■«. 

Worthy of those who in the race’s youth t forget-me-nots; s^-latticed Mne 

■Spent their spare time, ’mid stratagems and ^ ® T j 

treasons, ^ ^ outa-tasciuo anu month’s Half-a-orown Advanced 

Wea^g daboWte myths about the seasons, may ^T^ws distil the uriuter’s ink. 

Poor foundlings, crooning your untaught Te Inform your plasm, and lead you on to fninlr. 
Deum, 

I love you e’en in your neglected state, — ’ 

I ^am to store you in a vast museum, “Hayti in the Shade,”— D uring the 

Baimmg your slattern mother from the gate, intense heat of her periodical revolutions. 


^ a. jrvu. 17 tujL XU ucgxcuiicu tsi^ate, 

. ^am to store you m a vast museum, 
Banning your dattem mother from the gate. 


name and the aim of that excellent institution 
the Royal Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals be extended sufficiently 
to include under its merciful guardianship 
the floating population of Billingsgate ? 

YERY INGENIOUS! 

Scene— Corner of a Street, Might, 

Intelligent Constable and Respectable Per- 
son discovered near Police Pillar Signal, 

Pespectahle Person, Marvellous ! And 
so I can send a message to your station-house 
at any time by telephone ? 

Intelligent Constable, Yes, Sir, hut to pre- 
vent false alarms, the box is so constructed 
that the private key with which we sup-^ly 
citizens will not come out until the Pohoe 
come with theirs to liberate it. [Smiling,) 
So he careful, Sir, how you summon us, or 
you will get yourself into trouble. 

P,P, [smiling). Be sure I wDl use my privi- 
lege discreetly. I will detain you no longer, 
I, C, [touching his helmet). Good-night, 
Sir. [JExit on his heat, 

P. P, At last alone ! Now to my plan ! 
[Opens Signal-hox and speaks through tele- 
phone,) A fire— send all your men to Isling- 
ton. [Leaves key in box,) And now, I nmsi 
to Pentonville! (Throws off his disguise,) 
Thus triumphs Hawkshaw the Burglar ! 

\_Exit to burgle. Curtain, 


icf* KOTICS— Sejeoted CommmicatioaB or Contributioas, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoription, wUl 
m no case l3o returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception, 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

“ Tres volontiers,” repartit le demon. Yous aimez les tableaux ciiangeans : je veux yous contenter.” 

Le Diahh Boiieiu* 

llXt '"'T— ^ 

Night once again, dusk nn- .a ,, ^ 

revealing night, ; V 

Which, like Mokanna’s veil, V ‘ 

TTithdraws from sight ‘ l! ^ C „.r 

The city’s foulest features, ^ ® 4 ; V -.v^ i ' Vv' 

Aveil trans^arenttoourwan- - ^ 

“How* Iroll the universal \i ^ 

So my guide whispered keenly. 

‘ ‘ W ealth, W ork, W age ! ^ 1 Je ’ * ‘ 

These sum the salient ques- ^ ^ ’,5 

To fix their rigl^ relations ' S' 

Puzzles the pun^ts self- 

In ^ the esoteric mysteries S ' V 

“Study the problem here, ' 

Mend.” Overhead ^ 

Lush roses like a sky of crim- " A )v ‘ ^ 

Starred^ with the snowy ^ ^ / f ' \ 

sweetness ‘ 

Of stephanotis blooms ; bright hues and balm [ “ Toil and self-sacrifice,” my Mentor said, 






.G 






“The great Wage Q,uestion,” quoth my quiet 
guide, 

‘ ‘ Confronts a hurried age on every side, 

I offer no solution. 

Showman, and not Philosopher, am I. 

Judge you ’twixt radiant Rascality 
And ruthless Retribution ! ” 

(To he contimeed.) 

The MxTEitUE of the Shell.— Prom the ; 
“Consular Reports” it appears that a com- 
pletely new trade has been lately developed 
in South-Eastern Europe through the ex~ 
portation of eggs. If the Reports had called 
attention to the emportation of shells, they 
would, under existing circumstances, have 
been nearer the mark. It is the foreign 
fowling-piece, and not the home-bred fowl, 
that is likely to cause some startling develop- 
ments in the trade of South-Eastern Europe. 

LOVE i LA MODE. 


The moonlight ’s on the sea, and on her hair ; 
She is a real beauty ! How they ’d stare, 

The boys, iO I brought home a wife— but there. 
What bosh it is to think of love and 


Lend to long vistas green of fern and palm 
Yoluptuous completeness. 


A hard-faced man, yet virith the ea?er eyes ^ ^ ^^^ad hrovr’s beneath th 
Of elderly love-fever, stoops and tries But the wild wrath of genins in dei 

To snatch a hand unwilhng. . jg difficult to hridlA 

Incarnate calculation looks the chnrl, ^ ciimcnit to bnUie. 

Yet with blind passion for that shrinking girl “ He had the inoommunicahle gift, 
His every pulse seems thrilling. Invention. Shrewd self-seeking 


And she is poor in all save beauty’s dower, 
And he a cockney Croesus. Hanae’s shower 
Such wooing symbolises. 


And ESr^dS^t' perforce must 


And chill indifierence meeting 
lusnoh an artificial Paradise, 

Present a pregnant picture. Art— with eyes— 
Might fix the lesson fleeting. 


In yonder book-lined chamber sits a scribe, 
An honest soul, gold would not buy or bribe 
His pen alert and sprightly. 


‘ Snch are poor Beauty’s Wages ! ” 
I cried, 


n..Bhis\sdr4&'SSi';; “ •’» >«»» 

■■ Wft h.. K WTO, «.d 


Wealth has he, wide-spread power, and q;Q another in the social press, 

■vr -D i3,i^enown, . _ And miss the glittering guerdon.”- 

'S. . tti. 

f^^Ll To see a radiant brow, a golden head 


’Tis a thing of 


The scene changed swiftly, ’Tis a tb 
dread 

To see a radiant brow, a golden head 
Bowed beneath sorrow’s burden. 


it -TT ». ** VJJLCUJJ.UCX — Ofii-u. ov oau. a. xcbuc ; 

Her ^ter MW, ohald of the same light sire, So grim a skeleton ’midst so much grace ! 
h inds other Wages ; hers ^e starveling hire Rattib amidst the roses 

•Ur.L >> a’ labour. Shows bravely ; but alone, at dead of night ! 

^ ^ ■Wtat spectral presence onher shrinking sight 


So gay a chamber— and so sad a face ! 

So grim a skeleton ’midst so much grace ! 
Rattab amidst the roses 


The sort of den where Toil plods on in gloom, 
With Poverty for neighbonr. 

So dingy-draped, dim-Hghted, coldly neat, 
The solitary rosebud looks less sweet 
Set on that work-piled table. 


±ne so^oi qen wnere loii pmas on m gloom, I^g warning shape discloses ? 

With Poverty for neighbonr. ^ ^ 

These be Aer Wages! Honey hers and milk, 
^ dingy-draped, dim-Hghted, coldly neat, In passion’s promised land, poor thing of silk ; 
The soHtary rosebud looks less sweet But solitude’s revealmgs, 

Set on that work-piled table. Amidst the fripperies of her flaunting state, 

Sedulous stitchery scarce competes with smiles Show that, though crowned with flowers, 
Erom prettsr Hps, or semi-wanton wiles, — stone-lipped Fate 

Save in dull moral fable* Is deadly in its dealings. 


“ Seek their small stipend here. And, over- 
head, 

Talent is sitting — idle. [hair. 

See ! A broad brow’s beneath that matted 
But the wHd wrath of genius in despair 
Is difficult to bridle. 


Invention. Shrewd self-seeKing, cautions 
thrift 

Capricious Fate omitted. 

Our Croesns yonder sucked his brain, and here 




-.j - - beer, 

All lesser lows Wen from the field. Unmarked, unpaid, unpitied. 

So Fortune deals her prizes. “ ‘ Strange, most unjust ’ ? Grood friend, the 

“ A Bendemeer in Babylon, is it not ? ” cold^ttStfar^anv and the euilt 

Chuckled my strange conductor. “Passion health’s conSiencVhght^^ 


“Draw near, and over his bowed shoulder 
m ij look, [book. 

j.rue, ‘ who' Succeed? The uame of his new 
. , Run down the lines and ponder. j 


marriage ; She’d want a house, 

S we ’ll say in Grros- 
venor Place, 

Ascot and G-oodwood, 
one must go the 
pace, 

And such a fashion- 
able lady’s face 
Must smile upon the 
world from out a 

The moonlight’s on 
the sea, I know 
each word 

That trembles on his lips, as though I heard 
Their passionate utterance. Is tbe thought 
absurd, 

That we two could join bauds and live 
together, 

Through all the coming years, a peaceful life, 
As happy husbaud and contented wife, 
Disdaining all the wild world’s ceaseless 
strife ? 

Love would find blue skies e’en in stormy 
weather. 

Hje. 

The moonlight ’s on the sea. I feel, by Jove, 
That what those poet- Johnnies have called 
Love, 

Does stir one’s heart, I think if she would 
move, [over : 

And look at me once more, all would be 
Yet, after aU, where would one’s freedom he ? 
While my amount of yearly £ s. d. 

Would not suffice, that’s clear, for her 
and me ; 

And wild oats seem uncommonly Hke 
clover. 

She. 

The moonHght ’s on the sea. What idle tales 
The poets tell of moonHght. What avails 
My love and his?— for love in these days 
fails, ^ [one ^erdon. 

Though girls would risk it to gam love’s 
He thinks that I want diamonds ; and I, 
Who for his sake and love’s would gladly die, 
Enow that between us must for ever He 
His coward fear lest life should prove a 
hurdcm 

“OHUHCHr” Tendencies of the Pbimb 
Minister.— W hy, of course, hasn’t he just 
provided the very Cabinet with a Chaplin ? 


VOL. xcvn. 
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eight companies, colour party, and an adjutant — aU en regie, Alas! 
UEN-BYE '' AS IT IS. the colonel down to the adjutant are phantoms of the imaginatmn, and 

the poor Band resemhles not a little a locomotiye engine which has 
(A Communication from the side of tha Bear Sea TFaves,) its attendant train. However, after two or three progresses in 

uW «a . ; « ,«k.p. tie see.. t»i™ 




j - - coppers ; but I rather fancy, from what I read in a local paper (price 

^ ^ C- 1 one halfpenny) that it is to have, before the Season closes, a two- 

" ^ /- S -s day benefit of some sort. Well, I hope the two-day benefit wiR be a 

success, for the poor, lone, melancholy regimental band without the 
regiment is a very good one. n xv j. 

And this reminds me that one of the great attractions or the tOTm 
is the local halfpenny paper, which is sometimes distributed gratui- 
tously. It is not a large sheet, but it contains a mass of valuaWe 
information. We have, for instance, the band programme, the 
railway time-table, and the announcement of any such wild dissipa- 
tion as a flower-show held in the Town Hall, or a performance of Miss 
Rose ’s excellent Theatrical Company in the Assembly Rooms. The 
latest news outside our immediate neighbourhood is certainly rather 
condensed. As an example, were the Autocrat of the Great North 
to be assassinated at St.^ Petersburg, our paper would, I fancy, 
announce the rather startling intelligence briefly, — “ Czan was luur- 
dered this morning, while devoting a ten-line paragraph to the 
graphic description of an accident to a local goat- chaise.^ Well, we 
are perfectly satisfied with this distribution of intelligence, for 
wt, urni+firr- while we are here I fancy we take greater interest inlocal goat-chaises 

Entertainers lioth CiTil and MiUtaij. ^ ^ Eussia, however they may be murdered. 

of the spot is the Band. It is amflitary band; not an imitation, like I have incidentally mentioned Miss Rose’s theatrical company, 
“Somebody’s Heavy Infantry,” but a real reflation regimental which I have truthfully described as a very good one. It consists 
band. Caps, badges, ^pipmg-trimmed tunics, sword-belts — everything of a large number of ladies and gentlemen, many of whom iK^y, 
complete. I am not sure how it got here. In the morning it seems to must have only recently adopted the Stage as a professmn. Wnen 
feel the want of the battalion very deeply, and marches through the this company visits ns, we have a very varied progrannne. On Monday, 
town as if it were followed by a colonel, two majors, sergeant-major, for instance, we are introduced to a startling melodrama with some 
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sucli titie as The Band of Blood; on Tuesday, Hamlet; Wednesday, 
^^0 pieces) Cox and Box, and A Sheep in WoWs Clothing; 
ximr^e.Y', The Rivals; FiidB.j, London Assurance; and Saturday, we 
return to our old love fa sure draw), The Band of Blood, Thus the 
ladies and gentlemen of the company have plenty of practice, and if 
(let us sa^ Mr (3 -arbick Macreadt Roscius is not quite in his 
element as Sir Ralph Rathven, the wicked baronet in the melo- 
drama, he often has a chance, before he is many days older, of 
making a very favourable inapression as Box. 

There are other distractions. We have Excursions in a drag 
(shilling there and back — children half-price) to a very popular ruin, 
where one can look at the remains of a churchyard washed away by 
the sea, and exchange courtesies with the friendly sheep of a vener- 
able caretaker, and (once a year) we have a Regatta. Ihis Season the 


Regatta would have been a stupendous success (we had enough flags 
to have paved Cheapside) had not a dead heat between two rival crews 
led to a Contest on land, which was not included in the programme, 
and which was even more exciting than the contest on water. 

Then our visitors are most delightful. We have Harry without 
his “h,”and Emily with a supplementary aajiirate. ’Abet wears 
white flannel trousers, and Hemilt a cricketing cap that bursts 
into blossom just over the peak. Their conversation proves them 
both to belong to what the Lodginghouse-keepers call “the ’igher 
classes.” 

And this reference to the Lodginghouse-keepers reminds me that 
perhaps the most startling thing in the whole place is the price 
asked for apartments. But here I am obliged to stop (or rather go), as 
my legs will insist upon hurrying me off to the railway station I 
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NO LIBEL. 

POKTEAIT OF A RECENT BaKE-FAOED ImPOSTOK. 


DEVONIAN PERIOD. 


satisfaction I have noticed several little ones give these well-inteiLtioned 
hut officious amateur Apostles a decided and unexpected snubbing. 

The amusements are of such a simple kind as give much nleasure 
to those who come to Ilfracombe to enjoy everything out oi doors, 
and who, being contented with rides, dnves, and walks, avoid hot 
rooms, crowds, music-haUs, and theatres, 

“ The country is simply too beautiful for anything: I ” exelahns 
Miss Beondesly, “ Why it’s quite an iasult to call it a miniature 
Switzerland,” she says, going of into a wild laugh at the idea. 

“It isn’t Switzerland at aU,” complains Copley Markham: “I 
wish it were.” And he suddenly jerks out his watch and consults it 
gravely, as if considering whether he would just have time to catch 
the next train to Switzerland or not. 

“Splendid ferns everywhere,” says Miss 1^’etley, who is seldom 
out without an 

Ltit ’ The WMFem Gatherer. 

handle. It digs up roots, opens gates— and it ’s no end serviceable.” 

Young Skrymmager is full of useful information. He has recently 
passed an examination for something or other, but happening to 
arrive m the first three, and there being, unfortunately, only two 
vacancies, he finds himself temporarily cast adrift, literally crammed 
with stores of useful knowledge, which he takes every opportunity 
' of distributing in small parcels, so to speak, to his friends, on every 
possible opportunity. I suppose it is owmg to his having been so 
long and closely engaged in study that he is now so restless as to 




K uc-vwiNi^iN rcrxiv/ur. closely engaged in study that he is now so restless as to 

Advantages — Per Contra — The Mountaineer'— Geology — Proposition i^e unable to sit still for more than five minutes together, -even at 
— Wasp — Excursion — Watermouth — Entertainments — Torres meals. He is politeness itself. “Let me hand this,” he says to 
Walks^Ea^porihs — Sunset. Our Mrs, Cook, jumping up from his seat suddenly, and seizmg a 

Ilfracombe is decidedly not a fashionable watering-place. By dish of hot potatoes. Whereat, of course, Miss Brondbsly gives a 
“fashionable” I understand such places as Eastbourne, Brighton, little scream, and exclaims, “Oh, that Haery Skrymmager ! He’s 
Folkestone, Hyde, Cowes, Dieppe, TrouviHe, Deauville, and so on g.uite like a whirlwiod ! ” and then she is shaken with one of her 
where Society rings the changes on costumes^ and lives Town life irresistible laughing fits at the absurdly striking resemblance which 
with additional excitements, and under invigorating climatic young Skeymmagee, politely handing a dish of potatoes, must 


tely the meal is over Skeymmager draws his w^on, 


infiuences. If there be a beach, sands, and a pier, then there are evidently bear to a whirlwind. 

the inevitable niggers. Aunt Sallies, and all the stale tomfooleries of Immediately the meal is over Skeymmager draws his weapon, 
the Derby Day. Of course, there is the usual treadmill promenade, takes a stick, puts on his hat and asks, “ How who ’s for Score Woods 
and the tall hat and gloves show for Church Parade on Sunday. and for fern-collecting ? then on to Lee, and perhaps round by 
How from most of this Ilfracombe is free, with the exception of Morthoe and Woolacombe Sands, and so back to dinner r ” 
the traditional top-hat and shiny best coat of the highly-respeotable “ How far is that ? ” inquires the Poet, cautiously. 
bourgeoisie, on Sunday ; but these seem to be worn with a difference, “ Oh, no distance,” repE.es Harry Skeymmager, vaguely ; “but 
more out of respect to the day than for mere Vanity Fair’s sake ; it’s lovely country. There are Silurian rocks, and then there is that 
though, of course, being out in such complete smartness, Jack and red strata peculiar to the geological period called Devonian. Fancy 
Jill, and Jack ’sand Jill’s worthy parents and brothers and sisters elephants and lions having been all over the place.” Mrs. Cook, 
feel themselves bound to walk up Capstone HEl, just to shake off the locking up the biscuits in the sideboard, pauses in horror. Elephants 
drowsiness caused by the Bev. Peosee’s discourse, and to obtain and lions I When? Where ?— and to think of all the little Cookies 
a good appetite for the half-past one meal. about ? She had not caught exactly what Mr. Skeymmager was 

The curse ^ of Ilfracombe on Sunday is that uncompromising, un- saying, and supposed that the beasts had got loose out of a travelling 
charitable, intolerant Salvation Army, with its smug, stuck-up, menagerie, “ as they did once at least, so I have heard, somewhere 
howling fanatics, and its brazen-lunged and drum-banging band, in Eent,” she says ; “ and a lion came in at theldoor of a house where 
Their preachers, preaching only to Iheir own followers, are street three old maids fived, just as they were quietly at tea.” 
nuwances, and, on the rocks, where you would fain retire into “Oh,” says Skeymmager, meant thousands of years ago. 
soEtary communion with your best self, these ignorant, vulgar, con- There was a skeleton of a lion from here somewhere by Lynton, and 
ceited sectarians come ranting and roaring, to the utter discomfort of there ’s a pebbly beach right at the top of a hill, showing,” he 
all ^et, retiling contemplative persons.^ continues, dealing out a parcel or two from his useful-.-lmow- 

There m another occasional nuisance in orthodox imitation of the ledge stores, “that, at some time or other, aU. this was under sea, 
Salvationist system, and this is a service for chil^enon the rocks because yon ’ll find corals, encrinites, trilobites and sheUs, and the 
I ev^ monimg, patronised by a clergym^ of position. Their emis- discoveries in the Siluro-Carbonif erous interval are stiU more 
sanes ask Ettle children to join them in hymn-singing ; bnt, with interesting,” 
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“ Grood gracious, Mr. Skrtmmager! ” cries Miss Brondesly, gasp- 
ing as if her breath had been <iuite taken away by this sudden 
avalanche of information, “ what terrible things you are telling us ! ’’ 
And she glances round from one to the other in a playfully timid 
frightened manner, as she places her miniature pockethandkerchief 
to her 1ms as if to repress a coming shriek. 

But Harry Serymmager is in a generous humour, and he is 
going into further interesting details about “argillaceous slates, 
schistose grits, traces of quartz at Morthoe and manganese at Woola- 
combe Sands,” when Our Own Mr. Cook, says quietly, “I Ve arranged 
for you all to go down to Watermouth Caves on the sea-shore. 
There are two donkey-chairs coming, and a spare donkey for those 
who Hke to ‘ ride and tie,’ We start in half an hour<^ It ’s low tide 
at four, and just the day for the excursion.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Cook ! ” exclaims Miss BRomoESLY. “ Am I to go into 
a cave— into a dark, horrible cave— on the sea-shore, among the 
pirates and smugglers? Are there any smugglers ? Oh, my dear,” 
she turns appealingly to our hostess as Miss IS'eteey refuses to listen 
to her ; “ my dear ! aren’t you frightened ? ” and she flops down on 
the floor by Our Own Mrs. Cook’s chair, and buries her head in her 
hands as if in abject terror, laughing hysterically all the time. 
Our hostess takes her under her protection, murmuring soothingly, 
“Bear Jennie!” as she protests that, if there were anything 
terrible in the caves, her husband wouldn’t have arranged for any- 
one to go there, which is at once a common- sense and yet sympathetic 
view of the case 

“Oh!” exclaims the impulsive Miss Brondesly, kneeling up 
suddeidy, and folding her hands Mke a pretty nursery picture of 
“the little one at her mother’s knee,”— of wHch, perhaps, a glim- 
mering recollection occurs to her mind at this moment, — “I ’ll go 
wherever you go.” She says this with a little tremulous laugh, as she 
looks into Our Own Mrs, Cook’s quiet eyes. Then she smiles a smile j 
of such sweet and tender confidence that it would have softened even | 
the heart of Hubert^ if he had had to 
. . deal with Miss Brondesly instead of 

S little Prince Arthur— crc would have 
irritated him beyond all control, and 
made him do something desperate. 

“We may find some octopuses,” 
says Harry Skrymmager, in serious 
earnest, as he sharpens his knife on 
the leather sheath. 

Miss Jennie looks up and pouts, as 
if begging him not to try and impose 
on her with his nonsense about octo- 

^ “TWe are octopuses about,” says 
Miss Hetiey, “ just as in Jersey,” | 
and Our Own Mr, Cook presumes it| 
is not improbable. Copley Markham 
wishes we were on the coast of Brit- 
tany, and GriLLiB Keng recollects 
having heard of several bemg seen 
somewhere about, though on reflection 
he rather thinks these must have been 
porpoises. The Poet is recalling that 
scene so graphically described by 
Victor Hugo, when Miss Brondesly 
starts up, nearly upsetting Our Own 
Mrs. Cook, crying, “ Oh, a wasp! ” 

■nAVAnaVi-fl rvoca 1 qtia “ Bou’t Mt it 1 ” “ Don’t Inuch it 1 ” 

Uevonsliire orass JLaiie. biiort n t--—- zu 

Cut for Two Miles. ** Length alo^ie . is it 

mthout Breadth.” Everyone is diontmg:, and room is 

cleared. A start is made for Water- 
mouth Caves, a trudge of about three miles and a half, with a visit 
to the caves in boats at smence a-head. “Interesting, but not 
remarkable,” says GtILLIe. ^Better in Brittany,” says Copley. 

“You didn’t come with us,” I observe to one of our party, 
Mr. Exjrolph Shuxtza, a quiet, rotund, grey-bearded, and middle- 
aged gentleman, whose life’s studies have been among the driest and 
mustiest works on the highest and de^st philosophical and theo- 
logies subjects, and whose professional income is derived from 
contributions, under a well-known and highly popular nom de 
^ume, to all branches of the very lightest literary and dramatio work. 
He generally carries about with him a curious old hook or two, in 
antique hiuding, and has pencils, note-books, and portable diction- 
aries, conceSed about his person in all sorts of out-of-the-way 
pockets. He does not care for “views,” except philosophies and 
theologies ones, and rarely accompanies us on any excursion. For 
the greater part of the day he reads on the rooks, “ and,” he says, in 
replying to my observation, “ when I am fatigued with that, I assist 
at a most interesting performance of Punch and Judy, wMch takes 
place on the rocks at 12 '30, four, and (by torchlight) at seven.” 

Punch and Judy on the rocks is one of the prinoipS entertain- 
ments by day or night. There are three performances, and if anyone 
wante to see the legitimate drama of Punch and Judy in its entirety, 


without any sort of curtailment, but with an occasional introduction 
of a character or two quite in keeping with modem requirements, 
—just as in the dialogue interspersed with songs, after the style of a 
Vaudeville, are brought topical allusions exactly up to date, — I say 
if anyone wants to see this (as far as I know) unique performance, he 
must come to Ilfracombe before Professor Smith with his Royal Punch 
Show— which he carries, as a snail does his house, on his hack— leaves 
the place. Or he must follow him through his tour in the provinces. 

There are two other entertainments on the beach— one provided 
by the strong man, who ties himself up, and unties himself, and 
who I don’t think has a great following, as I have frequently seen 
him wandering about the promenade in a sort of aerobatic bathing- 
dress, folding his muscular arms as he regards the crowd about 
Punch and Judy, and listens to the irritatmg squeak of the chief 
performer, with the melodramatic scowl of the blighted professional, 
who mutters to himself, “Ha! ha! a time will come!” The 
second entertainment is composed of two hideous-looking persons in 
slouch hats, and dark-blue spectacles, who travel with a grand piano, 
and call themselves “The Original Mysterious Minstrels.” One of 
them is a powerful tenor, who does the sentimental part of the 
performance, and the other, a big fat man with a husky voice, is a 
baritone, wno as the low comedian, sings Corney Grain’s and 
Grossmith’s songs. 

There is a good town hand, who'^are not on speaking terms with 
the Mysterious Musicians; and, in fact, the jealousy between the 
two parties of entertainers reached such an acute point as to threaten 
the harmony of the place by splitting it up into factions. When, 
indeed, the opponents met under one roof, and some wanted the band 
and others tiie singers, it was evident we couldn’t have “ songs 
without ‘words’.” A truce, however, was proclaimed during the 
remainder of the Mysterious Minstrels’ sojourn, and all ended well 
without the intervention of the police. 

Where people most do congregate is a miniature Crystal Palace, 
called the “Jubilee Shelter,” to which admission is free, (and no 

sheltef vdth ^ Ha’p’orth of Sunse^Ae Torr’sValks. 








Sunset on the Ton’s Walks. 


much gratitude as, proverbially, the Horth Briton blesses His Grace 
of Argyll. Every evening we go on to the Torr’s Walks, and have 
a ha’porth of Sunset, and a ha’porth of Horth-Westerly Atlantic 
breeze, and cheap at the price. “It is very wonderful,” observes 
I Miss Jennie Brondesly, for one instant thoughtful, as she takes a 
last fond look at the setting sun. “ How it ’s going to the Antipodes. 
I suppose it’s beginning to he daybreak in Australia.” 

“ifot exactly,” replies Harry Skrymmageb, seizing the oppor- 
tunity of getting rid of some of his scientific cargo. “ You see, the 

eartus motion round the sun is in this way And he commences 

an illustration with two pebbles^ which he picks up for the puipose. 

“ Oh, don’t t^ it on me/” cries Miss Brondesly, exjjloaing with 
merriment. “ I don’t care to know how a conjuring trick is done. 

I The sun disappears — down it goes— and the people in the Antipodes 
have the use of it when we ’ve done with it. I think it ’s very nice 
that we should have it first; ” and, delighted with her own sharpness 
in putting the solar system into a nutshell, and. shutting it up, (and 
Harry Skrymmageb as well), she runs up half a scale of laughter, 
waves her handkerchief as if bidding adieu to sun, science, Skrym- 
MAGEE, and all argument, and steps out briskly, as if she didn’t care 
what became of her, even if she tripped over the edge of Torr’s 
i Walks into the sea. 




FROCKS IN FRANCE. 

A Respectful Protest 

0 Lajdt, yiken leaving our England to visit 
At French, seaside places, how strangely yon dress ! 

"We look at yonr frock, and we murmur, What is it, 

A bathing costume, or attempt to express 

Your scorn of the fro^-eating natives, by wearing 
A mixture of hues inexpressibly vile ? 

With true English insolence haply not caring, 

Although well-dressed Frenchwomen sneer with a smile. 

And why do you semi-convulsively wriggle, 

In aimless contortions of pleasure or pain ? 

How is it you try on an infantine giggle ? 

Oh, elderly ingenue, prithee explain ! 

When at home you are not so aggressively skittish, 

With antics like monkeys when learning to dance ; . 

And there ’s one sort of laugh, only heard from the British, 
That makes you the terror of mascuiiae France. 

Autres pays, autres moeurs. Does the air cliange demeanour, 
That you “ gallivant ” in unfeminine way ? 

When at home, you ’ve an aspect more staid and serener 
Than that which you make us ashamed of to-day. ^ 

To the country of Worth why bring frocks so appalling. 

And hats so outrageously little or big, 

That the very street-boys can’t be scolded for calling 
Out words of disdain of your insular rig ! ' 


BETWEEIS’ YOU AND ME AND THE POST. 

Mr. Pditcjh, Sir,— I have been much exercised by a paragraph I 
lately saw in an evening paper, m its summary of the Postmaster- 
Q-eneral’s Annual Heportonthe workof his office. It seems, according 
to the veracious journal in question, that there exists “ a tomtit, who 
buhds her nest in a private letter-box by a farm-gate. F or two years 
she resented the intrusion of the letters, and pushed them out as fast 
I as they were placed in the box. This year, however, she permitted 
them to remain, and successfully hatched five young ones,’* Now, 
Sir, this may strike the Postmaster-G-eneral as merely a curious and 
entertainiag fact, but he does not seem sufficiently alive to the grave 
inconvenience that wouldbe caused were the example of this misguided 
bird to be generally followed by the feathered tribe. ^ Speaking for 
myself. Sir, as one of the Public, I wish any letters I infrust to the 
post to be duly delivered, but I emphatically object to their being 
hatched in course of transmission by any bird whatever. If a letter 
is posted “young,” as I presume is the case with all properly posted 
missives, how long will it be before it is able to leave the parental 
pillar-box? and, again, how can we be sure that it will retain 
sufficient instinct to Ry to its original direction?^ And — a more 
important question stiU— what manner of fowls will letters posted 
and hatched in this highly irre^ar and officious manner turn out, 
on breaking the envelope? Wih you kindly relieve my natural 
anxiety on these important points, and allow me to subscribe 

A Perplexed Orjctithologhst. 


In the Heat op the Moment.— The chief commiseration for the 
honest Jack-tars returned from the recent Manoeuvres must be 
reserved for the stokers on board the Nymphe, the ventilation of 
whose engine-room was so deficient that the temperature rose to 113®, 
while in the bunkers 180® was registered, a heat which it is not 
surprisini? to hear caused the coal to become ignited I It is not stated 
clearly wnat remedy is proposed for this state of things ; but if the 
Lords of the Admiralty turn another crew into the Nymphe without 


vengeance. 


thoroughly overhaulmg her, they will certainly b( 
them (and it is to be hoped lor themselves) with a 


anxiety on these important points, and allow me to subscribe 
myself, A Perplexed Ornithologist. 

[The last point is the only one to which Mr, Punch can offer a 
reply with any confidence. Letters hatched as his correspondent 
describes, would probably turn out either Tell-tale-tits^ or Round 
Robins, However, such queries open up a wide and interesting 
field, which we commend to all students of un-Natural History.] 


A little more love between neighbour and neighbour ^ 

In Trade, would work change to move cynics’ astonishment. 
Were Capital not so dead set on Hard Labour, 

And Labour less eager for Capital Punishment 1 
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THE CAEICATIIEIST. 
TOU WAIT. 


Heads taken oep 


THE MUSIC AT THE GLOUCESTER EESTIYAL. 

{By One who wous sent to take Botes.) 

Giouceste% cele'brated for its cathedral and its cheese, had put on its gayest 
aspect for the JFestival of the Three Q,xdres, so called from, the number of sheets 
^ paper which, on the ayerage, it causes each correspondent writing about the 
Festival to consume. The architecture of the old city seems in many places to 
have been imitated from the new decorations of Her Majesty’s Theatee. Of 
course there was a good deal of “ bunting ” about, though the famous critic. Mr, 
Joseph Bennett, has failed this time to enlarge on the subject. I can fancy 
J. B. apostrophising his once well-loved ** hunting ” in some such strain as the { 
following:— 


Bye, hye, hahy Bunting, I Picking up some newer chaif 

J OET ’s gone a-hunting, | Por the Baily Telegraph, 

J. B. did good and serious work for the Festival in the “ book ” he prepared 
for Mr. Lee Whiiams, a Composer whose music possesses genuine charm, and | 
whose fame already belongs, not to Q-louoester alone (where he is Cathedral 
organist), but to all England. I had expected from him a Cantata on some local 
subject— a glor^cation, for instance, of Gloucester ’s unrivalled salmon, ending 
with a septett in which some of the leading inhabitants of the river should with 
^e voice utter the touching declaration, — “'We are Severn!” Mr. Lee 
WiLiiAMS had been furnished, however, by the said J. B. with a poem of solemn 
import, which he has set to appropriately pathetic music. 

.^ong the big fishes really present (see the names in. the programme) was 


The great day of the Festival was Thursday, when 
Sir Arthur Sullivan’s Prodigal Son was performed 
in the morning, and his Golden Legend in the 
evening. This attractive combination had the effect of 
increasing the population of Gloucester for twenty-four 
hours to such an extent that the cheese-famed city 
seemed snddenly to have developed from single Gloucester 
into double Gloucester. The Golden Legend is a tra- 
ditional tale of a fortune amassed at Gloucester by an 
hotel-keeper during the Festival week ; while the Prodigal 
Son, is the sad story of a young man who, in spite of his 
father’s warnings, lived an entire Festival week at a 
Gloucester Inn. The execution of the Prodigal Son 
pleased me. Hot that he is put to death— you know what 
I mean. There was one remarkable defect, however, in 
the singing of Mr. Edward Lloyd. The Prodigal 
after his brief period of plunging, had lived on husks, 
It would have been at once realistic and subtle to have 
indicated tins by a little hnskiness in the voice of his 
representative. Far, however, from being husky, Mr. 
Edward Lloyd sang his part with provoking clearness. 

I must not forget Sitt’s concerto, introduced by Car- 
RODUS Junior— Sirrah Bernhard Carrodus. Luring 
the performance the E string of Sirrah Bernhard 
Carrodus’s violin suddenly snapped. Having now only 
three strings to his bow, the young man went to his father ' 
—and might have fared worse. The Governor, as leader, 
was close at hand. He passed his instrument to his son : 
and the orchestra’s first violin became the soloist’s second 
fiddle. The playing of the youthful Carrodus quite 
carried us away. 

BLACH AHD TAH. 

{A Pedestrian's Pcean.) 

Blessings on him who furnished forth our lives 
"With comfort hitherto absurdly lacking ; 

Furthered that ease for which man fondly strives, 

And dealt a blow at that dark despot— Blacking 1 

Ho longer need we he the suffering slaves 
Of a gregarious folly, and foul weather, 

We find the freedom every walker craves 
In pedal coverings of russet leather. 

A certain portion of pedestrian travel 
Everyone’s destiny plays some small part in ; 

How may we pace on pavement, asphalte, gravel 
Defiant both of dirt and Day and Martin. 

Boot-hlacks may mourn and Blacking-makers moan. 
Others hail all that helps man to abolish 

That dual despotism, dreadful ^rown, 

Of needless nigritude and futile polish. 

Blackness is dear unto the modish man 
Who is more servile than a well-traiued terrier ; 

But now we have a choice ’twist Black and Tan 
Life will be easier and humanity merrier. 


Among 


names in. the programme) was 


Fry, who persisted in declaiming something throughout the performance 
of Dr. Mackenzie ’s heautifid and impressive Lh'eam oj Juhal. Juhal never 
dreamed of smaB Fry, and it would be well if some arrangement could be 
made by^ which this really clever reciter should get his recitation finished before 
jhe music begins— or afterwards. We had two Fry days iu the Festival week ; 
Monday, when Fey rehearsed, and Tuesday, when he publicly recited. 

TWe is much to praise in the music, and much to object to in the libretto of 
Dr. Hubert Parry Judith, All that is dramatic in the admirable story 
of the Jewish heroine has been carefully expunged by the Composer, who is 
^ 5 ™ librettist ; and by mi xi ng up the remainder with the revolting story 
01 Manasseh, the degraded Jewish Tdng, he has produced the strangest of 
jp^nbles. If Dr. Hubert Parry does not like the slaying of PColof ernes by 
Judith, neither do I like the massacre of those Innocents Ahroao, Master 
Jones and Master Leeson, at the shrine of Moloch. Besides Master Jones 
and Master Leeson (such, according to the Book of the Words, were the names 
oiManasseh^s children), several Priests and one High Priest take part in the 
action. I am astonished that the Coirn;)oser did not see the propriety of writing 
the part of Hi^ Priest for the alto voice. Dr. Hubert may parry some 
of my objections. But Punch and Judith will never agree. 


The U2mai>py wanderer m the back slums of Bel- 
gravia is again complaining of being stifled as he takes 
his walks abroad, by the intolerable stench that proceeds 
from every gully and drain-opening that he passes on his 
way, and he asks in despair for a remedy. It is much 
to be feared that his question will meet with no reply. 
He might, perhaps, personally assault the Sanitary 
Inspector of the District, which would at least accord his 
grievance the notoriety of a Police Court, but it must be 
admitted that, beyond getting fined and bound over to 
keep the peace, nothing satisfactory could really come of 
such a proceeding. Of course the proper thing is to get 
the Yestry to take the matter in hand, and immediately 
vote a handsome sum for the erection of a series of lofty 
ventilators to carry the poison away into upper air above. 
But will the Yestry take the matter in hand. That 
is the question that the unhappy wanderer must ask 
himself, and answer, we fear, in the negative I 


A Survival of the Fittest. 

{By a Cricket ^Enthusiast,) 

[Mr. W. G. Grace, still heads the cricket averages of the 
Gloucester Elereu.] 

’Tis true, as Poe said, that the Dryads are gone. 

That the Hymphs and the Fauns have aU fled from 
their places. 

But Fate (which untimely deprived ns of one) 

At least leaves us two of— tiie Graces ! 
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WHAT MR. PUNCHES MOON SAW. 

TWENTY-THIRD EYENIND. 

“ Some nights ago,” said the Moon, “I looked down into a London 
Music-Hall. It had a glass roof, and so, though the tohaceo- smoke 
was rather thick at times, I could see a good deal of what went on. 
I suppose I have no sense of humour, for I could not understand 
^ those 

ence" bow they to<i too 

much to^ drink, or kissed other people’s wives, or quarrelled 
with their own. It may have been all true, hut it was certainly 
not interesting. There were people with pomatum on their hair 
and pink legs, who hung hy their heels from a bar high in the air, 
or stood on the stage and bent themselves into attitudes that were 
not at all becoming. Close by the orchestra sat the Chairman, with 
a great jewel twinkling in the midst of his white shirt ; every now 
and then, a young man with his hat on the back of his head would 
come up to the table where the great man sat, in the hope of 
receiving a shake of the hand from him, and if he condescended to 
accept a cigar or a glass of something to drink, as was sometimes 
^e case, the youth felt that he had not lived in vain, for when one 
is young one must admire and look up to somebody. The audience 
were mostly comfortable, well-fed, respectable looking persons; 
they liked the entertainment—the men, oecause they could smoke 


I and drink while it was going on— the women, because they were 
not obliged to think, and there was no trouble in understanding 
what any of the performance was about. 

“But none of the songs and none of the feats of skill and daring 
aroused any enthusiasm. I thought that they had got into a state 
in which nothing pleases or excites very much— but I was mistaken. 
Presently a girl came on the stage, who looked more natural than 
the women-singers who had gone before her. She stepped forward, 
and began in a pure, sweet voice, to sing a simple old bmad — I have 
known it a hundred years and more, and the words are innocent and 
pretty,^ and the air has a tuneful quaintness that is somehow 
pathetic. And so the audience felt it ; the Chairman gazed np at the 
roof with BO sentimental an expression, that a young man who was 
just about to take the coveted place at his side thought better of it, 
and retired. A tradesman in the Stalls put down his cigar, and 
looked at his stout wife with a sort of humorous affection, which she 
returned hy a glance. Both were remembering the days of their 
courtship long ago, and the old touch of romance in their work-a- 
day life came hack for a moment. The young clerks sipped beer 
solemnly, and looked down at the tables instead of at the females 
with hard eyes and unhappy faces, who were pacing restlessly about 
under the balconies. The barmaids at the refreshment-counters told 
their admirers impatiently that they did not want to he bothered* 
just then, they wanted to listen to the song. A drunken man in the 
Grallery who attempted a screech was fiercely suppressed by his 
neighbours, and one or two finely-dressed ladies in the Boxes leaned i 
hack behind the curtains, and did not seem inclined to talk just | 
then. When the song ended, and the fresh, clear notes died away, 
there came a great roar of applause — real applause this tune, convey- 
ing an intense desire to hear the song once more, and the singer sang 
again and again for them the same song, for it seemed as if they 
could not hear it too often. At last she retired, and the hand- 
clapping subsided, and then the Chairman rang his bell, and another 
of the fat women came tripping on in short petticoats, with a leer oh 
her painted lips, and the audience settled down into its ordinary 
frame of mind again, I don’t know what the next song was about,” 
said the Moon, “because I did not stay to hear it. However, I 
imagine that I did not lose very much.” 
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AFTER THE SAUCY SALMON. 

Further Sporting Notes from our Special Reporter, 

^ I NthennfortiLiiate 

collapse of the 
I Midland shooting 
party, — due, no 
donbt, to the 
totally nnbnsi- 
ness-Kke nature 
of onr host’s 
arrangements, — 
the next morning 
found me com- 
pletely stranded, 
as it were, with 
my two foreign 
friends on my 
\ hands, and under 
the ignominious 
necessity of 
bringing them 
11^ back to town 
again after giv- 
ing them this 
miserable ex^e- 
; rienee of British 
sport. It is true 
that the African 
Chief had man- 
aged to get a 
little enjoyment 

out of stalking some pigs at a neighbouring farm, and knocking them 
over with his chilliwallah, but this merely led to disagreeables, and a 
heavy claim on me for damages. Immensely relieved, therefore, was 
I at getting an unexpected invite from an old friend— a Scotch 
Laird— who owned a place in the Perthshire Highlands, to “ look up 
nay rod,” as he put it, and just come and hel^ him to “whip over” 
his salmon run, adding that the fish were rising in first-rate style, 
and that if I was “ keen on a take,” he could promise me good sport. 

I must confess to being rather ignorant on the subject of angling, 
my only ac<iuaintance with the sport being derived from watching 
little boys fishing with little bobbing floats in the Serpentine some 
years ago ; but I felt the chance was not to be missed, especially on 
behalf of my foreign friends ; and on mentioning howl was situated, 
I was delighted at getting a reply by telegraph telling me to bring 
them by all means. The despatch concluded, “ Short of tackle here. 
Bring yours with you.” 

This led, of course, to my having to provide my “ party” with the 
nearest approach to proper “tackle” for salmon-fisEiing procurable 
at a moment’s notice at a country village j and taking all the difli- 
culties that encountered us into consideration, I think we may say 
that, on the whole, we were not badly equipped. Our rods gave us 
the greatest trouble, for I gathered that having sometimes to stand 
the strain of the tugging of a hundred and eighty pounds fish (at 
least so I understood from my informant, a farm-labourer who had 
a friend whose cousin had an uncle who kept a fish-shop in Glasgow), 

I they must be of a certain reliable stoutness, yet, if possible, pliant 
as well, ^ I therefore contrived my rod out of a thirteen-foot drawing- 
room ceiling mop, to which I had attached a second-hand heavy 
waggoner’s whip. The only trouble with it was, that it would not, 
of course, double up, and so being rather lengthy, got a good deal 
in the way when travelling, especially when I had to manage to take 
it with me inside the four-horse coach that deposited us at Qlen- 
.Muggie, our Scotch host’s place. 

The Bulgarian Count was certainly better off in this regard, for I 
had secured him for his rod a chimney-sweep’s apparatus — ^minus, of 
course, the brush, — of twelve leng;ths, which, when screwed together, 
afforded quite a magnificent-loolmig rod, though I fear it may prove 
a little heavy in the hand, and somewhat diffioult to manage with 
an artful fish at the other end of it. As to the African Chief, he 
decked any rod atall^ saying, that aU he wanted was a good-sized 
“ pitchfork,” vdth which he proposed to dive after the fish himself. 
This appears to be the way in which salmon-fishing is conducted in 
Mwangumhloola^ the place from which the Chief hails, in South 
Central Africa, and I found it hopeless to persuade him to try any 
other method. 

Bor our lines, we were fortunate in securing two hundred yards of 
yellow window-blind cord. It is a littie stout, perhaps, to look at, 
but if the fish at Glen-Muggie are as lively as our host hints, it will 
be none the worse for that. 

(^ming to the matter of “flies,” we found our ingenuity at first 
a little taxed. The Bulgarian Count had never even heard of their 


used was raw pork- chops, tinned lobster, and cocoa-nut paste, and | 
I had some difldculty in explaining to him that, there would be not | 
the slightest use in providing ourselves with several hundred- 
weight of these commodities. 

I saw that for the manufacture of the flies I must rely entirely on 
my own resources, and knowing that the great aim to be kept in 
view was as faithful an adherence as possible to nature, I set to 
work and turned out what I really think are some successful speci- 
mens which would not be a disgrace to any angler’s “ Book” in the 
kingdom. Put in the form of a Recipe^ this is how my book would 
read. I subjoin it, as it may be useful, specially to beginners ; — 

IiiOTATioisr Blue-Bottle foe SALMOisr-FiSHrKrG. — Take a cham- 
pagne cork, and paring it evenly along, vn:ap it up with string in 
shreds of fluff torn from an ordinary woollen door-mat. This 
represents the body of your fly, How take four stout hairpins and, 
forcing them through the cork, let their prongs protrude at about 
equal distances from each other, which wiU supply it with legs. 
A couple of the feathers of two old quill pens cut short, and thrust, 
sticking out at an angle, into the back, furnish the wings. How 
insert a good-sized curtain-hook into the head and at the tail of 
your fly, and finish, for natural colour, by dipping the whole into 
blue-black ink. When dry you will have a rough, and but for its 
size a life-like representation of the common domestic blue-bottle 
fly, that may be guaranteed to deceive and land the most experienced 
and cautiously inclined salmon. 

Having heard of a salmon “ladder,” and not knowing exactly 
how far this might not be expected to come into a guest’s “ tackle,” 
for I don’t exactly see how you can use a ladder at fishing, unless it 
be to descend from some overhanging crag down upon the fish, I 
nevertheless determined not to present myself at my Scotch host’s 
retreat unprovided ; and so, chancing on a small second-hand fire- 
escape for sale, I thought I should at least be on the safe side in 
investing in it. Add to this a wheelbarrow, which the Bulgarian 
Count assured me would be necessary for landing the fish, and 
picture aU this strapped on to the top of the coach, and you will be 
able to appreciate the appearance of the Scotch Laird as we descend, 
and he welcomes us at the gates of his Highland box. The Chief, 
who I have persuaded to wear a kUt, has leapt from the top of the 
coach right over the leaders’ heads, and has greeted him with a 
friendly war-whoop. I have introduced the Bulgarian Count to him, 
but I notice that all his attention seems fastened on the fire-escape, 
which, together with the rest of our luggage, is being deposited in a 
heap at the side of the Lodge. I say, in an off-hand way, “ You 
told us to bring tackle, you know; and I’ve got the ladder, you 
see ; ” but he omy looks scared. I wonder why ? 

So much for our preparations, and our arrival at our destination. 
But of our first day’s sport in pursuit of “the Saucy Salmon,” I 
must tell you next week^ 

H£A1) OB. TAIL? 

(JBy a Fuzzled Farty^mmi.') 

“ The Liberal Yan,” is a new party plan 
To further our fortunes, which somehow look queer. 

But it is a bit odd that the Liberal Yan 
Seems coached by the Liberal Bear. 

I should have in our progress more faith, for my part, 

If the Horse were not found at the tail of the Cart, 



SfOXlOE. — Bejeeted Co minuu i cations or Contributions, whether US., Printed Matter, Prawingps, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no CMC be returned, not even when aeoompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there be no exception. ^ f f 
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it was all light till later ia day came upon him, folly dressed, with 
ACHES AND BAINS.. head in usual situation, Ms graceful form no longer Mdden. 

t A Tnii \ “ "Wouderful young-old fellow is Tout,” said Count Mu]Ni)Ei.LA]srx, 

{A Story of a Ed ad a Tail.) ^ ^ knowled^ for quarter of century ; 

Aix-les-Bazns, Monday, — Hadn’t been here twenty-four hours but same rough-and-tumble boy he was when he used to howl at 
when, as a popular novelist remarks, Lo ! a strange thing happened, Gladstone; bringing in his first Irish Land Bill.” 

Standiug at bed-room window ; looking on scene spread out before “ Yes,” said Sir Silas Wegg, “he’s growing into a standing con- 
terrace of Splendide Hotel ; the Dent du Chat (a tooth no artist has tradiction of the poet’s dictum, that Youth and Age can’t dwell 
ever yet drawn), the Roche of the Ring, the Mount of la Chervez, the together.” 

Mount of St. Sumain, the Semnoz Alpes, the Yaltec d’ Annecy, and Count Mundellae’I, beginning to get over Ms wrath with Old 
below, the Lac de Bourget, this morning lying, as Sir Silas "Wegg Mobility ; threatened at onset to interfere with cure ; happened on 
M*P., says, “like a big turquoise in the bosom of the everlasting eve of Prorogation; Technical Education Bill brought on; Count, 
hills.” Known Wegg for many years, that is to say, as one ^ows under peremptory instmotions from Doctor, had started on long- 
a rnfL-n he meets in London; a celebrated constructor of Ships, a deferred journey for Aix-les-Baius. “Where is Right Hon. 
writer of letters to the Times, once a Lord of the Treasury, a weighty Gentleman f ” Old Mobalitt had asked in course of debate. “ He 
debater in all that relates to Haval Defences— that’s Sir Silas’s takes special interest in the Measure. Why is not he here to watch 
standing at home. Here quite another man; always droppicg iuto it through?” 

poetry, sometimes other people’s, often Ms own. Occasionally gets “That’s all very well,” says the Count; “ oMy, would you 
mixed up ; quotes a line or a stanza ; doesn’t know if it’s Shelley believe it ? Immediately after making this speech, Old Mobalitt 
or SnAS, WOBDSWOBTH or Wegg. Best of it is, there’s no extra went home, packed up his copy-book, and posted ofE by night-mail 
charge. Accustomed to contract work when Chief Constructor ; now for Scotland, leaving Goschen to do remaining work of Session I 
goes along, poetry or prose, all same price and measurement. Would Wrote to Mm, pointing out this peculiar peroration to Ms little 

be a great comfort to a retired speech ; have long letter in reply ; just hke one of his answers to 
Dustman in quest of literary questions in House. Here it is : — 



Baths from Hotel “Mt Dear Coeht, 

pass every day narrow thorough- “ I have received your letter in wMoh yon point out— or, 

fare called Rue duPuitsd’Enfer. perhaps, I should say, endeavour to point out— an alleged diversity 
Rather an odd name ; wouldn’t Between my personal practice and my public animadversions. In 
like to have it for home address. tMs connection I would recall to your mind a passage wherein 
“A little premature,” says Emebsoh (an American writer of some reputation), points to the fact 
Myles Eentoh, who is here that we do not dig, or grind, or hew, by our mnseular strength, but 
studying management of French by bringing the weight of the planet to hear on the spade, axe, or 
railways, bearing of officials, bar. Precisely analogous to tMs is the operation upon my daily 
arrangementof trains,andtreat- action of my sense of duty to the Oueen and the country, tempeied 
ment of passengers, so that he always, I trust, by my desire“to meet ^the views of gentlemen 
may learn what to avoid. having seats in all parts of the House. ! 

Address certainly has that “I am sorry if, in yielding to this impulse, I have offended you ; 
among other objections, but not but I have nothing to hide from the House, or from any Hon. or 
without its appropriateness. Right. Hon. Gentleman who may hold a seat in it. I have been per- 
Close to entrance to Baths ; fectly frank with yon, it being my habitude to abhor all concealment 
atmosphere redolent of sulphur, where no real disgrace can attend unreserve. To aim at the restraint 
“Brimstone, brimstone every- of sentiments wMoh are not in themselves illaudible, appears to me 
where, and not a spot of treacle,” not merely an unnecessary effort, but a disgraceful subjection of 
says Sir Silas w egg, M.P., reason to commonplace ana mistaken notions, 
under the impression that he is “I will onljr add, that I have not had an opportunity, owing to 
dropping into poetry. geographical situation, of consultiag my colleagues on tms question, 

Every day I sit by the half- and if there is any failure, it rests entirely with me. 
hour with more than my toes “I beg to move— I mean, I beg to remain — 

in a brimstone brook. And if “ Yours faithfully, W. H. Sm-th.” 

anyone asks me for why, I hits this, by the way, happened days after that following on my 


‘ Steam Yacht ‘ Fandora,^ Ultima Thule, 


Tony Lumpkin, M.P. 
(After Ms Bath.) 


pei^ormance. suited M my absence of complaint. Others take more 
serious proceedings, in the douche, the vapour-bath, the inhalation- 
room, and the needle-bath. The brimstone enough for me. 

Got rather a shock passing along one of corridors this morning. 


under the impression that he is I will only add, that I have not had an opportunity, owmg to 
dropping into poetry. geographical situation, of consultiag my colleagues on tms question, 

Every day I sit by the half- and if there is any failure, it rests entirely with me. 
hour with more than my toes “I beg to move— I mean, I beg to remain — 
in a brimstone brook. And if “ Yours faithfully, W. H. Sm-th.” 

anyone asks me for why, I h^ this, by the way, happened days after that following on my 

crook, arrival, when, as aforesaid, I was standing at window looking down 
“ ’Tis Bbachet that cures me,” ® 

says I. TMs a very moderate . 



to know face. Had often seen it late at night beaming over wide j i '‘jAljl jliWif.. 

waste of wrinkled shirt front; looked hard; no mistake; it was , i/// Uj(| 

Tony Lumpeint, M.P. I The same expressive and expansive month ; 'i /jf/ |l| j|[||^|i W || | jW lK Sf |r 

the same smooth visage ; the unmistakeable eyes, and the agitated I w/i 

hair. Stood paralysed ; what could tMs mean ? If we had been in ^ 1 1VilliliffllmW M 

Ireland and Tony an Irish Member, I would have guessed that this L yilMlil BM |lm , 

was^BALEouB’s work. But Tohy sits on Ministerial Benches ; votes - — | i\ m i* 
straight on Irish dnestionj always to he depended upon, save per- " 
haps in matter of new staircases m Westminster Hall. Couldn’t be =5=^ 

A^thue. Must be brigands. Round Tony out late at night ; out off ^ 

^ head, and casually left it here. Continued^to gaze with sicken- >||||||^ ^ 

mg horror; presently ^an cy saw head move; unmistakeahle wink ^ ^ 

“ HuRo, Toby, dear boy, what are you doing here ? ” 

“I’m going to my bath,” I said ; “ hut, perhaps, I may ask what 
you— or, such part of yon as remains — do here? Where, my dear ’ 

LincPBiN— where’s the rest of you?” ^ 

“Hal ha!” Tony laughed, with hilarity quite unpleasant in the ^ ^ ^ 

circumstances; “ as usual, I ’m all here! Vapour box, donchemo; 
come in here ; man opens the door ; you get in ; accommodated with 

a seat, as they say in Police Court reports ; leave your head out of on the Lake. The door opened ; thought it was garqon bringing in 
hole top of box ; turn on steam inside ; and there you are, doncha ; letters ; still feasted on beauties of sunlit Lake and Valley ; a 
p^boiled, done to a turn. Very glad to see you ; excuse my not thumping tread ; a stnmbliug as of men carrying heavy burden ; 
shaking hands ; see you later.” turned quickly ; discovered two strong porters in blouses carrying 

Glad to find It— I mean him— in such good spirits; not quite sure | sort of tent on stretcher; didn’t see mo behind window*oiirndn ; 


voi, xcfvn. 




ratlier glad of it ; didn’t like their looks or goings on. They opened 
tent ; discovered human body closely swathed in blankets and winding 
sheets ; evidently on track of tragedy ; was this Jack PEmnUeur^ 
or, seeing they were two— and Prenoh so particular about the plural 
— should I say Jacques ? Only it occurs to me that “ Jacques ” is 
‘ ’ James,” and so but no matter, —to my at^>ry.^ Not a word spoken ; 
Jacques lifted the body between them and laid it on my bed. Drew 
the cere-cloths ; I caught sight of a pair of brown eyes and cheeks, 
remarkably rosy for a corpse. Perceiving me, the Body gave a pier- 
cing shriek— “ Mon dim I Co n^est pas ma chamhre ” 

“ Mais vous avez dit soixante~dixf ” 

“JVbn.' non!^^ cried the Corpse, burying its face in the pillow, 
“ Soixanie^dix^sept'^ 

Without more ado, Jacques took up the bundle, re-deposited it 
within the tent, drew the curtains, and trotted ofE. 

A puzzle to me then ; know all about it know ; patients goin^ to 
and from dmehe bath folded up and carried in lihese tented chairs ; 
porters bring them back and put them into bed ; only necessary they 
should have correct number of room. Never forget look of terror 
in brown eyes when, fixed on me standing at window, discovered 
there had been mistake somewhere. “Like stout Coetez,” Shas 
Wecg said, when I told him of the adventure— 

« When with eagle eyes 

He stared at the Pacific, and all his men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmise — 

Silent, upon a peak in JUarien.” 

I say “ Yes,” tho’, to tell the truth, I was not thinking of Coetez 
at the moment. 

LAITDING THE NOT OYEE-PARTICULAE PIKE. 

Sorm more Sporting ITotesfrom owr Special Reporter, 

3 p.M. —It seems to me that we have been now “ whipping” this 
pool for something like seven hours and a half without any result, 
and though I have got no less than three of my capitally made bine- 
bottle flies attached to my line. I am positive that as yet I have not 
had an approach to a “ rise,” I began of course with one fly, 
and thongh, it bein^ as large as a small Bath bun, 1 thought an 
ordinary salmon might have noticed it, especially as, owing to my 


finding the drawing-room ceiling-mop not very pliant, coupled 
with the fact that I was new to the work, I could not “ play ” my 
fly very well, but dragged it about in a series of wohhlmg 
splashes over the surface of the water in a way certainly calcnlatea 
^ to attract the attention of any observant fish 
beneath, still I could not get a bite, so 
tacked on a couple more. As I swing and 
I ' whirl this handsome “bait” about, at one 
moment bringing it down with a regulaT thud 
\ iipou the surface of the pool, and at another 

^ 1/ upward again with a sudden rush 

\\l >i that raises a great wave as it quits the water, 

I r ^ I cannot help feeling astonished at the stn- 
! \i I pidity of the nsh that should again and again 

r let go the chance of securing such areaEy 

capital mouthful, and I venture to remark 
as much h) the “GilKe” - I think he is 
Called a “ Gillie ”—who has been most Con- 
siderately told off by the Laird to look after ns and assist us in our 
preparations for^nr fishing. The Gillie, who, ever since he set eyes 
on our tackle, seems t-o h^ve been completely awe-struck, and has 
preserved a grumpy silence, merely mumbles something in very 
broad Scotch, from which all I can gather is something about “ such 
a blather wi’ such a bit teckle iss enuff to scare effery blessed f usch 
whatefEer clane rioht out o’ the pool altogether.” 

And here I must say something about our “tackle,” which I am 

iJ 1 I- i ^ 1. _ X - 


afraid has somewhat seriously discredited our rwutation as sports- 
men, You may remember I noticed how much our host seemed 
to be impressed, I feared, not favourably, on our 'arrival at the 
Lodge on the previous evening, and I soon discovered when we 
assembled at dinner, that at least three of the party staying in the 
house were distinguished rods, keenly alive to the very latest 
; improvements in tackle, and regarding angling and aU that con- 
cerned it from a high stand-point that placed it almost on the level 
of a science. 1 felt instinctively in snen company that it would be 
worse than folly to let it be known that tike Bulgarian Count’s rod 
consisted of a chimney-sweep’s apparatus, though 1 felt, if ^e 
worst came to the worst, I might manage to convey the impression 
that the formidable size of the fish in the South-East of Europe 
necessitated the use of a thoroughly tough tackle of this description. 
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I was not, however, far out in my calculations, for on the Laird 
asking the Chief what fly he used, and the latter jumping up, and 
seizing the carving-fork, and saying, “ ’Im no fly but this. Yah! 
yah ! ’Im jump on flsh, and stick this golly into ’im stomach. Yah 
yah I ” I could see that, though our host endeavoured to tone the 
observation down with a “ Dear me ! You don’t say so I ” he was 
ve^ much annoyed, and evidently considered that, m introducing 
this sort of sport into the ordinary and accepted methods of conducting 
salmon-fishing on a Highland “ run,” I had taken quite an undue 
advantage of his hospitality. 

I was not, therefore, surprised when, holding a brief converse 
apart with some of his other guests, he came up after dinner to me, 
and said he thought, as I and my two foreign friends had apparently 
been more familiar with Oriental fashions of casting, and so forth, 
and might probably like to conduct our operations in our own way, 
he proposed to divide the party, and take the left bank himself, with 
a couple of distinguished local rods, and tell ofl a keeper to look after 
myself and my two foreign friends, who would take us to a capital 
bit of water that he thought would just be about just suited to our 
nurposes, and provide us more with the sort of sport we seemed 
disposed to relish 

There was nothing for it, of course, but to acquiesce, but this is 
how it has come about that I have, as I have previously stated, been 
now about seven hours and a half hanging about in a drizzling rain, 
slipping down every minute on scattered boulders, and lading a 
I foaming torrent that seems bursting from everywhere on all sides of 
me at once, with about fifty yards of paid-out line, to the end of 
i which are attached three of my bluebottle flies, by this time together 
with a mass of weeds, in which they have caught, mixed up in a 
hopeless tangle. Above ns is the “ pool,” into which the Bulgarian 
Count has twice tumbled, overbalanced, I fancy, by the enormous 
weight of his rod, to which, however, clinging, as it kept him easily 
afloat, he has both times been washed throngh the narrow gorge into 
my water, from which the Gillie and I have had no little trouble 
in rescuing him, and he is now somewhat exhausted, drying for 
the second time on the hank as well as he can in the wind and 
rain. 

ibe Indian Chief I have lost sight of for the last four or five hours, 
and as he came provided merely with a pitch-fork and large carving- 
knife, and. after plunging several times into the pool and intimating 
that he could find no fish in it, started spite my earnest protesta- 
tions, to join the other party, and as I fancy not lon^: since 1 caught 
the sound of an uproar of angry voices in that direction, I am afraid 
he must have been interfering in some unexpected and unpleasant 
way, and occasioning the Laird some annoyance and trouble. 1 
thought so ! For here he comes, yelling and leaping along the left 
bank, fionrishing m one hand the carving-knife, and in the other- 
yes, it absolutely is, the tail of a lurgs’-sized salmon ! 

But, dear me, what is this ? ^ Why, there is something actually 
tugging at my fine. Yes, there is no mistake about it. It never can 
he a bite! Halloa, wait a moment, though. By Jove, I believe it 
is. Yes, and if I don’t take care, it will have the waggoner’s whip off 
the top. There must be something up, for the GilHe, who has pre- 
served a stolid and sulky silence all the morning, is on his le^s now, 
watching my proceedings with a show of interest, and is bawling out 
some directions to me, but I can’t catch what he says above the roar 
of the waters. “Pay out more, mon! ” or is it, “Haul in more, 
mon ? ” I can’t make out. By Jove whatever it is that is tugging will 
have me off this rock if it keeps it up. ‘ * Pay out ? ” I have paid out 
the last yard. I must let go, or I shall be in. Ha ! the Chief has 
seen me, and is coming to my assistance. He has ^ven a wild war- 
whoop, sprung into the air, and disappeared with a header like a 
flash of lightning below the surface. But, by Jove, I can’t stand 
this. Yes, he must have got hold of the fish. The tugging is fearful, 
I feel I can’t hold on mncn longer. I thought so ! Pm in ! 

* * * * m * 

Half-choked and blinded with the swirl of waters, I find mvself 
being raised np on the hank by the Bulgarian Count and the Gillie, 
a few feet further down, struggling with an enormous fish (my fish), 
that he has got round the waist, the Chief is also emerging from the 
water. lu another moment he has deposited the creature, which is 
still leaping and bounding about uncomfortably, before us. 

“ Well,” I say, in triumph, “ it has taken some time. But three 
cheers for me, I nave landed my first salmon.” 

I notice a nasty twinkle in the Gillie’s eyes, “ Salmon,” he says, 
“ sure it’s nae salmon ye ’ve just got here.” 

“ Not a salmon I ” I ask witih indignant incredulity, “ then what 
isit?” 

“ Whatiss it?” continues the imperturhahl 3 r disagreeable Gillie. 

‘Why it’s inst a pnir deil of a twenty-pound pike, and to have risen 
to that teckle of yours, not an over-particular fusche neither.” 

I am about to reply, wheu I notice that the Laird and the two 
other “rods,” have come np, and are asking angrily for the Chief. It 
is evidently something about the tail of &at salmon. It is really 
very awkward. 

- I wonder what mischief he has been up to ! 



A MUSICIAN OF THE FUTURE. 

[Bwrly Playing at Sight.) 

THE DISPASSIONATE SHEPHEBD TO HIS LOWS. 

{Modem Style.) 

It is not that I do not love you, sweet, 

That I have been so niggard of love’s gold ; 

The world, and thought’s world, nothing like you hold. 
Wrapp’d in love’s roy^ robe from head to feet. 

If many times a day we chance to meet, 

The flame of joy grows not with custom cold. 

As Summer’s thronging splendours still unfold 
A light more perfect, a diviner heat. 

Yea, and I hope, with reverent delight, 

That if I dared to ask so sweet a prize, 

Yon would be brave through blushes, and your eyes 
With a serene delight grown brilliant 
Would, like an angel’s in the vision’d night. 

Look their clear love, nnchidden by restraint. 

n. 

Yes ; but the prize obtained, the atmosphere 
Of mystic richness round the Bhriii§d saint 
Would take perforce the anhurb’s smoky taint. 

And love less precious prove, though not less dear. 

Your sweet sonatas, that I thrill to hear, 

Would mock the memory then with tinklings faint 
In some trim villa parlour, fresh as paint. 

Where all things look too new, and all too near. 

So Summer wanes, and leafless are the houghs. 

And all the sunny bloom and colour dies, 

And my queer tempers try you, and your eyes 
Speak of poor household cares, ’neath furrow’d brows. 

No ! let us spare the immolating vows, 

And keep love sacred from realities. 

STBiEnro OBSERVATION’S.— Mr. B’drns said last Thursday that the 
lesson of the Strike was, that “a man on cold water— he meant 
himself— oonld do more than a man on beer.” He subsequently 
remarked that there was still “ a good deal of the Old Adam in the * 
Dock labourers.” Naturally, after so much Adam’s ale. 
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A DEVONIAN PERIOD. 

Lundy-^ Comparison— The Island— Pic-nicSport— Clovelly— 
Mohhy— Kingsley— Hooking It. 

As in certain parts of Scotland the object of everybody is to show 
everybody else Ben Lomond, to rush round corners and surprise the 
unwary traveller with a sudden view of Ben Lomond, or, if Ben 
plays Hde-and-seek with them and conceals himself from view 
bemnd impenetrable mist, the only other idea of passing the time in 
his absence is by guessing in what quarter he would be visible if the 
clouds would only lift, and in a general way making Old Ben the 
sole subject of conversation, so about the North Coast of Devon, — 
nobody is thoroughly happy for the day unless he has caught at 
least one glimpse of Lundy Island, and tried to make a probable 
forecast of the weather from its appearance. 

Peter Corbie, our Poet, who is well up in folk lore, informs us 
that" there is an old tradition about Lundy which, he thinks, runs 
like this:- 


When Lundy is clear, 
Then rain is near. 


When Lundy is high, 
It ^s sure to be dry. 


When Lundy is low, 
Look out for snow. 


** I always thought that Lundy was a place where they made 
snujBf,’’ says Ciileb Kmra. 

‘ ‘ Q-ood for pio-nic,” observes Miss Netiey, telegraphing her opinion. 
She is right. It is. A few days later, under the shadow of a rock, 
Miss Netlet, who delights in appearing as a female Robinson 



The Pigeon-Pierates of Lundy Island. 


Crusoe on a desert island, deftly spreads our table-cloth, arranges 
the bread and fowl which have been deftly cut into portions under 
the personal superintendence of Our Own Mrs. Cook, and places the 
hock and soda-water in a natural wine-cooler, formed for the nonce 
by a miniature cave. We have had a three-hours’ voyage on an 
exceptionally lovely but broiling hot day, and having left the 
majority of our party at Clovelly, Q-iilie King-, Miss Netlby, Tom 
Trowiee, and myself, are enjoying ourselves heartily, and two of us, 
speaking for G-nxiE and self, reposefully. Tom Trowler, however, 
is never absolutely in repose. If Ha.rrt Skrtmmaq-er were here, 
he and Tom would go bounding ofE together without stopping more 
than a second for a snack. In the absence of Harry, Tom is 
comparatively quiet. Tom is a type of a young sporting English- 
man, who, being of opinion that wherever he goes there must he 
something to be caught by line, or net, in river or sea, or something 
to be shot and cooked, or ridden after or run after, to be chaseC 
killed, stuffed, or eaten, never travels anywhere without rods, lines, 
cartridges, guns, nets, boots for fishing and hunting, spearing 
tackle and various other mysterious appnances, and so is prepared 
for every kind of sport, from bntteifiy-hunting to mole-catching. 
On this occasion he has got a lot of warlike instruments with him, 
and no sooner has he swallowed a mouthful, tossed off a pint of Bass, 
lit a pipe, and sat stHl for at least three minutes, than he is away 
across the island, fnlLy equipped for s^ort. Only half-an-hour after he 
has started, “The horn of the hunter is not heard on the hill,” but our 
steamer’s ruthless whistTe blows, and when aU, that is about twenty 

S ersons who have landed, of whom the majority on this blazing hot 
ay have strewn themselves about the island rooks like listless fctos- 
eaters, while the minority have climbed uij to the “Stores” in 
search of food and drink,— for there is no inn, only a couple of 
houses belonging to the same person, and a coastguard station, — 
whm all these explorers haye re-emharked in the boat, thun- 
dering down the craggy road comes Tom Trowler, at a pace of 


ten miles an hour, rattling like a savage warrior on the war-path, 
with bags, guns, and rods, and singing out “Hi!” as the second 
boat-load is just pushing off. In another second our perspiring 
sportsman is taken on board. 

“ Just in time,” says the weather-beaten old paddler in the stem, 

“ You’d not ha’ gat arf this, oonless th’ old tug”— jerking his head 
in the direction of a steam-tug at anchor in the bay— “ had taken 
yer, and that carst a party a matter o’ ten pounds to get back to 
’Coombe tb’ other day, I heerd tell.” 

“ Shot anything ? ” I ask. We always ask Tom Trowler this. 

“No,” he replies, cheerfully, ‘ ‘ I saw one small bird— I don’t exactly 
know what he was,— but I couldn’t come up with him ; and then 1 
went after a diver, but he disappeared. I saw a lot of wild fowl, 
and I should have had a splendid, shot at ’em, and made a good bag, 
only that blessed steam- whistle frightened ’em aU off, and I had to 
run the whole way back.” 

He lights a pipe, and is perfectly contented and cheerful over his 
day’s sport. It ’s always much the same with Tom Trowler. I 
remember him a few years ago, just the same, at his father’s house 
in the country. I ’ve known him go out before daylight aud lie in 
damp punts, and be pelted on by hail and rain, and come back 
drenched through his thickest Jerseys, and squelching in water 
which has got into his fisherman’s boots. 

When seated in a comfortable room after 
dinner, before a fire, with a pipe, hook, 
and coffee, I have asked him, cheerily 
and sympathetically, as if once upon a 
time I, too, had done this sort of thing, 
and been a great Nimrod, or Fisbing-rod, 
or Ram-rod, or all three combined, “ Ab, 

Tom, back at last! shot anything?” 
when he has invariably answered, as 
cheerily as possible, and in the highest 
possible spirits, “No, nothing. But I 
saw a lot of birds.” And then follows 
his account of what havoc he would have 
made among the birds, beasts, or fishes, 
if only something hadn’t happened just 
at the very critical moment to prevent 
him. Once, after being out all day, he 
came home two hours late for dinner, to 
the large family party in the Trowlers’ 
country house, appeariag in the hall in 
full accoutrements— he had been pre- 
pared for shooting and fishing, so as not 
to lose a chance— and in answer to every- 
one’s question, “Shot anything?” with 
peat glee he produced tiie smallest woodcock I ever remember to 
have seen. 

Then there was such rejoicing ! If he had killed a fine fat buck, 
and if the cravings of the family for food had beem amply satisfied by 
the result of Tom’s day’s sport, there couldn’t have been peater joy 
than there was in the house of Trowler on this occasion. Old Trowler, 
his father, slapped him heartily on the shoulder, and cried “ Bravo ! ” 
Mrs. Trowler almost wept with emotion, his sisters kissed him and then 
stood back and regarded him with admiration ; his younger brothers 
smiled and felt proud, though a little envious, of him, and as for 
the youthful Trowlers from thirteen to seven years old, they leapt 
and skipped and were for running off there and then to wake up the 
baby and show him what their brave brother Tom had achieved. 
But being stopped in time from upsetting the nursery and frightening 
the infant out of ^ his first sleep and iuto a fit, they carried off the 
diminutive bird in triumph to the kitchen, and the next day we aU 
partook of it— a party of fourteen we were — solemnly and in great 
state, as a honneoouche for lunch. Tom nobly refused his portion 
of the dainty, amounting to about the sixteenth part of an inch of 
flesh with a microscopic hone in it as sharp as a needle, and sat watehmg 
the consumption of the bird— an operation which, including picking 
the bones quite clean, occupied the family fully three minutes,— with 
the greatest possible satisiaetion ; and on his face there beamed the 
smile of one who felt he had been the support of his parents in their 
old age, who had rescued his kith and Ion from starvation, and, in 
fact, nad not lived in vain. What ’s sport to Tom Trowler is fun 
even for the birds, beasts, and fishes. 

However, this is a diversion— so was Tom Trowler’s— and has not 
much to do with Lundy Island, which is well worth a visit, ip you 
get the right day, the right steamer, the right luncheon, and your 
own party. But don’t attempt it in a sailing-vessel, unless you are 
yachting, and have plenty of time on hand. 

Lundy is supposed to be connected with the mainland (according 
to the Guide Book) by telegraphic cable. It wasn’t when we were 
there, as we found the cable broken near the spot where we lunched. 
We proposed picking up the pieces and forwarding them to either 
the Admiralty, or the Post Office, bnt being unable to determine on 
its destination, we left it for the next Rohinson-Crusoeder. 

Lundy Island, as being perfectly isolated, might serve for a leper 



After a Lay's Sport. 
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station, or a cholera hospital. It 
mnst be a cheerful place in winter, 
yet, as snow never lies there (so at 
least I am informed, and I have no 
reason for suspecting my informant 
of being the very converse of the snow 
in this district), and as its climate is 

mild, if a fashionable doctor would 
only take up Lundy as a Mbematmg 
resort for consumpfive patients, there 
is yet a great future before it. We 
return to take up friends at Clovelly, 
where, on this hot day, they have been 
scarcely able to breathe, and have had 
to j^ht for their lives with wasps. 
Stu:^ place Clovelly ; buHt like one 
of the back streets in Boulogne, — 
where the jSshermen and flsherwomen 
live, and hang out their nets to dry, 
— ^that is on steps from the sea up to 
the top, a matter of about half a 

mile, more or less, in the Up-early- 
and- very-perpendicular style. 

l^early all the fishermen’s cottages 
are let out in lodgings, and, if not, 
they are turned into refreshment- 
places, chiefly for tea-drinking. The 
residents make a great display of 
china on their shelves. In byegone 
days the china at Clovelly was pro- 
bably genuinely valuable, but now- 
adays its appearance is suggestive 
of having been sent down on ^ec 
from the Lowther Arcade. Another 
day, when we visited this place, 
and drove through the beautiful 
“Hobby Drive” (why so called? 
except that, to make such a drive, 
was the landlord’s “hobby”), there 
had been a heavy fall of rain, and 
we saw Clovelly below us, literally 
steaming, like a damp sheet laid out 
on a shelving bank to dry in the sun. 

From above Clovelly looks like the 
remains of a village which had once 
taken it into its head to slide down 
the steep incline towards the sea, 
and, half of it having disappeared, 
the remainder had changed its mind, 
and put on the drag just in time. 
Clovelly is the production of several 
generations of fishers, but it was 
“made” by Mr. Hook, R.A. You 
will recognise his boatmen and sea- 
boys still about the }Dlaoe, as it is to 
the interest of the inhabitants to, 
as it were, keep up the breed. Here, 
on the old pier, within the space be- 
tween the rail and the beacon-light, 
a tight fit for one average woman, 
axe supposed to have sat Kingsley’s 
three wives, I meaUy the wives of his 
Three Fishers, Evidently a stretch 
of imagination. The pier is the oldest 
pier of the realm, belonging to the 
peerage of Richaei) the Second. 


Nursery Bhyme. 
Dickohy, Dickory, Dock ! 

The Cardinal picked the dead lock. 
The men struck. Then 
They worked agen, 

Dickory, Yiotory, Dock I 

Pleasant Phospict in Holidat- 
TnoE.— ;-The competitors for the prize 
to be given for the best Essay on the 
International Monetary System will 
send their Manuscripts to Mr. dos- 
CHEN, who, it is hoped, “ will consent 
to act as Judge.” This is too much 
of a side-splitter even for that man 
of metal, our own John Jokin’. 
Be^ out for a holiday, let him stick 
to his com of ’vantage, and refuse. 




‘ RAISING THE CTRADE) WIND.” 

Cardinal Manning, “Thebe, that’s bight 1 Both be Reasonable, and wobk togetheb. 

Bless you, my Childben I ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Who has read “ A dhostly Manifestation,” in the July Humber of Murray^ s Magazine^ by “ A 
Cleirgyman,” who withholds his name, and mes no clue as to the time or place of this “ Manfiesta- 
tion” P I can strongly recommend it to all lovers of the marvellous, though the effect is somewhat 
discounted hy there being nothing marvellous in the fact of the author remaining anonymous and 

T- J _1T J A-T- - J. • r ■VT- AJ ‘A. • . _ _ ^ T B .1 > 


being silent upon all points that ought to assist investigation. No matter, it is a good story for all that. 
Let’s hope it ’s true. It would afford excellent matenal for the Spiritualistic Conference sitting in 
Paris. 

Mr. Frank A. Marshall is to be congratulated, as are also his talented assistants, on the 
Sixth Yolume of the Henry Irving ShaTcspeare, containing Othello^ Antony and Cleopatra^ 
Coriolanus and Lear, Strong dramatis ^son€e. Among the talented assistants who have done 
excellent work axe Mr. Joseph Knight, The First Knight Critic, Mr, Arthuh Symons, who has 
worked with a will, and at a Will. The literary forces being thus marshalled, F. M. himself was, 
unfortunately, not well enough to appear. Mr. Oscar Fat Adams assisted Mr. Yeritt wiHi King 
Lear, and snows himself <iuite “0. Fat” with his subject. Some of the illustrations, by 
Messrs. Margetson and Gordon Browne, are uncommonly good. In JDesdemona there is a 
suggestion of Miss Ellen Terry, and in Cleopatra a hint of Sarah Bernhardt. What a 
Cleopatra she would make I Could Mrs. Bernard Beere do itP A magnificent spectacle it 
might he made, and there is scope for very fine acting. In this admirably arranged edition (ff 
Shakspeare it is interesting to see how much of the origiaal has always been omitted for stage 
representation, and instructive to read the history of each play’s representations. 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 

Good por Hymn.-— T he PaU-MaU Gazette wished that the termination of the strike could have 


join, would he The DockS' ology. 
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^CONFOUND THEIR POLITICS 

A SONG OUT OF SEASON. 

John Bull sadly sings : — 

“ Come out, His now September I ” 

So goes tie good old ^ee. 

Ah me ! 1 can remember, 

When it ran^ sweet to me. 

But in this period shocking 
Of strife and party din, 

Such invitation ’s mocking 
To one “ kept in.’* 

The turnips and the stubbles, 

The trout-streams and the moors, 
Are there ; but here are troubles 
Of strikes and spouting bores. 
Speech-padded morning papers, 
Prolix and dull as lead, 

Give a tired man the vapours,' 

Yet must be read. 

To talk of the Yacation 
Is just a bitter j oke. 

No change of occupation, 

No lifting of the yoke, 

Comes with the mellow Autumn ; 

Guidnuncs are still on quest, 
Toilings have not yet taught ’em 
The joys of rest. 

Time was when closed St. Stephen’s 
Meant close of mouth and ear, 

Now silence never leavens 
The shindy of the year. 

The platform spouter preaches, 

The pulpit preachers spout ; 

’Tis speeches, speeches, speeches, 
Year in, year out ! 

Wire-puIleTs fume and fluster, 

Their tired but talky slaves 
Obediently muster 
When Nature scattering craves. 


At bye-elections boastful, 

At Caucus-gatherings hot, 

They ’ll spout my Morning Post full 
Of rabid rot. 

Giadstone’s brought back from Paris 
Some new Campaign to plan, 
Ra^tdom the Rads must harass, 

J OB flout the Grand Old Man : 
Haecouet with buttered thunder 
Will rouse the Liberal rout. 

Fierce fight ’s ahead I I wonder 
What it’s about! 

Oh, it would just be heaven 
To pack my traps and greet 
JoHisr Moelbx down in Devon, 

Hard by the Watersmeet; 

Give that recluse a hint on 
Trout-flies and salmon-hooks. 

Or learn from him, at Lynton, 

Of men and books. 

But even in my gun-room 
The party ghosts appear. 

For rest, and sport, and fun room 
I cannot find e’en here. 

Yes. yes, the moors look pleasant 
This Autumn morn, no doubt ; 

But hang it, Punch, at present, 

I can’t get out. 


Something bike a Resuscitation.— The 
Revival of The Dead Meart, The sprightly 
Tittle-tattler of theP. M. G, says of the Dead 
Heart, “ The revolutionary dance should be 
exciting.” Why? Is the waltz exciting? 
Yet there is no more “revolutionary dance” 
than the waltz. How many revolutions a 
minute are there in a waltz ? 

Of the Turf Turfy. 

Lobd Lucre has a “ crack” of splendid pace ; 

He runs it ofi its legs, just “to make hay,” 
Then sells it. Scandal to the human race [Sir, 
Is the inhuman racer ! 


HOLIDAY WISDOM. 

The British Medical Journal wisely warns 
the middle-aged tourist against over-exer- 
tion in his autumn holiday. “The annual 
holiday,” it says, “is essentially adapted to 
the tastes and habits of youth.” The hard- 
worked mau over forty,” with whom “the 
digestive aud circulatory functions are often 
seriously at fault,” tries to fall— or rise— into 
the spirit of adolescent holiday activity, and 
naturally fails, or suffers for a partial success. 
“ The middle-aged tourist must be chary of 
undertaking tasks which involve physical 
fatigue which could be undergone with ease 
when he was younger.” Words of wisdom 
these, though “ vanity glorious ” middle-age, 
with proud memories of earlier prowess as 
walker or climber, is unwilling to admit the 
truth of them. Let the M. A. T. lay them to 
heart. He is in “ the prime of life,” — of course 
—let him keep in it, by not ambitiously trying 
to hark back to the “ early prime,” of youth, 
elastic, wiry, well- winded, with digestion and 
without “ stomach,”— which after all is quite 
another “prime.” To put it epigrammati- 
cally, after a celebrated model : — 

Middle-Aged Tourist [wistfully). Fain would 
I climb, but that my “ wind” seems 
small. ^ 

Medical Adviser [decisively). If tby heart ’s 
flabby, do not climb at all I 


Note foe British: Association omitted 
BY Me. a. B. W. Kennedy, F.R.S., in his 
Discourse at Newcastle.— Sometimes names 
are in keeping with the fitness of things. 
Take for instance, “Popp’s Compressed Air 
System.” What more appropriate name for 
the inventor of a “compressed air system” 
than “ Popp ” ? Air is compressed in a vessel, 
and then “ Popp goes the wessel,” which an- 
cient ditty, if revived and adapted to the occa- 
sion, might achieve a new Popp-ularity, 
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CONFOUND THEIR POLITICS!” 

Me. Ptoce. “KOW then, JOHN.-AREN’I YOU COMING?” 

A THROUGH! I WISH TO GOODNESS THERE WAS 
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«MEEEY MAEGIT” AS IT IS. 

{Another Commimicdtion from the side of the Dear Sea Waves,) 

I WAS told it was greatly improyed— that there were alterations 
in the sea-front suggestive of the best moments of the Thames 
Embankment— that quite “smart” people daily paraded the pier. 
So having had enough of “ Urn-bye,” I moved on. The immove- 
ments scarcely made themselves felt at the Railway Station. Seem- 
ingly they had not attracted what 3ilr. Jeames would call “ the upper 
suckles,” There were the customary British middle-class matron 
from Peckham, looking her sixty summers to the full in a sailor hat ; 
the sea-side warrior first cousin to the Billiard-marker Captain with 
flashy rings, beefy hands, and a stick of pantomime proportions, and 
the theatrical lady whose connection with the stage I imagine was 
confined to capering before the footlights. However, they aH were 
there, as I had seen them any summer these twenty years. 

But I had been told to go to the Pier, and so to the Pier I went, 
glancing on my way at the entertainers on the sands, many of whom 
I found to be old friends. Amongst them was the “ h ”-less phreno- 
logist, whose insight into character, apparently satisfied the parents of 
any child whose head he selected to examine. Thus, if he said that 
a particularly stupid-looking little boy would make a good architect, 
schoolmaster, or traveller for fancy goods, a gentleman in an alpaca- 
coat, and a wide-awake hat would bow gratified acquiescence, a 
demonstration that would also be evoked from a lady in a dust 
cloak, when the lecturer insisted that a giggling little girl would 
make a “ first-rate dressmaker and cutter-out.” 

Amved at the Pier, I found there was twopence to pay for the 
privilege of using the extension, which included a restaurant, a band, 
some talented fleas, and a shop with a window partly devoted to the 
display of glass tumblers, engraved with legends of an amusing 
character, such as “Good old Mother-in- Law,” “Jack’s Night 
Cap,” “ Aunt Julia’s Half Pint,” and so on. There were a number 
of seats and shelters, and below the level of the shops was a landing- 
stage, at which twice a day two steamers from or to London removed 
or landed passengers. During the rest of the four-and-twenty hours 
it seemed to be occupied by a solitary angler, catching chiefly seaweed. 
The Band, in spite of its uniform, was not nearly so military as that 
at “Um Bye.” It contained a pianoforte— an instrument upon 


which I found the young gentleman who sold the programmes prac- 
tising during a pause between the mornmg’s selection and the 
afternoon’s performances. But still the Band was a very tuneful 
one, and increased the pleasure that the presence of so many delight- 
ful promenaders was bound to produce. Many of the ladies who 
walked roxmd and round, talking courteously to ’Aery in all his 
varieties, wore men’s habits, »Mr et simple (giving them the semblance 
of appearing in their shirt-sleeves), while their heads were adorned 
with fair wigs and sailor hats, apparently fixed on together. 

These free-and-easy-looking damsels did not seem to find favour 
in the eyes of certain other ladies of a sedater type, who regarded , 
them (over their novels) with undisguised contempt. These other 
laies, I should think, from their conversation and appearance, must j 
have been the very flowers of the flock of Brixton Rise, and the 1 
oreme de la creme of Peckham Rye society. Of course there were ! 
a number of more or less known actors and actresses from London, I 
some of them enjoying a brief holiday, and others engaged in the less 


However, the dropping of “h’s,” even to the accompaniment of 
sweet music, sooner or later becomes monotonous, and so, after 
awhile, I was glad to leave the Pier for the attractions of the Upper 
Cliff. On my way I passed a Palace of Pleasure or Yarieties, or 
Something wherein a twopenny wax-work show, seemed at the 
moment to be one of its greatest attractions. This Show contained a 
Chamber of Horrors, a scene full of quiet humour of Napoleon the 
Thied Lying in State, and an old Emgy of Geohoethe Third. The 
CoUection iacluded the waxen head of a Nonconformist Minister, who, 
according to the lecturer, had been “ Wery good to the poor,’’ pre- 
served in a small deal-box. There was also the “ Hey-Dyevie ” of 


Cliff, which had still tiie ‘ ‘ apartments-fumished ” look that was wont 
to distinguish it of yore. There was no change there ; and as I walked 
■trough the town, whichonce, as a watering-place, was second only in 
importance to Bath,— which a century ago had for its M.C. a rival of 
Bead Nash,— I could not help thinking how astonished the ghosts of 
thei^e ladies and gentlemen who visited “Meregate” inlT89must be, 
if they are able to see their successors of to-day— “ Good Old Chawhe 
Cadd,” and Miss Topsie Stuart Plantagenet, nie Tomphins, 
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"BETWEEN you AND ME AND THE POST.” SsSfficien® s^^i; 

Dear Mr. Punch, I am. entirelj at one with, yoim Correspondent and that a manuscript Ode to Spring^ by a young lady, which she 
A PjBRPLEXEi) Ornitholo&kt ” in his protest against the system, addressed to your periodical, and placed herself in the bird’s pouch. 


“ A PjBRPLEXEi) Ornitholo&kt ” in his protest against the system, addressed to your periodical, and placed herself in the bird’s pouch, 
so comi)lacently referred to in the Postmaster-Greneral’s Peport, of was never heard of again* Bat mese, Sir, are small things, and 
permitting tomtits to build nests in letter-boxes, where, it seems the fact remains that the bird — ^had it survived till this Spring — 


community at large that the discretion and dispatch of the Postal ment, and its own high sense of duty. We sent away a larger 
Service and the inviolability of private corre^ondence should not quantity of Christmas Cards than usual that season ; and the poor 
be prejudiced by indiscretions of this kind. There is grave reason bird, though it did its best, succumbed to its strenuous efiorts to 
to suspect that the evil is more widely spread than the Postmaster- accommodate them. It was found on the Green, with an un- 
GenerM represents, — as the following experience of my own may hinged bill and a burst pouch, breathing its last on a litter of 
se^etoshow, r. . • x • j- • ^ • . lithographed good- wishes and compliments of the season! I may be 

Some time ago, I had occasion to give a mend information of an wrong, Sir, but I confess to the opinion that this instance of unosten- 


extremely private and deli- 
cate nature respecting the 
character and antecedents 
of an acquaintance. I sub- 
sequently found, to my 
extreme surprise, that the 
facts contained in my com- 
munication had become 
common knowledge in the 
! village to which the miss- 
I ive had been addressed, 

‘ and~what was still more 
carious — the explanation 
was in each case identically 
the same— they aU said — 
“a little bird had told 
thf-m ’’ ! 

That a tomtit, or a bird 
of similar propensities, 
must have established it- 
self at some point along 
the postal route, seems to 
me now too clear to admit 
of doubt, and I only regret 
that I was unable to set 
up this defence in the 
action for libel which was 
subsequently brought 
against me, as it might 
have made a material 
difference in the verdict of 
the jury. For you see. 
Sir, that, even if I had 
taken ^ the precaution of 
enclosing my revelations 
in a sealed envelope, in- 
stead of committing them 
to a simple post-card, as 
I incautiously did,— that 
would not have protecttd 
them from the interference 
of the bird, and yet my 
negligence in this respect 
was made one of the points 



tatious heroism in pelican 
life is at least as worthy of 
being enshrined in the 
Post-office Report as the 
mere blind instinct of 
motherhood on the part of 
a Tomtit, which has some- 
what capriciously been 
preferred for immortali- 
sation ! I remain, Sir, 
Yours voraciously, 
Ploshkin Jee, F.R.Z.S. 

lithmian Club, 
Punch, Old Chappie, 
What price large 
gooseberries ? Good old 
P 0 s tm aster-General and 
his Tomtit I He romps off 
with the currant-loaf, and 
no one in the same held 
with* him. But joking 
apart, dear boy, I’m be- 
ginning to get a notion 
that the letter-box at the 
place where an old Aunt of 
mine hangs out (and hangs 
on) wants looking into. 
I’ve written her appeals 
which would have ex- 
tracted oof from an auto- 
matic scent- distributor 
when something has gone 
wrong with flie works, 
but, though the old girl 
replies regularly enough, 
I have never yet found a 
perceptible trace of oof in 
the letters when they turn 
up at my end I Isn’t there 
j ust an off-chance that some 
confounded little feathered 
Johnny goes and sits on 
them in the box, and 


in the case against me ! Trusting that my example may serve as a hatches a brood of little oof- birds ? Wherever the little beggars ffy 
warning to any who, like myself, may feel constrained to denounce to when they ’re fledged, they don’t come and roost with 

7 J 4.1,* -cr. •/* -X -n **-x_ \ t ^ • i_ n n 


the Rascal and the Hypocrite at all costs (mine were scandalous), I 
am, dear Mr Punch, Yours always, 

One who Prefers to Remain^ Anontmous. 

Dear Mr, Punch, The Wilderness,^ 

There is nothing, to a FTaturalist, inherently improbable in 


Yours impecuniously, Charles Chipless. 

English as she is Wrote.”— A Correspondent abroad sends us 
this cutting, from the Frankfurter Zeitung of September 12 : — 

“ Fob Englishmen. — An older gentleman, Englishman or American, will 


the Postmaster-General’s ’account of a Tomtit which succeeded in find at november a agreeable home and caxeM footing m the house of a 

hatching five young letters in a private letter-box, though I do not cnltivated widovin Bayreuth who^ understands the Englmh. ^ 

remember, in the course of a tolerably long experience, to have come there be a rush of older g^tlemans ^ a^ious to avail 

across this very interesting form of hybrid. But, wbfle he was themselves of this chance, we suppress the Advertiser s address. 

about it, Sir, I do think the Postmaster-General might have made ^ ^ 

some mention of my Pelican in his Report! I had this bird from Probable TABLE7TUBNIN&.--W1II the new Prmoe of, Monaco 

the egg upwards, and it always showed a curious predileetion for the encourage or proMbit gambling ? Were the great gaming-house 

Post Office, until, on reaching maturity, it established itself in a turned into a Bath and Ciuh-house, would imt Monte Carlo be more 

neighbouring pillar-box, with its bill protruding from the slit. Hi crowded than ever, and that, too, by reputehle visitors r Fattes le 

this vagary, ojf course, it could not be indulged, and the Authorities, /'sw, Altesse, Thel^uge-et-BlancPrincipaHtj^ the whole world, and 

pleased with the bird’s enthusiasm, and alive to the demand for the half world too, is asking what will be the Prince s little game r 

extra postal accommodation, kindly had the pelican painted the ^ 

official scarlet, and stationed it at the corner of our road as a kind of Questions sent to, and answered by, our new Agricultural Chaplin, 

deputy animated pillar-box on its own account. It will hardly he whose worh in the Ministry w not to be confounded with ^at of a 

behaved, Sir, that the creature discharged its duties with the most Rural Bean Q. “ Sir, when my gardens uses his scythe 

admirable punctuahty and method, never once omitting to stalk lawn, may I speak of him as giving it the 

majestically at the stated hours of collection to the local post-office, A, ‘‘Yes. I should call this s.jeudem^ • P* . 

where it submitted with exemplary docility to be cleared. The only the right time to cut my corn ? ” — A, When it hnrts you. H. C. 
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I- I if- 1 - If you find as yer foe’s in a flummox, will you risk tke 

^ARRY ON THE BATTLE OF LIFE. and the tin 

Deae Chaelib,— My ’oMay’s over. I Ve hin down in Devon this year, By cMvalry ? No ; give him one in the wind like a shot, 

"Where I We climhed seoh a lot of ’igh ’ills that I ’m hlowed if my legs ain’t romp in. 

-rv X?® t TVT i. -XT i • 1 » Sloppy sentiment mucks the best miH, and our spoutera 

Dead dotty, like Chitahoh, Next tme, if I ’ave my ojm piek,» on the slop ; [over the shop, 

I mean spotting some place where life isn t all muokmtogs, climbing, and stick. Prom G-laestoite to Cardinal Maeitlitg, ttiey snivel ^ 
f o Booty scenery’s aU very proper, but then it ain’t About “own flesh and blood,” and Wealth’s duties, the 

liB ' everyone cares Sweaters, and Housing the Poor. 

5 ''' ^ 0^ beflowsing busters where walks is all Bah ! The oof bird flies out o’ the winder when sentiment 

^ W getting upstairs. dabs at the door. 

W J - I ’m fair touched in the wind with long scrambles in lays the tme golden heggs, but there ain’t nigh 

I ' gaiters and waterproof coat, enough to go round, 

’Aeey ’s got a good leg of his own, but he ain’t like a give each one a basket-full, Chabub ; at least that ’a 

It , dashed mountain goat. Fm always found. 

I! il I 1 ’ Coming back in the train I got reading ; that don’t I say git as near to the nest as yer can, mate, and’ave the 

11 I Ulii ‘ often ’appen with me, fust grab; 

I 111 111 ' B|^8r \' 1/ But the comp’ny was mugs, so I tried for a spell at And then let bluebag pessymists grumble, and Socialist 

W^r \ the good old D. T. levellers gab ! 

\ It.’as turned on its old Autumn tap of long letters, 'vyorth living? Lor, yns, wjtA the Oof , CHiBUE ! Give 

JgK \ The question this bout look-in 

' App^s to he, “ Is Life -Worth Hving ? ” leastways j^^d see if I won’t maie things hum ! With my tastes, 
AF m ® ^ and a ’atfull of tin. 




*Arry d Parry. 


ain’t much of a task. 


It depends on the tap of the tipple ! You ask any man with a thnst 
If lotion ’s worth lapping ; there ’s only one thing as he ’ll want to know fust. 

Says he, “ Js it lotion, or catlap ? ” Jest so ; and it’s ditto with life. 

AU these mngs as spin yams about marriage, and ochre, small screws, a bad 
wife, 

Hedgercation and Happy-go-lucky, I say as they all miss the mark. 

Life is jest the best biz in creation, — ^purvided you makes it a lark. 

A lark, Chlaeiie ; that ’s where the laugh comes. These dockers now, out on 
the strike, 

Most likely ain’t fly to the fun of it ; dessay if Botherhithe Mike 
Could put his big paw to a pen, and explain hisself, in the I>, T., 

"When Bueits wasn’t looking, he ’d say as his life wasn’t much of a spree. 

Mi ke camt, and wot ’s more he don’t want to ; tain’t 'them ’ardest ’it as ’owls 
most 

In this ’ere bloomin’ Battle, dear hoy. It is most on it cold tea and toast. 

Mere ink-slinging slop, this discussion, in which every flat who feels had 
For a cut in can hair his pet grievance or trot out his favourite fad, 

’Abet isn’t no “pessymist,” Chaelie ; them sort is a specie of mug 
As I ’ate most pertikler, fair J’s, with no heye for the snide and the snug ; 
Always nagging at Nature permiskus, and pulling a precious long face, 

Because they’d the blessed bad luck to he booked for the great Human Race. 

I should jest like to twig ’em at dinner 1 If some on ’em ain’t got a twist 
Like a fonrteen-y ear-old at a tuck-shop, I ’m wrong. It ’s aU moonshine and 
mist, 

Their so-called philosophy, Chaeue. Their learning ’s a fat lot of use, 

If it only means cacklmg at Nature, and hissing at Life like a goose. 

I’m practical, I am, my Pippin, Yes, Life is a^Battle, no doubt, 


xnmgas ne liwaniTOKnowiusr. WHAT ME, PUNCHES MOON SAW, 

I : and it ’s ditto with Life. 

iage, and ochre, small screws, a bad TWENTYrTOURTH EVENING. 

“I Kxow a young man,” said the Moon. “I have 
a they all miss the mark. many opportunities of seeing him, for he is in the habit 

.ed you makes it a lark. of coming home very late at night. He lodges with an 

comes. These dockers now, out on ^“her^^riot 

r if Betherhithe Hike him, hut 

[ hisIdfT in the jO. r., she goes to bed 

u life wasn’t much o£ a spree. 

t to ; tain’t 'them ’ardest ’it as ’owls andisveryoare- 

s most on it cold tea and toast, turb her slum- 

rhich every flat who feels had 

-ot out his favourite fad. L “The other 

m sort is a specie of mug «%VvVVm.!lirt,,i evening, how- 

eye for the snide and the snug ; ever, when he came home, he was horriliea to nnd he 

pulling a precious long face, had forgotten his latchkey. The window-fastenings of 

)ooked for the great Human Race. the front room on the ground floor were not difficult to 

r-P «««,« «« o +w?of there was Carlo, his Aunt’s pet dog, who 

nnrl there. Carlo, as his mistress was never tired of 

I m wrong. It s aR moonshine and ^as the most intelligent animal that ever harked, 

-Po+ir^+r. 4 iT,s.o and_ the best house-dog in the^ whole world. At the 


la i'll 


slightest sound, the faithful Carlo would alarm the 
whole household, and plunge the poor young man into 
hopeless disgrace ! He walked up and down undecidedly 
for some time, hut at last he grew so sleepy and desperate 


And you’ve got to he ny with your mawleys, or else you may get a knock-out. for some time, hut at last he grew so sleepy and desperate 
We cam’t all be winners, that ’s certain. VVot of it ? It ’s like pitch-and-toss, that he determined to risk everything, and get tnrongh 
Where, if everyone ’ad tossing tanners, there could be no gain, nor yet loss, the window, in the teeth of the devoted guardian of the 

“Heads I win, mate, and tails yon don^t lose!” That’s yer modern ^ j i j: • j: u j. 

philanterpest cry He made a good deal of noise, for he was not 

Of the preachers and Socialist spoutera. It’s kibosh, dear hoy— aU. my eye ; accust(^ed to forcing windows, sM, to his great sur- 

Pooty scheme, hut won’t work ; pooty pattern of goods in the piece, but won’t he ^d not arouse Carlo. He came floundering 

wash. » xr o A- 7 down on the floor with a^ thump, having mistaken the 

You must nut un vour dukes and save toko, or take it ; the rest is all bosh. ^ chair,— hut stiU Carlo made no sign. The | 


wash. 

You must put up your dukes and give toko, or take it ; the rest is all bosh. 

I ’m a Darwinite aU. up my hack. If my hancestor perched on a tree, 

He made shift to get top and nail nuts ; the result, arter ages, is Mel 
Not much of the monkey about me, I flatter myself as to phiz, 

I But I ’m stiU. on the climb arter nuts ; that ’s life ’s game, and the only good hiz. 

The Attest survives, so they tell us ; aU. right, my dear boy, here I am I 
And there ’s lots of surviving in me, I can tell ’em. Oh, Life ’s real jam 


young man was relieved and grateful, but puzzled as 
weU, for he knew the dog must he in the room some- 
where. At last he fonnd the matches, and struck a 
light— and then he hurst out laughing more loudly than 
was quite prudent. For Carlo, the intelligent watch- 
dog, was perfectly aware that the room was being broken 
into, but, his intelligrence being even greater than his 
valour, Carlo was lying in the corner behind the door, 
indnstriously ‘shamming dead,’ which was another 


And there ’s lots of surviving in me, I can tell ’em. Oh, Life’s real jam into, hut, his intelligence being even greater than his 

If you only jest ^ove to the front ; but to do that, old pal, you must shove, valour, Carlo was lying in the corner behind the door, 

And not mind all their blessed bow-wow about manners and brotherly love. indnstriously ‘ shamming dead,’ which was another 

“Ware ribers!” dear boy, that’s the mottex: the strongest and sharpest 8.ceomplishment ^ his. Tim yoimg is 

i ^ disposition, for he did not betray Carlo’s 

And them with short wind and weak ribs, wy in course they must go to 

Put yer Socialist spout in a crowd at a race, ot tfieayter on fire, ” 

And then see where the “kindness” comes in, mate, and who’ll he the fust an honourable silence on the suhjeo . 

to retire, :■ ■ '.^.r .=^= = :- = = = ==.: 

In the great Ring of Li£e you must fight with the raw ’uns, I tell yer, old pal, Bt A REnnsjom aed Yictdiisei) Totjbist. — To what 
And mm “chivalry” game— ask jKheain, or [^old Bismaeok !— is nahhy race do extortionate Hotel-keepers belong? TotheHinii- 
fal-lal, doos. 


K'6XICE.-^Bejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case bo returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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UNTILED: OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

** Trt's volontiers,” repartit le demon. Yous aimez lea tableaux ebangeans : je veux vous eontenter.’ 

£e JDiable 'BoxUvt. 

Of Juno in a passion. ^ — 

That boudoir virginal, secluded, sweet, I And this plump siren puts his pleadings by 
YYas storm- tost by the dame’s indignant heat, With banter cool, yet nolds him mth an ey^ 






[' w'. 


W as storm- tost by the dame’s indignant heat, Witl 
Like some shy bower of roses 
Smitten by tropic tempest. ‘‘Such fine tt-rrri 
wrath,” 

I murmured, ‘ ‘ might have marked the plain- mi,: 
ward path 

Of idol-hating Moses.” ^ 


Whose greed is keen and slumberless. 
“What marvel that our Matron waxes 


I murmured, “ might have marked the plain- mi,: u i xtu is?- 

ward path harpy from the slums get hold of him 

Of idoi-hating Moses.” .^d his ancesteal acres, 

When her girl’s hook was fairly in his gills ? 
“I^ay,” laughed my guide, “ the truth you The thought might shake with fury’s mur- 
hit but half. _ derous thrills 

’Tis not the worship of the Golden Calf The souls of saints or Quakers. 

Rouses Aerrighteons anger. i. i -n • tt i j. 

’Tis that her daughtCT there has dared inclme liire ’wiU win yonng Hercules at 

At other than a fitly gilded shrine. m. o • ^ i. .1 r , , 10 

Hark to her to^s hot clangour ! ” ^ fascinations of ihe f^kly fast’ 

rri. n jj, tp Or sordidly seductive r* 

® Time,” said my guide, “must answer. But 

Halt frightened, half resentful, Tulgar between* 

‘‘rows” Bohemia’s triumph ^d Belgravia’s spleen 


Half frightened, half resentful, Tulgar between* 

rows ” Bohemia’s triumph and Belgravia’s spleen 

shme the s^ret places ^ Xhe contrast is instructive. 

Or Caste and Culture. Billingsgate might own tj-r j i T^• i 1. 

That rage-fiushed countenance, that strident ‘ London’s Stymphaliau Birds may vary much 
tone fn plumage, but m greed and power of clutch 


tone, 

Those furious grimaces. 

“‘How dare you— minx?’ — Yes, she has 
dared deride 

The brainless boy who sought her as his bride, 
To share his couch and carriage, 

His million and his mortal dulness. Fool ! 
Rebellious to the Matron’s golden rule, 

The true morale of marriage. 


May not our scheming mother 
Match the stage-harpy? Brazen beak and 
claw 

Are recognised by mode, allowed by law 
In her, and many another. 

“‘Has the poor girl a favoured lover?’ 
Look 1 

A bottle of ‘ the Boy,’ a Betting Book, 

1 A scurril Sporting Paper,— 

These are the things, with fiction fresh 


“ They are not solid assets. Sentiment 
Won’t pay the hawking Hebrew cent- per 
cent , 

And so the lad is thinking 
Of ‘ little Fla'vta’s very obvious mash,’ 

And what it may prove worth in ready cash. 
See, with a hand unshrinking, 

“ He pens, no sickly sonnet, but a shrewd ‘ 
Well-polished scoundrel-plea, which, bare 
and crude, 

Would stagger the most simple ; 

But over whose false gush and verbal grace 
To-morrow ‘ little Fiavia’s ’ tear-stained face 
Will sweetly flush and dimple. 

‘ ‘ Four views of Marriage ! Circe in her lair 
The Matron keen, the callow Millionnaire, 
The Detrimental daring, 

So wide opposed, are yet at heart the same, 
Fierce followers of Society’s favourite game ; 
Love-chase ?— nay, Lucre-snaring ! ” 


TAKEN AS RED. 

Red-haieed people, stigmatised by the 
vituperative vulgar as “ Carrots,” “ Ginger,” 
and “Mahogany-tops,” have, it would 
appear, at last found tneir champion, ‘ ‘ Some- 
body,” says the SU Jameses Gazette^ “has 
compiled a philosophy of red-haired women.” 
According to tms philosophy, they are 
“ almost invariably neater, Quicker, brighter, 
and cleverer, than their Sisters; they are 
buoyant in spirit ; they nearly always have 
a turn for rhvming and versification; and 
they are excellent mathematicians.” Here 
is comfort— nay, triumph — ^for the long- 
reviled Rufuses ! The only drawback— if we 
except that “turn for versification”— seems 
to be a tendency to “temper.” Well, well; 
occasional fits of tantrums and verse-turning 
(was Silas Wigg a red-poll?) may surely 
be excused in a neat, quick, bright, buoyant, 
clever ready-reckoner of either sex. To 
parody the balladist^of Ballahooley^^ we 
may say : — 

When the'kindly hand of fate 

Made the red-haired quick and “ nate,” 

It added one ingredient that could injure ; 

And as it seems quite clear 

Ginger’s temper may be queer, 

“ There must hare been some stingo m the 
ginger J ” 

WoETK Seeing.— OM r Flat at the Strand 
Theatre is very amusiug. Nothing flat about 
it except tbe title. Edouin capital. Mr. 
Fawcett, very good. The part of the heroine, 
which was always bright and clever, is now 
really Whitiy. 


V He ’s a Hercules, These are Ihe tfings, wiui ^fiction fres 

And that’s his Omphale. Dpon his knees, from France, 

He, the much-lauded Hero O’er which our modern * Hero of Romance ’ 

Of many a football scrummage ! At her side, Consumes the midnight taper. 

^ taper ’ is a SEbex lamp. 

Sinks suddenly to zero. The ‘ hero ’ is a haiSsome, heartless seUp. 

‘ The muscle-mama, the fierce rage to race, Love-musing ? No such matter ! 

Hit hard, kick high, pull fast, ‘ put on the A sonnet to his lady’s eyebrow ? Nay, 
pace,’ ‘ I take no stock in rhyme-rot anyway,’ 

Fires the sole modem zealot He ’d say in Pubdom’s patter. 

A super^e ^ciety tolerates ; .. j pi 

Other enthusiasts it scorns and hates Tnvi ^ 

^ As Sparta did her helot. Scarce buoy this straggler in the tro 

“This youth holds many ‘records;’ he is Of impecuniosity; 

reckoned How should a modish, thriftless thrt 

To have ‘cut’ Lonshanks’ best by half a debt 

second ; Harbour unselfish love, ox soft regret, 

His * pots ’ are almost numberless. Or manly generosity ? 


“The Jews are at his heels. Play and the 
Turf [surf 

Scarce buoy this straggler in the troubled 
Of impecuniosity; 

How should a modish, thriftless thrall of 
debt 

Harbour unselfish love, ox soft regret, 

Or manly generosity ? 



von, xevn. 
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ECCLESIASTICAL FASHIONS FOR LADIES. 

{Suggestions for a further develojment.) 
















M£s. Bumble, 

St. Geobge’s, Hanovek Square. 


Mirs Thueifera, 

FOE Ritualistic Church. 


Mr** Proudie 
OF Barchestbr Cathedral. 


Precentoress, Mrs. Doc , 
Westmihstee Abbey, 


“ It is intended on Sunday week (Michaelmas Day) to inti-oduce a surpliced choir into the Church of All Hallows, Lombard Street. The ladies are to be 
placed near the choir, probably in the front seats of the church. The Sunday services are to be shortened and remodelled.” — Dai/y Telegraph, Sept. 19. 


And this sportsman in the pit, said, “ If I but wait a bit, 

I fancy that those birds will fLy my way-way— way ; 

•Though, of course, they didn’t ought, 

At, least, so it may be thought, 

By that Grand Old Driver. Wonder what he ’ll say — say— say. 

“ He win say, I greatly fear, that Jhave no business here ; 

But of course that’s big bow-wow, and tommy rot— rot— rot. 

I am here,— :/’y suis.fp reste. 

And I ’m going to do my best 
At Gladdy’s birds to get a passing shot— shot— shot, 

“ Their flight ’s all wiggle-waggle ; some appear inclined to straggle ; 

By Jingo, if I blaze *^into the brown— brown— brown,’ 

Though it seem a longish shot, 

I shall give it to them hot. 

And I fancy I shall bring some of ’ em down— down— down ! ” 

[Left taking aim, 

^ A Matter of Corset. — A medical speaker at the British Associa- 
tion at Heweastle thundered against belts worn by ladies, and 
declared they should be pulled ofi and burned. Oh, yes ! who ’s to 
do it ? It would be easier to “ go for” a “ Belted Earl ” than to attack 
a Belted Conntess, or any other belted lady. In fact, if a Belted 
Earl tried it, he would probably be instantly qualified to appear as 
“the Spotted Nobleman,” to the tune of “O What a Surprise/” 
ftnite right, my anti-tight-belter, hnt who is to belt the cat ? 

Mem. by a Man in the Street. 

It often happens that the idle oaf 
Clamours most loudly for the Industrial Ophir; 

And that the fiercest friend of the “ Big Loaf ” 

Is the big loafer. 

Scarcely Iin?EirDEi>. — A letter to the Times, signed by an old 
supporter of Italian Unity, alluding to the political snpport given by 
Mr. James Staitsfeli) to Mr. Willtamc O^bieh, says, “I think n 
Mazzini conld know of the present doings of Mr. Stattsfeld, he 
would verily turn in his grave.” But isn|t that exactly what 
Messrs, Stansfeld and O’Erlen would like him to do in, or out of, 
his grave, i.e., “ turn ” — and join the party of Messrs. S. and O'B. ? 

New Secret Society.— “I’ m a G.T.,” observed an acquaintance, 
by way of reply to an invitation to stay awhile and take a “modest 
quencher.” “Indeed!” said his hospitable companion, “does a 
‘ G. T.’ means a ‘ Good Templar’ ?” “No,” returned the first, “It’s 

Good Tippler,’— opposition Society. Let ’s drink its health.” 

Tm Pity of It!— W hen Workmen “strike,” the blow falls 
heaviest on the Women and Children. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

What does Mr. B. L. Earjeoh mean by not finishing his latest 
Novel, A Young GirVs Life f There ’s life in the young gbrl yet, 

I and at the end of the Third Yolnme she is actually beginning her 
nil „ 11 career. He has given us only 



I, llll iBAftOWDEBOOld passages in her young life. He 
lets Ms bad characters go scath- 
less in the most merciful manner. 
What has come to him P Where 
is his sense of poetic justice? 
Let Mm give us Volume lY. to 
inform us : Mrst, what becomes of 
Mad Maxwell f Secondly, how 
the good peasant Wolf was ever 
repaid for the task he uudertook ; 
for he was promised by the heroine 
sufl5.cient money to enable him 
and Ms wife to live happily in 
the plains, which sum the Ueroine, 
being mined, never gave him. 
Thirdly, how was Mr, Bathgate punished? Fourthly, who were 
Mrs. Frice and Mrs, Borwich (a name suggestive of the Baking 
Powder) and what became of them after they left the room ? Did 
Mr. Earjeoh originally intend to make any further use of these two 
ladies ? And why, after introducing a Valentine Vox sort of man, 
did the author suddenly become chary about employing Ms marveHons 
ventriloqnial powers ? Sixthly, what did he originally intend to do 
with the trap-door in the ceiling, and the boxes up in the loft f 
Mr. Earjeoh kept me up, long after my regular bed-time, reading 
his new Novel, which, having once commenced it, I could not put 
down ; and I demand satisfaction at Ms hands on these principM 
points, wMch seem to me to be the basis of a continuation of mis 
Novel. Bn attendant, I recommend it to my readers generally, though 
not so warmly as I have recommended others of Mr. Farjeon’s, 

The Baroh de Book-Worms. 

Tbe Sex's Ans-wer to Mrs, Stopes. 

I SITS with my waist in a vice, 

And if any one axes me “ "VVTiy ? ” 

I says, “ Tisn’t graceful or nice ; 

It’s the Milliner makes me!” saysL 

“ The Royal Oak,”— W e ’ve not yet seen the piece, hut the only 
thing against the title is that the ’busses wMch go to “The Royal 
Oak ” will take the unwary passenger to Bayswater instead of Drury 
Lane. If a success, Druriolahus, Hamilton, and Heitry Nehtillb 
will not be all “ Up a tree ” with Charles the Second. 
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A n e\/rt m i a m ncoir^rs regular gap in a hedge, or by any rustic stHe on a path where there 

A UtVUNIAN PERIOD- is an undoubted right of way, climbs the bank, surveys with his 

Soneyinoo^i&n— Photographers — The Torr^ Trouhle-^An Interview eager eye the coast road to Lee within a stone’s throw oi lum, and. 


charmed by the tempting prospect, starts to pursue the distinctly 
defined path, when he is stopped by a labouring man, who, in the 
name of his employer, the tenant of this part oi the Torrs’ Estate, 
demands a toll of one penny. 

“ But,” objects the Philosopher, who with his book under his arm, 
his papers and proofs all about him, his pencils sticking out of 
his waistcoat, and accompanied by the Poet, presents the spectacle 
of a literary mountaineer on his way to the heights of imagination, 
“ we have already paid a penny each to enter the Torrs’ Walks.” 

This statement I corroborate from the path below, as I have not 
intended to accompany them in their further walk. 

“ Yew ’re out o’ the Torrs’ Walks now,” says the rustic guardian, 
whom Bulwee might have called ‘the dweller on the threshold,’ 
replying to the philosophic objection ; “and yew’ll have to pay.” 

“ But we have paid,” protests the Poet, resenting this interference 


w^ toe ^aid,” protests the Poet, resenting this interference 
‘ “ These Gentlemen have paid,” I call out from below. 

Ilpeacombe is remarkable chiefiy for honeymooners and photo- , , 

graphers. “Wherever I go,” cries Mias Beoistdesly, hysterically, But, my good man,” argues the Philosopher, in as placid a 
“ I come upon them. Ah! ” she shrieks, suddenly, and jumps back manner as if he were a Counsel engaged in the driest Chancery suit, 
quickly, as if she had trodden on a blaekbeetle, or something was 


-Discimion—Ea'planation— Dissatisfaction, 




How to Utilise the Switchback for Travelling in North Devon. 








The Puzzled Torr-ist. 


jum^g out at her. 

“ What is it ? ” asks the Poet and Philosopher, in a breath. 

; Whereat, by way of answer, she only explodes in giggles, puts 
her sunshade at an angle of 35® to the tip of her nose, as if to hide some 
dreadful object from her gaze, and looking towards us over her 
shoulder, she turns the comer of the walk, continuing her ascent ; 
and then we, foHowing her, come upon an Edwint^ and ANOEiiisrA 
seated happily on a bench, not taking the slightest notice of us, or even 
of Miss Jennie Beondeslt, or apparently thinJdng of anyone except 
themselves, as, indeed, why on earth shoxiid they r 

It’s the same everywhere, just like walking in the labyrinthine 
passages of a Grand Hotel, and stumbling over the hoots and shoes 
in pairs at every door. 

Ed-whit with Angelina “all over the shop,” as Haeet Sketh- 
MAOEE expresses it. Here they are trudging, sitting, skipping, 
jumping, lying, sitting under trees, behind furze-bushes, all among 
the Tbracken, beneath fungus-like simshades, or recumbent under 


the bracken, ^beneath^fungus-like simshades, or recumbent under 

Photographers^pop out on yon from all corners. Very annoying \ 

for Edwins and Angelinas. The lonely tourist walking along the ‘ ' ‘ 

road is perpetually being stopped by the photographic brigands, '' \ ' H ^>'iiEir«l 

and politely requested not to move for a second ; and before he knows , - * i 

where he is, he is taken, negatively, as part of the landscape, and mam 

imprisoned in the camera. The Puzzled Torr-ist. 

Of all the walks the coast road to Lee is out-and-out the grandest, ^ 2 i. ix. i ^ j. i j » 4.v v a 

amplest, easiest, prettiest, and, if you oan avoid the Torre’ Estate, 'when we entered at the lodge-gate the old lady ’’—this he puts 
the^eapest. li you cauH avoid the Torrs’ Estate, you’U have to most pohtdy^ under the mpressiou t^t perhaps she may be Mme 
^ relation to this rural collector of tolls, “ told ns Giat we could get by 

this way on to the Lee coast road.” 

i FSTMt- '1' ^ “I ain’t got nothing to do with the old woman at the gate 

'JfiOAST yander,” returns the man, somewhat rudely, “She makes her 

‘i " ^ "" money, and we makes ourn. And yew We got to pay.” 

^ sv'' ** ^ footpath, there is a sme, and a footpath beyond,” the 

y Philosopher says, pointing them out as if he were illustrating a lecture 

I by means of a diagram, “and surely, my good man, this constitutes 
- a xi^t of way.” 

^ “I ain’t here to argufy,” replies the man, roughly. 

“But you’re here to listen to reason,” returns the Philosopher, 
with some warmth, 

“Yew ’re here a trespassing, that’s what yew are, and, if yew 
^ were a'’ gentleman, yew ’d pay,” and as the man raises his voice, his 

^ tone becomes unpleasantly menacing. 

“ Trespassing be f” shouts the Philosopher, suddenly flaring 

P up, and throwing wisdom to the winds. 

^ “I ain’t a going to be sworn at,” says the man, preparing for 

^ some sort of action. 

“I did not swear at yon,” the Professor explains, coolmg down as 
suddenly as he had flared up. 

“ Yew did,” returns the man doggedly. 

“I beg your pardon,” says the Philosopher with extraordinary 

politeness— “ I did nothing of the sort.” 

The Progress of Poetry and Philosophy barred by Ignorant Obstinacy. ^ juncture the Poet produces twopence, and, with the courtesy 

that must necessarily have characterised the action of the Good 
pay a penny, hut it is well worth the outlay in order to cut off a hit Samaritan when, according to the accepted English version, he pro- 
of the inland road, and so reach the coast pa^ sooner. duced the same amonnt, addressing the man, says,— 

Our Mr. Cook says that the town Authorities would do well to find “ Here is the twopence. We pay under protest.” 

a remedy for this vexatious charge of a penny levied on the nn- “ I shall write to the papers on the subject,” observes the Philo- 


sn^cting pedestrian, who, having arrived at what really is the sopher, preparing to take a note. “ This ought to he settled,” 
ena of the Torrs’ Walks, seeing a clear way which involves a slight “ Ahf” says the man, as he gives fa receipt for the money. He 
scramble, not by any means so difficult as is presented by many a carries tickets in a bag, which I had not noticed before, and is 


i ESTMli J 
' fiOAST 
1! ru 




The Progress of Poetry and Philosophy barred by Ignorant Obstinacy. 
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apparently entirely moUified at having gained his point aw 

and Ms pence— “I Ve heard that said over and over 
again, bnt no one does it,” and the Philosopher and the 
Poet having proceeded on their wa^^, he is refeing chnck- 
ling to the hiding-place from which, like a spider, he "v 
lies in wait for the venturesome Mes wno cross the border, 
when Copley Mabeham suddenly appears on the scene. LYCE Uli CAUN 

“This wouldn’t have happened abroad,” he says. I am 

of the contrary opinion. piE C£^ (^OT UP i ' 

“ I don’t understand,” calls out Copley Markham, withthe 
arresting the man’s attention, “ what right your master 
has to charge for persons going on to the Lee coast road.” ^ 

“Never yew mind as to right,” replies the custodian, - ^ 

looking down superciliously on tnis new character in the ^ 

dramatis personc^. Then he adds, in a sulky tone, “I ^ 

don’t want to talk to such as yew.” 

“But explain it,” calls out Copley, as the man is 
walking away. 

‘ ‘ I don’t want to talk to such as yew,” the man repeats, _ 
wagging Ms head, and waving his hand as if he were 
putting Copley Markham aside. ^ 

“ You can give a civil answer,” I suggest, in a tone of v>^W|| 
pleasant remonstrance. 

“I don’t want to talk to such as yew,” he replies, 
sweeping both of us away with the same action of Ms 
left hand. 

“ I only want to know,” Copley persists. 

But the man having got hold of a good useful repartee, 
repeats it, as if it were the burden of a song, as he ^ 

walks slowly away, occasionally turning his head towards 
us as if he^ suspected that we should take advantage of Henry Ir\ 

his retreating to clamber up and dodge him somehow. 

But we merely bid Mm. cheerfully, “ Q-ood-bye,” to which 
however, he replies 'with the telling rejbainj “ I don’t want to talk to 
such as yew ; ” and so he slouches off, pausing nowand then to east a 
glance towards us. Then he disappears, and we see him no more. 

As we sit down to enjoy our evening-pipe and penn’orth of sunset, 
a stranger politely addresses us. He says, “I heard some part of 
your altercation with that man. It is a most annoying state of 
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LYCEUM REVIVAL. 


MOMS FRCMBA^r/LLE. 
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Henry Irving doing the Landry 
Business. 


Catherine Duval. 


Abbe Latour EiflFel. 


GOOD-BYE, SUMMER! 


affairs. The fact is, you see, The Torrs’ Estate Company lets a 
portion of the property, the w alks, to the people at the Lodge, who 
make what they can out of the tolls, and the other portion to a 
tradesman, who makes what he can out of the fact that you can get a 
short cut over his ground to the coast road to Lee, and to the Torrs’ 
"VYalks as well. Directly you leave the Torrs’ Walks you are on his 
property, and, vice versd. If you pay a penny to go on his land, and 
thence on to the Torrs’ Walks, you have to pay another penny when 
you come off the Torrs’ Walks, and go out by the Lodge. You ’ll 
excuse, me. Gentlemen, hut I thought you ’d like to know.” 

I thank him for the information, wMch I believe is the correct 
explanation of a system that takes tourists by surprise, and annoys 
them considerably. But admission to the Torrs’ Walks is well worth 
a penny or even twopence, as they are, on the whole, unequalled by 
anytMng about Ilfracombe, except the first part of the 'coast path- 
way, not the road, to Lee. 

“ Those who don’t care about going vnth us on excursions,” Our 
Own Mr. Cook observes, “can always take their exercise on the 
Torrs’ Walks.” Zes absents ont toujour s Torrs, 

1 LACHJERRE COMME 1 LAGEEREE. 

^ ** The electoral manoeuvres of our adversaries have assumed the propor- 
tions of a veritable conspiracy against Universal Suffrage.” — M, Lagnerre 
iJBoiilangisU) 

Whether the sly Eeaetionary scheme, 

Or whether— Red and Rad— the xowdy rough rage, 

Their rival advocates appeal, ’twould seem 
To the great fetish, Universal Suffrage ! 

But whether they would choke or whether coax it, 

One aim they have in common— ’tis to hoax it I 

Sugar Ajsro Leal. — ^In a trenchantly-written and clever letter to the 
Times, Thomas Girsoh Bowles, late of Vanity Fair, vmtes from 
aboard the yacht Nereid, “ Let any enemy have the longest gun and 
the most universal of conscriptions ; give me the power of running 
Ms sugar up to seven shillings per pound, and 1 will undertake 
to bring Mm to terms;^’'— All very well, if loaded or directed by a bad 
marksman, but one straight shot from the long gun would dispose 
of T. G. B. before he had time to use this mighty power. 

Second Title. — “British Association,” or Society for providing 
Middle-aged Gentlemen with a scientific excuse for a pleasant outing. 

Practical Liberal Unionists. — Working-men who eontrihuted 
to the Strike Fund. 


Summer ’s nearly over, 

Com has followed clover, 

Nuts and apples reign | 

Snapt their slender mooring, 
Leaves would go a touring— 
Freedom brief and vain ; 
They are fain to follow 
The sun-seeking swallow* 

Yet the^ glass is rising 
To a height surprising, 

And, to sweet suxmismg, 

June is here again. 

Cnckoo, cuckoo, sbwly 
Knelling from the foliage, 

Runs in fancy’s head ; 

Suns again for fun set, 

And dawn follows sunset 
Ere we go to bed, 

And daisies in mazes, [spread. 
Where the haze is lifted, 

Yet tMs sweet September, 

Like a county Member, 

Showers its gifts around ; - 
Trees with gold are tipped, 

And the most insipid - ’ 
Tracts of fallow ground 
With a sober splendour, 
Gossamer’d and tender, 

By its grace are crown’d. 
Fuller fiows the river, 

Like a wayward giver 
Who has stinted long ; 
Broad, and deep, and stately, 
It assists us greatly, 

Though for up-stream towers, 
Or more hardy rowers, 

Just a trifle strong. 

Onrs no luncheon hasty— 

Here ’s a goodly pasty, 

And for liquor tasty 
Ale of temper’d power ; 

Cool it in the water 
For about a quarter 
Of a sunny hour. 

Fish are fl.ashing silvery ; 

Who would care to kill very 
Many roach or perch ? 

They are blithe and merry— 
Come, a glass of sherry, 

For the corkscrew search; 


vv uile the great swans gobble, 
What we throw with wobble, 
And with lazy lurch. 

There is Mabel standing 
At the rustic landing, 

With an air commanaing, 

Which her curls would check ; 
Like a boy heroic 
On a burning deck. 

Kisses anemoic 
Play about her neck ; 

She could make a stoic 
Gambol at her beck. 

Like a brown and pleasant 
Chirpy kind of bird ; 
OrnamentM peasant, 

Q,ueen of creams and curd 7 
When another ’s present. 

How I loathe the third. 

Now, all slights forgiven, 

By the -sunlight shriven. 

Laugh the happy fields. 

Past the rain and raw gust 
Of deceitful August, 

Earth her late love yields ; | 

And the oars fiash, dripping, 

As the boat goes slipping 
Through the liquid bars ; 
While serenely gracious, 
Heaven’s hollow spacious 
Fills with quiet stars. 

Soon will iftorms come hurling 
Do'wn the suRen reach, 

And the waters curling, 

Sudden lessons teach 
In the art of “ feather ” 

During stormy weather ; 

Yet one more fine jewel 
In OUT life is set, 

Ere the Winter cruel 
Brings its grog and gmel, 

Fogs and wind and wet. 

WMle^ our hHss we’re vaunt- 

..-iag, 

Something still is wanting. 
Something— never mind, 
What the gods have given 
Never can he riven — 

Heaven still is kind. 





THE CHILD OF THE PERIOD. 

Scene — A small Danc& in EopsMro*^ 

Dorothy. I ‘m afraid I mustn’t give you another Danof, Mr, Jollibotp, You ses, I ’m a Daughter of the House !’ 


CHEZ MADAME TTJSSATJD. 

. “ He (General Boulanger) has discovered the value of the zero in political 
combinations; he is the cipher before which every man hopes to put a 
numeral of his own choosing, to make it count his own way,” — Daily Jsews* 

Famous Old Lady^ loquitur : — 

Where shall you put Hm ? Well, upon my word, 

Even I am rather puzzled how to place him.; 

Whether to front him with the Great Absurd, 

Or have the Small Sublime to back and face him. 

Yet, goodness knows, I have all sorts of “ heroes,” 
i From the great Corsican to — ShallabaUah, 

Captains and Charlatans, Noodles and Neros, 

In my Valhalla. 

My hospitable halls of waxy fame 
Are open usually to Everybody 
Who is Somebody, and has made a name 
Either as Monarch, Murderer, Sage or Noddy. 

Particularly any personage 
Who makes what now is called a “ Great Sensation.” 

Argal in those same halls he should engage 
A front location. 

Yes, for this Man o* Wax I must make room ; 

“ He’s quite a Ckcumstance,” as Yankee Boodle 
Would say. No blinking the “ Boulanger Boom. 

Whether as lion or as shaven poodle. 

He ’s made himself conspicuous m a way ; 

So may a Circus Clown or pseudo-Csesar ; 

But where to put the gentleman to-dky. 

Why, Slat ’s a teaser. 

French; Problem. — What does “Re-vision” mean? Second 
sight ? or Look again before taking a lean ? The ultimate benefits 
of Ihe movement being doubtful, those wno adopt the cry should be 
known as The Re-visionary Party. 


SOUND DOCTRINE FOR DOCK DIRECTORS. 

Labour and Capital have been at grips, 

And from their strife this moral disengages 
That Capital may thrive through docking ships. 

Labour ’s not bound to starve through dockmg wages. 


Puzzle-Headed. — Startlingly interesting are the headings in the 
daily papers, as they ought to be, if they’re to attract attention. 
Here ’s one from the B. T.— “ A Crown Living in Chester.” Whose 
crown ? Where ’s the rest of the body ? Is it the “ Talking Head ” ? 
Or is it a living that can be got for five shillings ? If so, what a 
msh tiiere mnst have been for it! Then, in the Times — “The 
Missing Canon.” What was the aim? Why did the Canon miss ? 
Did the Canon go ofi of his own accord ? Did he go off with his 
Bishop’s charge ? 

An Old Form of Consumption.— In the interesting snmma^y of 
the Colonial Of0.ce Reports for 1888, given by the Times last Friday, 
it appears that Lord Knutsford laments the urevalenoe of illness m 


thing here, only we spell it with two c’ 5 , and print y instead of an i. 
Its cure has been attempted by early closing, and total ahs^ence 
from malt liqnor. For another view of the hardships entailed on 
certain' public characters by these modes of treatment, consult Bas^s 
Straits^ Times, 

A Lear from Pro-Fane History.— Sir Spencer Ponsonbt Fane 
laid the foundation stone of the Pavilion at Lord’s^ last week. He 
made an excellent and a most hearty speech, forgetting, however, to 
commence it with the qnotation from the old song, “I, Fane, 
would tell thee all I feel.” As a thorongh cricketer, there never 
was anything about him, and, in the hearts of all Members 
of the House (and Grounds) of Lord’s, the memory of this Fane 
will always he enshrined. 
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A MAN’S SHADOW CAST IN THE HAYMAEKET. 

With The Lyom^ Mail stiH fresh in the playgoer’s memory, with 
Proofs the English version of U7ie Cause CSlebre^ now being played 
at the Princess’s, it was an uncommonly plucky thing of author and 
actor to bring out a piece the interest of wnichis centred in the facial 
resemblance between a good and a bad man, and where one of the 
most touching situations is the evidence of a child against its father 
who is accused of murder. But 
their courage is rewarded, and 
A Man's Shadow^ as Mr. Bu- 
CEAiTAif’s adaptation of Roger la 
Monte is called, has achieved an 
undoubted success at the Hay- 
market. 

The examination before the 
Magistrate in the Courrier de 
Lyon^ is, in A Man's ShadoiL\ 
developed into a 
criminal trial in a 
Erench court; in 
the Courrier^ the 
father recognises 
in the man who 
shoots him his 
own son, and has 
to ^ive evidence 
against him ; in 
A Man's Shadoio 
it is the wife, who, 
with her child, re- 
cognises her hus- 
band as the mur- 
derer; and it is 
the child on whose 

evidence, as in Proof, so much depends. 



“ And 13 Old Double dead • 


It is a wise child that 
knows its own father, and little /Swsayzwe— admirably played by Miss 
MiiCffiE Teerv— being mistaken in identifymg her parent, cannot 
be set down as an infant of phenomenal intelligence. 

Mr. Tree handles the good Lucien and the wicked Luversan with 
delicate tact, and very nearly succeeds in suppressing his habitual 
mannerisms. His attempt at altering his voice is evidently an eJffort. 
His make-up in both characters so disguises Lis personal identity, 
that the audience do not immediately recognise Inm in either part. 
The difficulty is in mistaking T ’other for Which. 

The sensational story is clear, and deeply interesting ; the plot is 
dramatic and well constructed; and the acting throughout of 
everybody, without exception, is far above the average. There is 
not one part weakly played. Mr. Tree has cast his Shadow very 
strongly. 

The sensational scene of the murder is, as a “set,” a very poor 
Puneh-and-Judy affair. The office of Mr, Allen, the judicious 
representative of the respectable but unfortunate victim, is supposed 
to be on the other side of the court-yard, yet apparently it is only a 
continuation of Lucien' s room. 

If the front part of the scene 
had been set lower down, and 
a strong light thrown on the 
back portion, I fancy the de- 
sired effect of distance would 
have been obtained. 

Miss Julia Nehsoh looks 
very handsome, and shows de- 
cided talent. When the imita- 
tional phase of her artistic 
career has passed away, she 
ought to have a very satisfac- 
tory, if not a great, future be- 
fore^ her. Now and again she 
reminds me of an actress she 
has never seen, I mean. Miss 
W ooL&AR (Mrs. Melloit) , when, 
some thirty-five years ago, she 
playedthe sympathetic heroines 
of Adelphi drama. ^ 

^ Mrs. Tree is quietly plain- 
tive as wife and mother. It is 
a thankless part, as it does not 
carry with it the sympaidiy of Lii\lii(lh:l{^Terry-fttdat seeing her Awful 
the audience. The exigences hnocTcing a naughty Mm on the 

of the play compel her to be Oh, Ma, there ’s Pa ! 

reticent just exactly when in real life she would have spoken out. 

Mr. Kemb le as M* le President of the Court is excellent. The 
luanner and matter of the speech of the Advocate-General is a model 
of forensic Sequence and official impartiality. It is done capitally 



by Tapping- (any relation to the Woodpecker who was always “tap- 
ping” on “the hollow beech-tree,” notthe Beerbohm Tree?), and 
deserves clapping, at the risk of being committed for contempt. And 
here, I may say, that I cannot recall any English play, in which all 
the principal dramatis personcehdm.% modem Frenchmen and women, 
our Englim actors have so completely concealed their own nationality, 
and where they have enacted French character with less exaggeration 
of manner or costume. At what Theatre in Paris, I should like to 
know, would the converse of this be possible ? Fancy the French 
stage-representation of an EngUsh Court of Justice ! 

Mr. Fern’anbez, as Raymond de Noirville, has one big chance, 
and the result is just what would be expected of so experienced an 
actor. It is a powerful situation^rendered with great discretion; 
meritoriously under-played rather. than over-played. His death- 
sufferings remind me of somebody’s burlesqued title of the very old 
melodrama, Raymond and Ag'nies ! 

The undisputed success of A Mali's Shadow is due to the excel- 
lence of^the ensemble, in which the 
French authors and their ‘English 
coUaborateur are included. But, 
after all said and done, with whom 
are the sympathies of the audience ? 

Not with the unfortunate Maitre 
Fernandez,^ though he dies in dis- 
charge of his duty, and is subse- 
quently appealed to by Monsieur 
Lucien Tree to look down from 
the sky-horders, and form [a new 
opinion of the entire case ; not with 
Madame Tree, who is silent when 
she ought to have spoken, and who 

seems to be so unkind to her poor , , , ^ . « „ , , , 

husband; certainly not with the Awful effect of a Sudden Shock on the 
oMd, who leams to teU a lie, and Pexnandez. 

repeats it by heart as easily as she ^ “““y ^ ^ 

has recited her birthday speech ; no, with none of these, but, partly, 
with Lucmi , — after tbe Second Act, not before, as he is irritatingly 
weak through two Acts,— and to a far greater extent, with the hand- 
some Julie, of whom everyone wants to see someming more, who 
turns out so well as to leave a sort of uneasy feeling in the mind of 




Court that her mother, being in a dying state, sent her compliments, 
and was very sorry she couldn’t accept M, le Prhident's kind invi- 
tation, — and so have permitted the real lovers, Lucien and Julie, to 
be united at last. Indisputably the audience are left under the im- 
pression, conveyed in the First Act and strengthened in the Third, 
that these two do still care for one another, and that the legitimate 
wife, Meririette, is rather in the way. It is too late to alter this 
now, but perhaps in a year’s time, when Mrs. Tree may want to 
leave earlier in the evening, my suggestion might be adopted, and 
this alteration made. 

In the meantime the Pop’lar Trees are flourishing in the Hay- 
market, and A Man's Shadow will add substantially to the Trees- 
ury of the Theatre^ 

NOTES FROM THE BRITISH ASSOCIATION. 

Mr. Gardiner, most appropriately, lectured on plants. He gave a 
most interesting account of the struggle for existence. “ In all cases,” 
he said, “the weakest go to the wall, — and consequently become 
wall-flowers, of wMcb fine specimens may be seen in most drawing- 
rooms during the London Season. Some of Mr. Gardiner’s facts will 
interest Entertainers, Proprietors of Shows and Theatrical Managers, 
as for example, in the instance of the JSodgsonia MeterocUta (they 
mnst have foreign names, though probably at home she is plain 
Hodgson) an “extraordinary Indian climber” of “great beauty.” 
This acrobatic entertainment “opens for one night only,” and then 
collapses. Managers should beware of engaging her. Then the 
Amorphophallus Titanum, although it takes months to develop " — 
just as Augustus Harris may occupy months in bringing out a new 
pantomime — “ Opens only one night ^nd then only for a few hours," 
As this is a rule without exception, Deubiolanus must beware when 
he sees the advertisement of A^norphophaVm TUanuoi in the Era, 
which is the Theatrical “ Gardener^ s Chronicled 

Mr. Gardenter touches, however, on dramatic authorship, in 
alluding to various ad^tations by members of the Cueurlitacea 
or Cucumber family of Cucumberland Place. Ill-natured critics are 
always delighted when one of the Cucumber family adapts anything, 
as there is then a chance of giving him a dressing, in which the 
vinegar and pepper predominate. Professor Gardiner has not much 
to say about music in discoursing on plants, but briefly notices 
“ climbing organs,” without recommending them for use either in 
orchestras or Churches. Altogether most interesting, and we con- 
gratulate the head Gardiner on his lecture. 
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UP TO TOWN IN THE DEAD SEASON. 

I HAP business in town, whieh I eould have deferred until my too 
brief holiday waSjOver. Tour Artist’s representation of Empty 
London determined me to come up to town. If 
-fche East End is so crowded, the West End must 
\ \ be also lively,” I reasoned, illogically. Mybnsi- 

\ ^ hi the City. I arrived. Yes, the City 

, was about as animated as usual. At least, so it 
* appeared at first to me, fresh from preternatu- 
/ u rally quiet Slocum-Stodgely-on-Sea. The noise 

J and bustle, in fact, dazed me. This soon wore 
off. Then, becoming accustomed to the sights 
A and sounds, I saw that even the City was not 
\ so full as usual. The crossings were not abso- 
— 1 lutely dangerous. The ’busses were not crowded 

1 1 1 and crammed. The cabs were loafing. There 
III was about everybody an air of trying to keep 

)| « up business appearances, for the sake of the 

1 traditions of the City, which did not deceive 

this poor pilgrim from Slocum-Stodgely-on-Sea. 

First I went to my Broker’s. His omce in Slothbury, E.O., is not 
a cheerful place at the best of times. When I entered there was a 
small boy at a big desk yawning at an inkstand. As he was too 
young to be a client, I came to the conclusion that he must be a very 
junior clerk. He was. What did I want ? I wanted Mr. Hash, the 
principal. “ He ’s away,” said the small boy, drowsily ; shootin’ 
or somethin’.” Then, could I see Mr. Splash, his partner? Ho, I 
couldn’t, as Mr. Splash was abroad. But I could see Mr. Dollop, 
the Managing Clerk, who had only stepped out for a minute, and in 
another minute would probably step in again. In the meantime, 
would I take a chair ? It not being too early in the day to take 
refreshment in this shape, I accepted the youth’s hospitable offer ; 
and scarcely had I commenced London Lay hy Lay in the Daily 
Telegraphy which is the exile’s joy and comfort when far away from 
the Metropolis, than in came Mr. Dollop. He had just been round 
to “ the House.” Could he be of any service to me ? I explained the 
case, hut, whether it was owing to an absence of perspicuity in my 
narration, or to Ms nervousness at assuming any responsibility in 
the absence of Ms chief, I can’t say, the result was that, after listen- 
ing to me patiently, and after consulting three large ledgers, more, 
I am convinced, for the sake of doing something for the credit of the 
firm than for any information either of us derived from the in- 
spection, he regretted that he personally couldn’t assist me, but that, 
if I would^ write down what I had been saying, he would give it to 
Mr. Dash immediately on Ms return to business, Like a Deputation 
after calling on a Minister, I “thanked him, and withdrew.” I fancy 
that, after tMs, the drowsy hoy put up the shutters, and Dollop 
went down for an afternoon in the country. He had told me there 
was “absolutely nothing doing in any of the markets,” and so why 
should he stop there and do it ? 

Pausing for a moment at the corner of Slothbury, — ^it was a 
broiling hot day, and I began to regret having left my peaceful 
holiday quarters,— it occurred to me that one of the partners in the 
banking firm which is honoured by my confidence, might assist me 
to solve the diflieulty wMch had brought me to town. From 
Slothbury to Slumbeia Street, where my hank is, is a mere step, 
I pushed ^en the double-doors, and entered Philleb, Saxe & Co.^s 
Banking House. 

There were the clerks, not all of them though, beMnd the brass- 
wiring, on their perches, like birds in a cage, [doing tbeir work 
leisurely. One of the Cashiers smiled on me with an air of surprise, 
and bade me good morning in a pitying sort of tone. Evidently I 
came down several steps of the social ladder in Ms estimation by 
being in town when I could have beeu, and ought to have been, in 
the country. Could I see Mr. Philler, or Mr. Saxe ? Ho, Mr. 
Philleb wouldn’t be back for another month, and Mr. Saxe had only 
just left London. Mr. Ejstill was in town, if I liked to see him. I 
considered for a moment. Philleb I had known for many years ; 
Saxe for nearly as many ; but Mr. Khill I had never seen, never 
spoken to, never to my knowle^e corresponded with. A sudden fit 
of shyness overcame me, and I felt that I couldn’t face Mr. Knill, 
or, if 1 did, that.I should burst into tears ; for it all seemed so sad, 
as if everyone, on w^hom I had relied for assistance, had gone away 
and left me Alone in London, like an o:rohan in an AdelpM melo- 
drama. So I replied, that I didn’t think I would trouble IVu:. Kkill, 
and added, reminding myself of a modified TooUy iliat my business 
was “ of no particular consequence,” whereat the Cashier smiled in 
profound commiseration for my aimless existence, and again I sank 
lower, in Ms estimation where “in the deepest depths, there was a 
dee^r still,” into wMoh I went down and disappeared. 

1 nad undertaken some commissions at home, so I determined to 
walk West, lunch en route at the Club, and return by Victoria, 
L. C. & D. Oheapside was not crowded ; Fleet Street was compara- 
tively quiet. I understood that the pavement in the Strand was up, 
so I went by way of the EmbanMnent. The brown leaves were 

falling from the trees (I had left everything looking beautifully 
green at Slocum-Stodgely), aud, in spite of the weather being at 
July heat, Autumn had set in. The road was under repair, as 
usual. The Embankment was deserted. Hear Charing Cross District 
Station cabmen thronged about a man with a barrow, and were dis- 
cussing news, and cocoa, and bread-and-butter. Several carelessly 
inquired if I wanted a cab? They knew beforehand what the answer 
would be, and, had they been Latin scholars, would have prefixed 
“Hum” to their question. 

Further West. Clubs closed for repairs. Hot one of the four to 
wMch I belong was open. But the Hall Porter informed me, with an 
official air, “ the members are taken in at the Mausoleum.” Ho. 
Again the shyness of desolation comes over me. I cannot face a 
strange Club, with strange faces, strange servants, strange rooms. 

I should have to give my name, be identified, and under a cloud of 
suspicion. Ho, I will go without food for a wMle, and get something 
at the Station. More and more of a desert as I go westward. I can 
cross from Apsley House to G-rosvenor Place in perfect security, 
without troubling myself to look to the left or right. I do not even 
notice a policeman directing the traffic at Ihe entrance of Park Lane, 
Perhaps there is one ; if so, Ms office to-day is a sinecure. Blinds 
lowered everywhere. That dreariest of aU dreary localities, Eaton 
Place, is drearier than ever. Hot a soul. To intensify the cheer- 
fulness, an empty hearse drives by, the coachman half asleep, 
smoking. It is the funeral of Ho Body in Town ! 

I have scarcely the courage to go as far as my own house. Boards 
up everywhere at other houses, and blinds down. Houses empty : 
Houses to let: Houses to be sold. A fews cabs with luggage on them 
hurrying off to Bail way Stations. Small ’bus crowded with luggage, 
is taking a dusty and dejected family to their London destination. 
They have evidently just returned. Their holiday is over. I see it 
on Paterfamilias’s face as the bus drives by. J see it on the youngest 
child’s face. I sigh, and drag myself along. I find myself m front 
of my own dwellmg-place. I look up at it. Solemn. 

Awful. Hot a sign of life. It is as if I were my own 
ghost, and that this mournful-looking building, with 
the blinds all down, is where I had lived and died | 
only a few days ago. I cannot ring the hell — 
cannot ask after myself. I could not enter that soli- 
tary desolate house, even if the caretaker, who is im- i 

acquainted with my personal ai:)pearanee, would allow 
me to go in. There is a caretaker within, I know l 
that much. Let her remain there, undisturbed, taking ; fz 
care. As for me , . , .A hansom— quick ! — ^Victoria 
— L. C. & D. line — and let the express bear me 
quickly back through the lovely hop country, down HoiS ” 

past the orchards and the copses, in sight of quaint 
old villages and ancient churches Mdaen away among the trees, 
until I come to Slocum-Stodgely-on-Sea, wMch is a ]^ace as yet 
scarcely known, and of which I shall say not a word more, or some- 
one will find it out, build on it, and spoil it. 

At Slocum once more ! — breathe again. And another year when 

I have a holiday, catch me breakiag in on it to go up to town in 
what I now know from experience to be the Deadest time of the 
Dead Season. My kind regards to your Artist who is drawing 
Empty London^ He daren’t give us the West End under tMs 
title. Perhaps, even as I am writing this to you, he is daring it, and 
it will appear in the same number with tMs letter. We shall see.* 
In the meantime, where is he ? Is he far away in some lonely spot, 
secluded as the one where I am now, — Slocum-Stodgely- on-Sea ? 

Yours ever, Pebegbinus Consbevatits. 

[* Yes. This week he gives his view of Piccadilly Circus. — En.] 

AHOTHEB AHaELDS. 

Undee the heading “Xa suite de V affaire de VAngelus^^ the Figaro 
of Sept. 20, informs us that Madame Pommbbt, of Beims, who is iu 
her seventy-second year,|havmg resolved that Les Olaneusesy one of 
Millet’s finest works, should not follow Ms Angilus to America,*— 
and, proverbially, one doesn’t get the favour of a visit from an An- 
gel'us every day, — purchased it from M. Bischoeesheim: for three 
hundred thousand francs, and has presented it to the nation. Hence- 
forth the home of this chef oeuvre will be the Louvre. The Figaro 
adds', ‘ ‘ N'os sinceres compliments d la donatrice. Nous sommes heureux 
depouvoir euregistrer ceite action d^un si nohle patriotismeP Experts 
iu champagne praise Pommery ’74 and ’80, but “the generous Pom- 
mery ’72 ” will henceforth be the most famous in the annals of Beims. 

“0 Willie, We have Missed You! — They were 'discussing the 

1 Kendals’ Ajneriean tour. “ Good actor, Kbisidal.” said one. “ His 
wife made Mm what he is,’^ observed another. “ That sounds as if 
Mrs. Kendal was going to be away for some time,” remarked a 
tMrd. They wanted to know why. “ Well,” was the answer, 

> . “ because, ^before her departure, she made her Will.” 


170IICS. — Eejected CornmnnicatioTis or Contributions, wbetlier MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no ezception. 
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UNTILED; OR, 

“ Tres volontiers,” repartit le d^mon. 


THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

*« Yous aimez les tableaux changeans ; je veux yous coutenter.” 

Ze Ziaible JBoiteux. 


y. 


Tresses 


A CHiLMEEE causerie ! 
trailiiLg low, 

Cincture miloosened, and nn- 
knotted bow ! 

“ Our visible intrusion 
In such, close sanctum,” said my 
sLadowy guide, 

“Might move the morgue of 
high patrician pride 
To fluttering confusion. 

“Pear not! We shall not ruffle 
these fair doves. 

Their talk of chiffons^ scandals, 
modish loves, 

Win scarce repay reporting. 

Observers, not iU-hred eaves- 
droppers, we. 

But saw you ever a much love- 
lier three ? 

She with the spaniel sporting 

“ Is Lady Blanche, jiancee of an Earl. 

Cynical slang slipping through teeth of pearl 
With polished intonation 
Has quite a piquant charm. What hiilHant 
‘chaflM 

E’en risque jests, home on that limpid laugh, 
Disarm expostulation.” 

It rang the chamber through, that silvery 
peal. 

No, from this nest its echoes may not steal 
On the world’s ears unhidden : 

The outer world might else he over- wise. 

Caste has its esoteric mysteries 

In beauteous bosoms hidden. 

Her talk ’s of Sport and Passion. Curious 
themes 

To share the interests and divide the dreams 
Of girlhood’s days of gladness. 
“Grirlhood,” my guide remarked, with his 
slow snule, 

“ Is not Arcadian now or free from guile, — 
That’s mere romantic madness. 

“Here is no prim-lipped Eighteenth Century 
MisSj 

No meek Amelia whose ideal bliss 
Is Eve’s before the apple. 

There’s naught from Eola or from Ibsen 
down 

To Portland’s crack, or Langtry’s latest 
gown, 

With which she wHl not grapple. 

“ Listen I ” Their talk was sparkling, spiced 
with slang, 

And ripples cold of cynic laughter rang, 

An inarticulate chorus 
To the New Comedy of modish life. 

The old motifs^ Love, Leisure, Home and 
Wife, 

No longer lure, they bore us, 

Nous “ Ah, the Earl! He’s well 

enough, 

Though my ideal is not the broad and bluff. 
He ’d make a splendid Minister 
Of Agriculture, Nell dear, would he not? 
Were Wilfrid now— yes, yes, I know the 
blot. 

Great bore is a bar sinister I 

“ Your Detrimentals always are divine. 

His voice, Nell, somehow stirs ^e soul like 
wine : 

You— little— jealous noodle I 
Well, take my ‘ tip,’ dear, if I know wild 
WlL— 

And, yes; I think I do— he ’ll never thrill 
To passion playing poodle. 



“He dropped no end on ‘Donovan.’ Perverse! 
My stolid Earl, now, made a splendid purse 
On the same race. He ’s lucky, 

But oh ! it makes me hate his big red head, 
And, were I free as you, I ’d sooner wed 
Your Titan from Kentucky! ” 


Kuowingness, hot unrest, and shallow scorn 
Of high ideals and the lowly horn 
Make promising equipment 
For huddiag womanhood. The “ Shyppe of 
Fools,” [Schools. 

Freighted with products of some Social 
Would show a motley shipment. 

Another chamber ! Silent this and void 
Of loveliness and laughter. She ne’er toyed 
With Culture’s pleasant vices, 

This hard-faced woman with the harpy look, 
Bending intent above— a hetting-book, 
Dreaming of— odds and prices. 

Delirious dreamings, such as ne’er were borne 
Through the old Gates of Ivory and Horn. 

“ The sphere of modern Vision 
Means mainly ‘ Speculation,’ ” qiioth my 
guide, 

“ Its ‘ Golden Dreams’ are guaranteed to hide 
AH prospects more Elysian,” 

Her coarse be-iinged red hands a pencil grasp ; 
Eyes keen and fierce as those of Egypt’s asp 
Eagerlj^ read and reckon. 

Her fingers crook, her glances gleam and shift; 
From that absorbing page they scarce would 
Though Israfel should beckon. [lift 

“ A Lady Bookmaker,” my guide explained ; 
“ Late fruit of competition unrestrained 

Betwixt the warring sexes. [goal 

Surely, good friend, she looks toward, that 
Concerning which his speculative soul 
The social quidnunc vexes. 

“ Sordid is she and subtle, coarse of speech, 
Braggart of mood. Has Manhood much to 
teach 

Its swiftly risii^ rival ? [fail, 

The gentler thing in Life’s long war may 
But this she- creature hard, and rudely hale, 
May hope for long ‘ survival.’ ” 

Hist! There’s a stumbling foot upon the 
stair! 

To that flushed face a look of pallid scare 

Comes, her full form seems shrunken. 
An angry oath! Wild eyes the doorway 
scan. — 

Some privileges still are left to Man,— 

At least when Man hath drunken. 

{To beconiime^.) 


A riLSE 8TAET. 

{So'tig by a Secretary of State, some way after 
JSogero’sj in the Anti- facoMnf) 

Mr. B-lf-r sings 

When now my own vague words I view, 
And see Gladstonians potting ’em,* 

I wonder whether they ’D. be true, 

My clients, grateful for the U- 

-niversity I’m plotting ’em. 

Teaching advantages less few 
They want ; I schemed allotting ’em'; 

But, bless me ! things look all askew. 
Along of this confounded U- 

-niversity I ’m plotting ’em. 

Dissenters np in arms I view 
From Newcastle to Nottingham, 

E’en Churchmen hint it will not do, 

My unbaked notion of an XJ- 

-niversity I ’m plotting ’em. 

The Eads, of course, make wild halloo, 
Their guns, they ’re double-shotting ’em; 

And true-blue Tories look more blue, 
When called on to explain the U- 

-niversity, I^m plotting ’em. 

The chances seem against it, too, 

Now carefully I ’m totting ’em, 

And I must minimise— a f ew— 

My meaning as concerns that TJ- 

-niversity I ’m plotting ’em. 

Pious opinions may he true,! 

’Tis risky work out-trotting ’em ; 

And even I may get my gru- 
-el, if I do not drop that TJ- 

-niversity I ’m plotting ’em. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Many have told,” sings the old song, “ of 
the Monks of old ” a considerable amount of 
falsehoods which have been accepted as facts 
until the appearance of F, Gasquet’s two 
volumes about Henry the Eighth and the 
dissolution of the Monasteries, which, we 
were brought up to believe, were already so 
dissolute as to render further dissolution 
superfluous. By the light of this work, care- 
fully compiled from State Papers and indis- 
putable documentary evidence, educators 
would do well to revise histories for the use 
of schools, and let the pupils know what a 
mild, merciful, p:enerous, charitable, Christian 
King was the Eighth Henry, and how candid, 
just, straightforward, forbearing, high-prin- 
cipled and unselfish were my Lord Cromwell 
and his agents, who played “ Old Harry” 
with the “ Monks of Old.” 

In comiection with this subject see Murray'' s 
Magazine for this month, in which Arch- 
deacon Farrar, with more of his archness 
than usual, becomes the apologist of the new 
“Brotherhood of the Poor,” with “vows of 
celibacy, poverty, and obedience.” And the 
Archdeacon thinks this isn’t Monastic I Lord 
Grimthorfe would probably call them imita- 
tion Monks, and would recommend them, 
instead of going to a Monastery, to set up in 
a Monky House. As to the costcune, the Arch- 
deacon doesn’t say anything about this. The 
cowl win, of course, be worn. Why not 
adopt as the title of the New Order one 
already existing, and call them “Cowl-y” 
Brothers? Mrs. Kendal is stiU givin|r her 
pinions. What is the value of her opinions ? 
The answer is a sum iu proportion. The 
Magazine costs a shilling, and as the part is 
to tiie whole, &c.j &c. What a pity Mrs. 
Kendal didn’t advertise herself in America 

as “ The Coming K ” ! It sonnds a trifle 

like The Comyns Carr, but this wouldn’t 
have mattered— much. 

The Baron de Boor-Worms, 


von. xovn. 


p 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


SYMPOSIUM. 

Sms, let us sit in a ring, and praise onrselTes, 
Shut out the silence of a heedless age, 

And, with the music of the mutual page. 
Charm fortune and renown, reluctant elyes. 

Albeit our works adorn no alien shelves, 

Such chill cannot repress the noble rage 
That drives the poet from the public stage 
To rare academies of tens and twelves. 

I care not for your songs, nor ye for mine ; 

But honied patience stills the waiting pain. 

Till each may tread the path the others trod. 

"When my turn comes, I will not stint one line ; 
Still will I read, though you lave ears in vain, 
To my high lullaby cons'frained to nod. 


A RAIL AT A RAILWAY SYSTEM. 

Mb. PTmcH, Sir,— I observe by your Correspondence 
from Aix-les-Baines that Sir Myles Fentoi^t, the able and 
enlightened Manager of the South-Eastern Railway, has 
been on a visit to French territory with the object of 
studying the management of French Railways, and learn- 
ing what to avoid. I also see that there has recently been 
foregathered in the capital of France a Congress of Railway 
Magnates. What their particular business was is not 
clearly set forth. Incidentally they seem to have dined 
together a good deal, gone out on pic-nics, attended the 
Opera, observed the fountains playing at Fontainebleau, 
and requisitioned aU the available hackney carriages, to 
the disturbance of the public peace. Herr von Blowitz, 
that great histriographer of our times, has related how 
one dinner which they sat down to could not have cost less 
than sixty francs a head, which, it seems, is all that need 
he said to describe a dinner. Being thus fortihed iu the 
inner man, and exhilarated in the spirit, I venture to 
suggest, for the experience and information of any still 
lingering in Paris, a short railway journey, which may 
be conveniently undertaken. 

The line recommended is the Cemture Railway, and 
the particular section, that which connects the ISTorthem 
system of France with the Southern. For English tra- 
vellers hound South, the Cemture is not the least impor- 
tant link in the journey. The establishment of the fine, 
a matter of recent accomplishment, was hailed with de- 
light by old travellers. It promised something more than 
delivering wayworn passengers from the necessity of 
driviug across Paris from the Gave du Nord to the Gare 
de Lyons, That involved, as a preliminary, tiie exami- 
nation of baggage by the Custom-house officers at the 
station of arrival. With the new connecting railway the 
traveller might pass through Paris to his destination with 
his baggage intact. That was the design and intention. 
But tiue spirit which inspires railway management in 
France has brought this little line, girdling the centre of 
civilisation, into a condition of grotesque incapacity. 

Take my lamentable case, Sir, comiug and going. 
Arriying from London at the Gare du Nord, generous 
provision is made by the time-table for skirting Paris by 
the railway, dining at the Gare de Lyons, and leaviug 
for the South at nine o’clock. You leave the Northern 
Station at 7 '21, and arrive at the Southern at 817, allow- 
ing nearly three-quarters of an hour for dinner. The 
Circle Railway, after much puffing and groaning, 
delivered me at the Gare de Lyons with just ten minutes 
to snare before starting on the all-night journey south- 
ward. Impossible to get any dinner, only just time to 
change carriages. Returning, the Lyons mail was due 
shortly after seven o’clock in the morning, and arrived 
with commendable promptitude. The train for Calais 
left the Gare du Nord at 8*22, The interval was 
sufficient for an ordinary person to walk across Paris 
and catch his train. The Circle Railway brought us 



triumphantly in half an hour after the English tram had 
started northward ! 

The system is so superbly stupid as to command admi- 
ration. No one seems to expect the train, and when it 
turns up at a station, or finds itself in some remote 
siding, it is treated with chilling indifference. One can 
always tell a comparatively new official by observing as 
we approach a slight raising of his eyebrows, his lips 


UEMBARRAS DU CHOIX. 

(A Qiiestim of the Day,) 

Miss TahUha, ** 1 wish I could make up my mind which to take, Mb. 
Sadler 1 The Wire Net-work is saf£;r, but then the Brown Leather 

WITH LITTLE BRASS KNOBS IS SO MUCH MORS AND, BT JUST SHIBPim 

IT AT THE LND, YOU KNOW, YOU LEAVE ALL THE FREEDOM NECESSARY FOR 

Self-^defence ! ” 

forming the exclamation, “Halloa! Here’s the Circle Train. Who’d have 
thought it.” Older members of the staff take no notice, and after helplessly 
moving backwards and forwards, aimlessly waiting outside stations whilst 
processions of other trains pass in, the Circle Train, linking the two railway 
systems on one of the world’s highways, dodders into the Gare de Lyons, or 
the Gare du Nord as the case may he, inevitably too late for the trains with 
which it is in the time-table connected with abundant provision of overtime. 

Whilst the Railway Congressmen are taking this journey between the two 
stations, they will have full opportunity of dwelling upon the whole system of 
railway management in France ; surely the most designedly offensive in the world. 
The principal object of the directors, faithfully interpreted by their subordinates, 
is to make the passenger uncomfortable whilst squeezing the uttermost farthing 
out of him. He is packed eight in a carriage if he goes by the ordinary first-class, 
mulct in a monstrous sum if he travels by coupi, charged a fabulous fee for 
sleeping accommodation, and treated throughout with an if-you-don’t-hke-it- 
leave-it air that contrasts sadly with the civility of the British guard and the 
effusive readiness of the English railway porter. Gentlemen of England who live 
at home at ease are in the habit of occasionally filling up their leisure time by 
writing letters denouncing the management of English railways. For my part, 
I confess that one of the serenest moments of my life comes upon me 'men, 
having crossed Channel after a severe course of Continental rmways, I lean 
hack in a carriage on the Chatham and Dover or the South-Eastern Line, and am 
swiftly and comfortably whirled to London.— Yours, Sir, with all respect, 

Travellers^ Clul, A Retttbned Native. 

Advice Gratis.— The French Exhibition closes some time iu October. To 
aRwho cannot visit Paris, and to those who “have been tbeje, but still canH 
go,” Mr, Punch, knowing that they alreadyrpoasess the iroecial edition of Afr. 
Punch in Paris, confidently recommends The Paris Exposition, pnbl^ed 
by SiMPKiN, MABaHAi-T. & Co. No. 4, recently issued, is a first-rate^ specimen. 
Yisitors will be in time for the Highland Gaines in Paris, where the kilted chiefs 
are going to stop a week and have their fliug. 
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A DEVONIAN PERIOD. 

To JBidef or Westward JIo I^ToyingShahspeard 8 Summary, 

Chiefly remarkable for its bearmg a dirty, sbshy, 
river-side resemblance to Mayence, and for haying a first-rate notel, 
with a most interesting old oak-panefied dining-TOom m it, two 
hundred years old, with a cxtrionsly carved ceiling. There are also 
cells below with grated air-holes and heavy doors, m wMoh were 
confined the Cavauer prisoners when the Ronndheads had the jpper- 
hand, but now used as cellars, in which not Cayaliers but Roundheads 
.are stowed away in the shape of casks of wine. A quamt old Lin, 
with such modern Continental improvements as remind me, in a 
small way, of the H6tel St. Antoine at Antwerp. In the old oak- 
pannelled room, with the strangely-decorated ceiling, RrsTOSiET 
wrote the greater part of his Westward Ho / — at least, so we are 
told. The information doesn’t interest me personally, as I never 
oonld get through the greater part of Westward Ho J From Rideford 
we went on to Westward Ho f a short and rather pretty drive. 

Westward Ho .'—Here is a Eingsley inn, Kingsley tradesman, — 
none of them apparently doing a big business,— a Kingsley village, 

as It were, in 
^ a very poor 
way, but 
witn an idea 
about it of 
trying to live 
up to its re- 
putation, and 
failing; a 
desolate- 
looking 
Kingsley Col- 
lege,jrithout 
any Kingsley 
students, so 
we were in- 
formed; and. 
as part and 

•Westward Ho ! Lively Scene. parcel of the 

building is a Kingsley College Chapel,— sounding so pleasantly like 
King’s College Chapel, but very few collegians^ it any, to attend its 
— xhen we arrive at a fine hotel in point of size, as dreary 



at toys, a genuine Caleb Plummer— 1 hope there is no TacTdeton 
about. He has been at this sort of work for forty years, having 
commenced at Tunbridge, and worked at the Tunbridge Ware until 
the Tunbridge Ware was nowhere, and then he migrated here. He 
w^ tell you that the English trade in toys is very fimited, and that, 
with the exception of a few specialitis at 
Barnstaple, among which are Pope Joan 
boards, richly painted, — who nowadays 
days Pope Joan r"— and Aunt SaUies’ heads 
lor drawing-room practice, the toy-trade 
has fallen almost exclusively into the hands 
of the G-ermans. 

We travel down to the end of the South- 
Western line as far as Torrington— a lovely 
run— then back to Bideford and Barnstaple, 
and then through scenery with which we are 
now growing more and more familiar, and 
about which, in spite of the proverbial 
consequence of familiarity, even Copley 
Mabkhtm:— who insists upon comparing 
everything with what he has seen abroad, to a ' 
the disadvantage of what he is seeing in ^ 

England— is already speaking in terms of ^ 
respectful admiration. He is beginning to 
be impressed by the height of the rocks, by 
the colour, by the bold outlines, by the 
woods, the fiowers, the hedges, the green 
fields of pasture, and the glorious sea. Once 
he admitted that “the sea is something you « , , xt. o j 

can’t get in Switzerland.” Caleb Plenuner the Second. 

Miss Beoistdesly says, “ Of aU the dreary-looking— well— hut even 
that pebble reach you see at a distance only looks like a lot of peri- 
winkles. Facing the Atlantic, it ought to he bracing, but give me 
Ilfracombe, the Torrs’ Walks, the penn’orths of sunset, the ride 



services. 

externally as a model lodging-house, but, internally, comfortably 
furnished, with the finest billiard-rooms you could wish to see. A 
stretch of low-lyine fiat coast, such as you would expect iu Holland, 
or between Pegwell, Sandwich, and Beal, offers a splendid ground 
for the increasing number of golfers. 

The houses about seem to have been planned by different archi- 
tects, each one of whom tried to outdo the other in hxdlding something 
uglier aud drearier than the last. 

“Oho!” afresh architect seems to have said to himself, as he 
viewed the most recent work of a rival, “he thought he could 
make a dull and dreary building, did he? Bah! I'll show ’em 
what dulness and dreariness mean ; ” and at once he set to work to 
do it, and succeeded. 

Magni nominis umbra,— shadow of the once great name of 
Kutgsley has fallen on this place, and Westward Hoi is in the 
shade, and there it is likely to remain until the enterprising firm 

of Enekoy, Capital aio) Tact 
take the place in hand, and make 
it into a success. Messrs. Mac- 
millah", with their new and cheap 
re-issne of Chaeles Ktntgsley’s 
works, which, as I see, is having a 
big sale, have revived KurcsLEY’s 
fame, but whether this will do any- 
thing for the place remains to he 
seen. Westward Ho ? Westward 
Ho Ko ! Let me go more Korth- 
I wards to Barnstaple, where a large 
quantity of the furniture that 
reaches the London market is made, 
and where also there is a manufiic- 
tory of toys,— an industry at once 
interesting and pathetic in its prac- 
tice. Here is a civil, sharp boy, 
hard at work making handles for skipping-ropes ; here a bent old 
woman putting ^een paint on the upper part of fancy brushes ; here 
an active, intdhgent lad busily engaged in working a lathe which 
lapidly turns the skipping-rope handles round and round, whirring 
them against his paint-brush, from which they take the symmetric^ 
lines of blue, yellow, and vermilion. Think of the hoys working at 
them, and then of the hundreds of children playing with these s£p- 
ping-rope handles in lanes, courts, alleys, parks, and where not ! 

There in the comer is a cheery Dickensian character, an old hand 



Artist in Colour painting Skipping- 
rope Handles. 


eopie to speak to, and Lundy 
it ’s good enough for this poor 


in a donkey-chaise to Lee, a few 

Island between me and America! tl „ „ „ 

benighted creature,” and off she goes in a convulsion of laughter 
at the idea of her ever being asked to live in such a place as 
Westward Ho ! Our Own Mr. Cook says it has its advantages, 
hut he does not specify them. Miss Feintoist, a young lady who 
makes a point of dmering with everybody on any subject, raises her 
eyebrows with her usual air of surprise, and says, “ I rather like it. 
I should enjoy livin§r at Westward Ho ! ” And Our Own Mrs. Cook, 

and to smooth 
wouldn’t mind 

stayin^r there a short time if she were compelled to do so, and that no 
doubt it would be an excellent place for children.” 

This last recommendation I notice is generally brought in as a 
saving clause, after a place has beeu pretty generally abused; 
just as when everyone nas agreed that somebody or other is an 
unmitigated scoundrel, a charitable person deprecates so sweeping 
a condemnation by observing, “Well, I’ve heard that he has done 
some very kind actions ; so he can’t be entirely bad.” 

When Shakspeaee wrote the line— “ Dreary, fiat, stale, and un- 
profitable,” he must have had Westward Ho! in his prophetic eye. 
But for the effervescent enthusiasm aroused by Kie'GSley, the place, 
as a quiet out-of-the-way go-as-you-please locality, might have 
done well enough iu its season, and a trifie to spare, but trop de zele 
has temporarily arrested its progress. 

The Retort Courteous, 

Addressed to exulting G-ladsionians, julilmt at their finding themselves at 
Sleaford, ^*As in 1885.” 

Male it hot for old Chaplik ? If you want him to totter, — 

Well,— the next time, my good friends, you had best make it Otter ! 


EXTRACT EROM: TEDS BALCARRES’ BIRTHRAY-BOOK (ETON EDITION). 


“Is half-: 

“ All play and no work. Is 
At the “ Sock ” <SAop.— Ghceat distinction between an Eton Boy 
and an Eating Boy. But a Half-Eton Boy is a miserable creature. 


r?” 

Boy wants to shirk.” 


Appropriate Sub JBct.— In the October number of that artistically 
got-up Magazine, The Woman's World, edited^by Mr. ^seAR Wllde, 
there is an article with the heading “ Spoons.” Out of four pictures 
of “ Spoons ” here given, three are single. In the fourth plate, — 
which is a large one, holding five spoons,— there are two 'pairs, and 
one odd spoon out. The history, so far, of ‘ ‘ Spoons ’ ’ is most interest- 
ing. What will he the next subject ? Mashers ? 


Theatrical ETrauETTE.— Would it be correct to address the 
Lessee of the Haymarket and his wife as “ Yew Trees ” ? 
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FROM THE ADELPHI TO DRURY LANE. 

It must be confessed ttat it is not surprising to find, in one of tke 
principal scenes of Messrs. Snois and Pettit’s “ new” drama, tne 
Swan of Avon turning Ms back upon the characters. Certainly the 
work of the stock playwrights of the AdelpM on tMs occasion is 



' A “ Scene ” in Leicester Square. 


scarcely Shakspeare form. In fact London Day hy Day (with a title 
evidently suggested by a standing column in a popmar morning 
newspaper) reminds one more of the Family Herald than the Grentle 
Bard. Perhaps the piece is none the worse for that —at the AdelpM. 
The plot is simple enough. A gentleman called, amongst other 
names, De Belleville, imagines that he is the elder brother of the 
hero of the piece. But it is unnecessary to pursue tMs point further, 
as it leads to nothing. The hero of the piece gets into the hands of 
some unscrupulous money-lenders, and, vrith the assistance of the 
villain, backs an accommodation bill, But it is superfiuous to 
further refer to this matter, as it leads to notMng, The Heroine 
No. 1 of the piece, vn:ongfully accused of a theft, as the holder of a 
ticket of leaye, neglects to report herseH to the police. But this 
too, is an affair of no great importance, wMch leads to notMng. The 
HeroineNo, 2 of the piece liyes in Leicester Square— apparently because 
she thinks she’should, as she has married a Frenchman, —and, having 
abused her husband, gets murdered. But, as a matter of fact, the 
murder leads to nothing. Then we are introduced to some dear old 
AdelpM guests— quite the genuine articles— walking about together 
twos and twos, courteously explaining to one another the beauties 





Good Old Adelphi Guests behave in the Good Old Fashion. 


of the furniture— in a Bohemian Club, where the hero insults the 
yMain, and the father of the hero (a General, in complete evening 
dress, save the gloves, wMch are of purple kid) calls the Villain a Mar. 
But this, again, is merely a detail, and (as usual) leads to notMng. 
Then we are liiown a scene depicting life in a police court (nothing in 
it), and the exterior of the Docks. In tMs last cheerful locality all the 
characters appear. They seem to be suffering from a weird mania, 
wMch takes me unusual shape of a wild desire to quit their native 
land as passengers on board the Bordeaux boat. Then the Villain is 
arrested, and the Hero and Heroine No. 1 plight their troths. Both 
events afford great satisfaction to the General in the purple gloves, 
who r^es Ms imperial-hued hands to give a benediction. But the 
benediction leads to a very pleasant something indeed— the final fall 


of the Curtain I Of the acting much maybe said in praise — ^by those ! 
vvho are pleased vrith it. For instance. Sir. Aiexaitdee vrill be con- 
sidered excellent, no doubt, by those who are weary of the robust 
style of Mr. Tereiss, and prefer something more delicate. M. Mabtus 
is a most agreeable villain, and Miss Mary Rouse as a murdered 
woman renders valuable assistance to the management by not moving 
a muscle when the stage-carpenters carry her bodily off as a bit of 
scenery while changing an interiorlinto an exterior in the neighbour- 
hood of Leicester Square. For the rest, it may be hinted that the 
false nose of Mr. L. Rignold, as a Hebrew usurer, is not (as 
“W. A.” would put it) “entirely convincing.” Still with all its 
many merits— its clever characterisation, its sufficient illustration, 
its welcome “ guests ” — London Day ly Day. is not quite the play to 
see Night hy Night for many evenings without a certain sense of 
weariness. 

That The^ Royal Oak eX Drury Lane should hnve excellent 
scenery, capital mise^enseene, and good acting, goes without saying, 
for is not DniJiiOLABrus imperator at that adSnirable temple of the 
Drama ? Since the first night the play has been cut to very great 
advantage, for it is possible to have too much of a good thing. 
Perhaps it may be a little above the heads of the Stalls as a historical 
drama ; but if it is, as a natural consequence it should be quite to 
Ihe taste of the Dress Circle, Upper Boxes, and Gallery, Prom a 
literary point of view, it is quite worthy of the National Theatre, 
and gives a very good notion of the condition of affairs in 1651. The 
great scene of the Royal Oak is a magnificent stage picture, and the 
excitement of the chace after Charles the Second is effectively 
combined with what may be aptly termed the humours of a comic 
luncheou-party. The final tctbleau of Tower Hill is valuable as a 
lifelike representation of an execution in the seventeenth century. 
As the piece contains aU the ingredients of a sensation drama of ^the 
better class, it will be a matter not only of surprise but disappoint- 
ment if it does not keep its place in the hills until the time arrives 
for clearing the stage for the grand Christmas Pantomime. 


“SWEET SPIRIT, HEAR MY PRAYER!” 

John Bull. Stay, Spirit of Light, the most sciutillant star 
In the glorious Star-spangled Banner— by far, 

Stay, Spirit of Light, yet awhile, and convince 
Ferranti, and Pender, and Gordon, and Incb, 

And other, my own lesser lights, if you may, 

That obscurantism— in Lighting— won’t pay. 

Edison. Nay, Bull, my well-meamng bnt bbnkered old ’oss, 

You must do that yourself, or put up vrith the loss. 

I have dropped you some tips, you must just make the best of 
them; 

Time— at your ovm plodding pace— must be test of them. 

I ’ve kindly admitted you still have some “ go,” 

But you haven’t yet mastered the big Dynamo. 

John Bull. No, that ’s what I fear ; my own knowledge is scanty, 
And I can’t decide between you and Ferranti ; 

But, if we are licked by Berlin, I must try 
To stir up the slugs of the “ London Supply,” 

Edison. Ah I do so, dear hoy ; you are slow to begin, 

But when you have once made a start you may win — 

Oh I that wink was quite friendly !— you ask Sir John Pender— 
And I wouldn’t tread upon coma that are tender. 

The sprite Electricity ’s wide in its action. 

Why shouldn’t yoii use it for lifts and for traction ? 

Electrical Railroads— we ’ve thousands of miles 
In the States— you ignore, and a Yankee it riles 
To travel half-ohokea in your “ Underground ” Tophet, 

WMch lasts in defiance of pleasure and profit. 

Britons must have a love for discomfort and muU, for 
They stick like grim death to dark, choke-damp and sulphur I 
John Bull. Then stay, Spirit, stay, till my guides are enlightened! 
Edison. Great Scott, what a prospect ! I feel fairly frightened. 

No, no, John, I ’m ofif. You are muddled, no doubt, 

By Monopoly, Prejudice, all the old rout 
Of ohstractives that tangle your pathway like wires, 

But putting your foot down is all it requires. 

Au revoir ! I can’t stay any longer this bout, 

I am off to inveut something else ; and no doubt 
By the time I come back with a startler or two, 

You ’R have got London lighted. But, hurry up, do ! 

For I can’t make ajpause in the Progress I love 
Till the 1^ British Behemoth chooses to move. 

Ta-ta I You can do fairly well, if you try. 

For the present, you dear darned Old Country, good-bye ! 


“Mining Royalties.”— There’s a Conmiission at work to look 
after these interests at home. Abroad the Ultra Reds constitute 
themselves into a Commission for Undermining Royalties. 




« PAS DE QUATRE.” 


(-4s danced before the French Electorate by M. le Frisident Carnot^ M. le 
Comte de FariSj Frince Jerome Na^oleon^ arid General Boulanger,) 

Oh, what a mazy dance is outs around the electoral urns, 

Every one of us fired with hope, all feet to the front in turns ! 

Oh, what a four-fold, eight-legged spin, a slack-limbed, nimble-toed 
prance ! 


A.h, what a Fas de Quatre is ours, a dizzy, delirious dance ! 

Which now, I wonder, will take the pas in the final judgment cf I 
France? [are mixed, 

Cahnot looks confident — ^thinks he wins —but, seeing how much we 
How long may chances last. 

Ere our dear France’s last 
Choice— is — fixed ? 


Elastic as hickory. 
Oh. Ternsichore f 


Oh, Terpsichore ! 

Can’t— we— dance ? 

See how pirouette^ our legs aU different ways 1 
Who can folldw our steps in the Cento, merry-toe maze ? 
Altogether, yet all apart, 

Each on ms separate hook ; 

Splendid style, most superior art ! 

Wins all the world to look. 

Oh, what a crazy dance is ours, beating the Can-can hollow ! 
Which of the legs belongs to whom ’tis terribly hard to follow. 
Isle of Man penny not in it with us at circumvoluting spin ! 
Saltatorious ! 

Isn’t it glorious ? 

Which— will— win ? 


'WE” AT SEA. 


Mendelssohn’s “iZoamer” knew aU steps from minuets down to 
reels, 

But not even he had a chance with us at the game of toes and heels. 
Even Feed Yokes, with his legs like spokes in the wheel of Ixion 
atwirl 

Had no look-in with us. 

Who could spin with us 
Our— wild— whirl ? 


The infusion of personalism in British Journalism, in a consider- 
able measure the growth of pernicious influence burrowing in 
Northumberland Street, crops up in an unexpected quarter. The 
Daily JS'ews has a leading article giving a detailed and graphic 
account of how a yacht cleared the Skerries, and safely anchored in 
Pentland Firth. At the critical moment, “when we can hear the 
thunder of the surge, and the roar of the sea against Lother Reef,” 
the following passage occurs :— 

“ The skipper crams his pipe into his pocket, and runs aft to take the helm. 
* She can’t do it ; get the spinnaker off her, John ! * We take in the broad 
md fiappvng sail as best we may.’* 

Of course it is no secret that the Editor of the Daily Kews^ a brother 
Journalist of whom we are all i)rond, received at the baptism^ font 
the name of John. That the skipper, having crammed his pipe in 
Ms pocket, should snap out the name, is reasonable enough. But that 
the mcident should, in its colloquial form, be reported in the leading 
columns of a staid journal is, to say the least, unusual. Since, how- 
ever, it has been done, we confess to a feding of regret that the 
Daily News is not yet an illustrated paper. We should Mke to see a 
good sketch of J. R. R. adjusting Ms spectacles before tackling the 


Caenox capers in front— how long will he keep Ms place ?- 
Excdlent Fa%de-de-Mieux'--fai the circnmamhulant race ? 
M. le Comte is pat and prompt, 

Plon-Pion is spinning like steam, 

And oh, le Bratf Giniral^ spite of a limp, 
He dances on in a dream. 


that dive in mid-channel.” 


The “Highee Education” in Music, — ^Hlre your piano (three 
years’ system), and then hire your music-master. 





“PAS DE QUATRE.” 

AS DANCED BY MM. LE PKfiSIDENT CARNOT, COMTE DE PARIS, PRINCE OEROME NAPOLEON, AND LE BRAV G6N^:RAL. 
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THE NEW TYRANNY. 

“Of ooxtbse you needn't Wors, Fit2milksoppe ; but Plat tott musTj 

AND SJffALL/" 


AN ETON LOAEERS DIARY. 

Friday, September 27.-— Bear Mamma has jnst left me, hut if I feel at all 
xmliappy she has promised to take me away. The Governor's last words were, 
“I'm not going to have Richabd’s time for reading and his own amusements 
usurped by athletic tyrants. Some of these hulldng, bullies will want to make 
him play Football. Football, forsooth ! Look at me. If I had wasted my youth 
on any of these nonsensical games, I shouldn’t be half the man I am.” “Probably 
he wouldn't,” said Jack, “for he scales near 20 stone as it is.” My Cousin 
Jack, a new boy like me, is awfully keen to play Football. It 's my private 
opinion that Jack's an ass, 

Now I never cared for Football. So Mamma has got her Doctor to say I am not 
it to play ; and I 'm not to get up at seven o'clock in the cold mornings for 
early school, but to keep in bed till the room gets properly warmed, and the maid 
brings my hot water; and I'm not to sit in a draughty pupil-room; and I'm 
not to do any fagging, because I might scald myself bringing up kettles, or catch 
a chill after toasting before a blazing fire. Besides, Mamma fears the big boys 
might be rough with me. So I ought to have a good time. 

Saturday,— waked by noise of fellows running into school. Lay in 
bed for two hours. Yery glad I hadn't to go out into the cold. Maid forgot my 
hot water ; room didn't seem to get any warmer. Scalded myself making my 
own tea, 

^ Jack said I was a fool to funk fagging : his fagmaster was a ripper, and had 
given him. a cold grouse that he didn't want for breakfast. 

After Twelve,— the other Lower Boys went to pupil-room. Was just 
strolling out, when my Tutor nailed me ; gave me a lot of Sertum to do {in my 
own room. 

^ After Four,— A, Lower Boy Game. Told the Captain of the House I was for- 
bidden to play. He only said, “ Poor beggar ; what on earth do you mean to 
do? Lively time you'll have of it.” Having nothing better to do, went up to 
town to Rowiand's. Had three blackberry messes, scolloped Tprawns, ices, 
Wter patties, and meringues and cream. First good meal since I came to 
Eton. Better fun this than trotting about after a dirty ball. 

Five o’ dock NcAooZ,— Room very cold. Fools who.had been playing, all said 
it was hot, and asked to have door open. 

Yery dulL Other fellows talk of nothing but “rouges” and 

bullies.^' There seem to be a good many “bullies '' her^ some of them 
are said to be “loose bullies,” and others are dangerous. Jack went for a 


walk with two fellows from another House. He said 
they were pals of his whom he got to know from pla3dng 
in the same game. Could hardly sleep last night; 
afraid I don't get enough to eat, 

Monday, — No sleep. Laid in a stock of melons and 
tinned lobster to keep me going. Have no appetite for 
meals. Eton seems a very dull place. Nothing to do 
except sock. I suppose the Governor means me to 
read ; bnt there aren't any books of tbe sort I like in 
our House Library, and it's too much trouble to go up 
town and buy novels. 

Tuesday, — Nothing to do. Rather seedy. Tried some 
fresh ' sock-shops. Jack rather shy of me. Said he 
didn’t Hke to he seen with a fellow who did nothing bnt 
sock; said he expected I would he called “Mamma's 
Crumb-pet,” or “ MuiSns,” if I became a permanent 
“loaf.” 

Wednesday, — ^Felt very bad. Asked Matron if I 
couldn't go borne. Doctor came, and vowed I had over- 
eaten myself. What rot! Why, Mamma is always 
complaining of my poor appetite! He said I was as 
strong as a young horse, and only wanted early rising, 
regular meals, and lots of exercise. I call it a howling 
shame. 

^ After Six,—M.y Tutor confiscated my melons and 
tinned lobster. 

Thursday, — My Tutor has been infiueneed by the idiot 
of a Doctor. Sent for me, and said he wouldn't stand 
any more malingering (that was his brutal word). “ You 
shall obey the same rules as other boys,” he says, “for 
a week ; and, if your health breaks down, you 're not 
fit for school-life,” Told Mm my constitution wouldn't 
stand Football ; that I had dyspepsia and nervous head- 
aches. “So have I,” says my Tutor. “But I play 
FootbaU.” 

Friday, — Compelled to go into early school ; managed 
to eat some breakfast, first time for several days. 
Captain of tbe House made me his fag. Sent me to 
“Lf •' ^ 


Attle Brown's ” for kidneys, and gave me somec 
Said, if I wanted help with my “ extia work ” I might 
come to him. M,B , — ^Not sncn a brutal tyrant as 
expected. 


xpected. 

To-day a match between my Tutor's Lower Boys and 
another Tutor's. Ours being a small House, *1 was 
needed to make up the eleven ; my fagmaster said, he 
would let me off fagging to-morrow if I played well. 
Is this a piece of the tyrant's treachery ? 

Didn't quite understand the rules, but kicked tbe ball 
against one of the opposite side, and it went over their 
Ime, and I tumbled on the top of it, and our fellows all 
shouted, “Well touched! that's a rouge.” After that 
I played up like one o’clock ; thought I should burst, 
but managed to save a goal. All my side swore I was 
a hero, and ou^t to try for my House-colours. Captain 
of our Lower Boys asked me to tea with Mm ; sausages 
very good. 

Went to pupil-room. My Tutor who had been watch- 
ing in South Meadow, congratulated me before all his 
pxmils on my brilliant play. 

Drew pen-and-ink sketches of him— mild but magnifi- 
cent, on desk under cover of dictionaries. Better fun 
tMs than grinding in my own room. 

Saturday,— Slept like a top, and went into early 
school as fit as a prizefighter. 

My Tutor asked if I wanted to go home. I said, * ‘ No, 
Sir. Eton's the j oiliest place in the world.” But 1 
didn't think so when I was a “ loaf.” 


A Nursery Rhyme for the Breakfast Table. 

Make a loaf, bake a loaf. Baker's Man I 
But, please, set about it on some cleaner plan, 

Go home and wash, and keep your nights free, 

And then what you hake will be relished by me ! 


Good old Mrs. R., was recommended by one of her 
nephews, who is on the Stock Exchange, to take a few 
shares in the Company formed for raising the Treasure 
SMp^ but she said that she thought she should prefer a 
few m the “ Bullion Fleet,” wMoh must necessarily have 
a better chance than only one SMp. 


“ A Man 's a Man fob a' That.”— S ee Burns* Works 
Complete, Docks Edition. Edited hy H.E. Card. Man- 
NiNa, the Lobd Matoe, and S. Buxton, M.P, 
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SOLVENT! 


Poulterer {to l^ew Page from The Hallf who had leen sent jor a> Brace o’ Birds), 
** Do THEY WANT ’EM TRUSSED ? ” 

Page, “TeustI” {Indignantly,) “Nol D’ye think WB can’t Here, 

I ’LL Pay for ’em ! ” {Settles, 


A SEAL " VEGETABLE CONEERENCE. 

TMr. J. 'W'bight, at the “Yegetahle Conference,’’ read a paper 
on » The Pood of Vegetables.”] 

Turnip. They tell ns, at the Conference at Chiswick, 

VYe V egetables need both food and physic. 

Potato. True ; and the fact my mind, dear friend, much 
eases— 

I trust they T1 try to doctor my diseases, 

I ’m such a dreadful inyalid ! 

Turnip. Ah ! chronic. 

Potato. IS’ow, my dear Turnip, do not be laconic. 

I know I ’m like my patron, Pajddt, troublesome 

Turnip. YYell, do not dwell on your complaints— it 
doubles ’em ! 

Potato, Don’t! I could cry my eyes out at your 
chilliness. 

Turnip. Now, don’t get “ waxy.” Mealy-mouthed soft 
silliness 

“Won’t help you— or the Irishmen, you know. 

You do not want more land— you want more hoe. 
Potato. You Balfour of the beds, I hoe you one ! 
Turnip, Fancy a tuber stooping to a pnn I 
But Irishmen are good at owing. Paying 
Is much less in their line. 

Potato, What are you saying ? 

Well, Mr. Wright assures us, I declare, 

We V egetahles mostly live on air, 

That ninety out of every hundred parts 
Of that which lifts our heads and swells our hearts 
Is “ atmospheric food,” which simply passes 
Into our — stomachs say— from rain and gases. 

Poor Pat might pay the Landlord every quarter, 

If he, like us, could live on air and water. 

Turnip, Oh, he lives on the “ gas ” of agitators. 

Who of his soil are the worst cultivators. 

Balfour’s “ cold water” works some wondrous cures. 
Potato, I prefer Gladstone’s nourishing manures, 

duiok-acting nitrates, sulphates and ammoniates 

Turnip, Pooh! What Pat Murphy longs for, Mike 
Moloney hates. 

How can you feed— or physic— such a crop, 

So changeful, so capricious ? 

Potato, Oh, do stop ! 

You cold and squashy creature, you ’re unable 
To understand’ my vegetable fable. 

Turnip, One thing I understand, ’tis that in general, 
We feed on gas and matters moist and mineral. 

So that it seems— ’twill fog the new sectarians— 

That Vegetables are not Vegetarians I 


GAGGING THE DRAMATIST. 

Without referring to the rights and wrongs of the Gilbert v, 
Boosey case, every Dramatist must sympathise with any popular 
dramatic author who wishes to prevent the performance of one of 
his pieces to which the actors nave “left hut the name” of the 
author as an attraction on the play-hill. There are some leading 
actors who will and can gag, and who are unoommonly happy in im- 
promptus which subsequently become stereotyped as part and parcel 
of the piece. 

What is rarely, if ever, justifiable, is the introduction of the slang 
of to-day in any piece (not being Extravaganza or Op^ra houffe) 
the action of which is cast in an earlier century. 

Take, for example, Goldsmith’s She Stoops to Conquer. The 
aotress cast for Mrs, Hardcastle would he scarcely justified in intro- 
ducing modern variations of this sort 

Original Text. Impromptu Gag. 

Hastings, Never there! You Hastings, Never np in Town I 
amaze me! From your air and You astonish me. Why, from 
manner I concluded you had been your style, I should say that you 
bred all your life either at Bane- tad passed all your life inBromp- 
lagk St, J ames’s, or Tower Wharf, ton Square or Bayswater, 

JIfrs, Hardcastle, 01 Sir. Mrs, HardcastU. 0\ 
you’re only pleased to say so; you ’re chaffing! * * * * but who 
* * * but who can have a is np to any style that has never 
manner that has never seen the done the Aquarium, Crystal 
Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, Palace, and a West-End Musio- 
tlm Borough, ^ ^d rach places, hall or two, and such places as 
where the nobility chiefly resort, are patronised by the Upper Ten, 

In like f asHon Bangle, in Sheridan’s Critic, where he is running 
oyer the headings of the day’s news, might be disposed to modernise 
the items as follows, — ^the gag being given parallel with the original : — 


Bangle {reading). “ Brutus to Bangle {reading). “ Cassius to 
Lord North, Letter the Second, Chaplin. Third Letter on the 

On the State of the Army ” new Board of Agriculture ” 

Psha! * * * “ Genuine extract of Stuff! * * * Boings on the 
a letter from St, KiW s. Coxheath Congo. Newmarket Intelli^nce, 
Intelligence, It is now asserted Compulsory Athletics at Public 
that Sir Charles Hardy Schools, Old Btonian writes 

Boderigo, in Othello, might add a little more “ go” to the livelier 
passages of the part, by announcing his intention of giving Cassio 
** two lovely black eyes,” and Hamlet could introduce, “ When yon 
come to think of it ” mto his metaphysical soliloquy, or allude to 
Ophelia as “one of the angelic choir.” 

Such gagging is enough to make “ the Ghost walk” at other times 
besides Saturday’s treasury. What are we to think of the shock 
administered to the feelings of the living dramatist who drops 
in, after his piece has been running a month or two, to find Ms finest 
pet passages either mutilated out of all recognition, or else, perhaps, 
cut out altogether, while roars of laughter are greeting some 
catch- word or interpolated bit of “ business,” for which he is not 
only not responsible, hut shudders on hearing, regarding it as a 
positive literary blemish and excrescence on his work ? Perhaps an 
authorj^ght get Ms protection and remedy in the play-hiU, wMoh 
could give Ms name as the original author of the drama in question, 
and announce that “ the introduced gags this evening will he by 
Messrs. Guffaw, Sidesplittee, Wagstaff, Mummer, and Mugger.’’ 
There’s sometMng in tMs suggestion— “ when you come to thiiik 
of it.” 


Odd Association.— In PaU Mail, in front of a house not far from 
Cockspur Street, a board was up last week announcmg the location 
of the Office of “ The Lady Guides,” and, immediately underneath 
it, was another hoard, with the simple words, “ Giddy and Giddy.” 
Cioinoidenoe ! 





^^DCaria Wood,’^ or Fire-wood? 

CoinsrciLMAS- ! To Maria Wood 
Fidelity thou sworest. 

If thee the river doth not please, 
Shonldst thou prefer the shadv 
trees 

F or rest ? Shun good 3Iaria Wood , 
And go to Epping Forest ! 


Puzzle-Headed People Series, No. 1. 

What is this G'rand Head made of ? 
Examine it well, 

And sooi^ou ’ll tell 
What the Grand Head is made of. 

Boulahgism in England,— The threatened 
Bakers’ Strike. 


Priar Farrar’s Chant, 

(To a loell-hiown Mefrecin.) 

Yow for a year, Yow for a day ; 

But alas for the Yow that vows alway. 

Division of Politicians. — Leaders of 
Writers, and Writers of “ Leaders.” , 
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MR. PUNCHES MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

No. IX.— The Duettists. 

The “Duet and Dance” form so important a feature in Music- 
hall eutertainmeuts, that tiiey could hardly, with any proprietjr, he 
neglected in a model compilation such as Mr, and it is 

possible that he may offer more than one example of this blameless 

t diversion. !For some reason or other, the habit 
of singing in pairs would seem to inciuce a pes- 
simistic tone of mind in most Music-hall artistes, 
and — ^why, Mr, Punch does not pretend to 
say— this cynicism is always more marked when 
the performers are of the softer sex. Our pre- 
sent study is intended to fulJSl the re<iuirements 
of the most conjSrmed female sceptic, and, 
though the Message of the Music-iaUs inay 
have been given worthier and fuller expression 
by pens more practised in such compositions, 
Mr, Punch is still modestly confident that this 
ditty, with aU its shortcomings, can be sung in 
any Music-hall in the Metropolis without ex- 
citing any sentiment other than entire approval 
of the teaching it conveys. One drawback, 
indeed, it has, but that conoems the performers 
alone. For the sake of affording contrast and 
relief, it was thought expedient that one of the 
fair duettists should profess an optimism which 
may— perhaps must — ^tend to impair her popu- 
' larity. A conscientious artiste may legitimately 
object, for the sake of her professional repu- 
tation, to present herself in so humiliating a character as that of an 
inginue^ and a female “Juggins”; and it does seem as if the 
Cynical Sister must inevitably monopoHse the sympathies of an 
enlightened audience. However, this difficulty is less formidable 
than it appears ; it should be easy for the Unsophisticated Sister to 
convey a subtle suggestion here and there, possibly in the incidental 
dance between the verses, that she is not really inferior to her 
partner in smartness and knowledge of the world. But perhaps it 
would be the fairest arrangement if the Sisters could agree to alter- 
nate so ungrateful a role. 

First Verse, 

First Sister ( placing three of the fingers of her left hand on h&r 
hearty and extending her right arm %n timid appeal). 

Dear Sister, of late I ’m beginning to doubt 
If the world is as black as they paint it. 

It mayn’t be as bad as some try to make out 

Second Sister {with an elaborate moch courtesy). That is a discovery I 
MayrCt it ? 

First S, {abashed), I’m sure there are sev’ral who aren’t a bad lot, 
And some sort of principle seem to have got, 

For they act on the square 

Second S, Don’t you talk tommy-rot ! 

It’s done for advertisement, ainH it ? 

Pefram, 

Second S. Why, there’s nobody at bottom any better than the rest ! 
First S, Are you sure of it ? 

Second S, ^ I’m telling you, and /know, 

The principle they act upon ’s whatever pays ’em best. 

And the only real religion now is— Rhino ! 

\The last word must he rendered with full metallic effect, , A siep^ 
dance^ expressive of conviction on one part and incipient waver- 
ing on the other i should he performed between the verses. 

Second Verse, 

First S, {returning f shaken^ to the charge). Some unmarried men 
lead respeetahle lives. 

Second S, {decisively). Well, Pve never happened to meet them! 
First S, There are nushands who ’re always polite to their wives. 
Second S, Of course-^if their better halves heat them ! 

First Some tradesmen have consciences, so I ’ve heard said ; 

Their provisions are never adultera-t^d, 

But they treat aU their customers fairly instead. 

Second S, ’Cause they don’t find it answer to cheat them I 


Second S, {putting her arms a-kmibo). If you swallow that^ you’re 
green one ! 

They ’Q stick to their lover so long as he ’s cash, 

When it’s gone, they look out for a wealthier mash. 

A girl on the gush talks unpractical trash — 

When it comes to the point, she ’s a keen one ! 

Pefrain, 

First, S, Then, are none of us at bottom any better than the rest ? 
Second S, {cheerfully). Not a bit ; I am a girl myself, and /know. 
First S, You surely wouldn’t give your hand to someone you detest 
Second S, Why, rather— M he ’s rolling in the Rhino ! 

Fourth Verse, 

First S, Philanthropists give up their lives to the poor. 

Second S, It ’s chiefly with tracts they present them. 

First S, Still, some self-denial I ’m sure they endure ? 

Second S, It ’s their hobby, and seems to content them ! 

First S, But don’t they go into those horrible slums ? 

Second S. Sometimes— with a flourish of trumpets and drums. 

First S. I ’ve heard they ’ve collected magnificent sums. 

Second S, And nobody knows how they ’ve spent them ! 

Peft'ain, 

Second S, Oh, they ’re uone of ’em at bottom any better than th€ 
rest I 

They are only bigger hypocrites, as I know ; 

They ’ve famous opportunities for feathering their nest, 

When so many fools are ready with the Rhino ! 

Fifth Verse, 

First S, Our Statesmen are prompted by Duty alone. 

Second S, {compassionately). Whoever ’s been gammoning you so ? 
First S, They wouldn’t seek office for ends of their own ? 

Second S, What else would induce ’em to do so ? 

First S, But Time, Health, and Money they all sacrifice. 

Second S, I ’d do it myself at a quarter the price. 

There ’s pickings for all, and they needn’t ask twice, 

For they ’re able to put on the screw so ! 

Pefrain {together). 

No, they’re none of ’em at bottom any better than the rest! 

They may kid to their constituents— hut /kuow ; 

Whatever lofty sentiments their speeches may suggest, 

They regulate their actions by the Rhino I 
iHere the pair will^ perform a final step-dance^ ^ indicative of 
enlightened scepticism^ and ship off in an effusion of sisterly 
sympathy^ amidst enthusiastic applause. 


Pefrain, 


NEXT SESSION'S PROGRAMME. 

The business of next Session is already occupying the attention of 
eminent Statesmen. Mr. CHAMBERLAUsr admits that it must be an Irish 
Session ; Lord Haetistutoh stipulates that the Land (Question shall 
he settled before Local Government is grappled with ; Mr. BALFOua 
promises aCatholio University Endowment BiU; and Mr. GIlADSToiie 
saysj “it is only a lightning conductor ’’—which -we trust is 
Parliamentary language. This is all very well ; but tbe arrange- 
ments fundament^y err in leaving Mr. Jacobt out. That great 
Parliamentary tactician has been attending a public meeting con- 
vened at Belper, to urge, iu tbe interest of hand-framework knit- 
ters, that all hand-made stockings shall be marked to distingui^ 
them from machine-made goods. Mr. Jaqobt has pledged himself 
that this shall he done. The Nottingham Guardian supplies the 
following report of the Hon. Member’s remarks : — 

“ He hoped it would not be a political question, and that they would be able 
to get some gentlemen who sat on the other side of the House to support 
them when the matter came before the House of Commons. However that 
might be, he had some little experience lately of whipping up Members of 
Parliament, and it was wonderful what a little experience did in those 
matters, how easy it was to get to know the innermost thoughts of men when 
they came to ‘ whip ’ them. He should feel it his privilege to use some of 
the experience he had gained as a whip when the question was before the 
House of Commons, in order not only to secure a good attendance in the 
House, but to put a sufficient amount of pressure on the Government,” 

Every schoolboy, as Macaulat used to say, will bear testimouy to 


Mrst S, fWbat? 

(No,— They ’re none of ’emat bottom auy better than the rest. Ihe opeumg sentence appears to indicate an intention on 

Second S, I ’m speaking from experience, and /know. Jacobt s part to forestal Mr. Cbcambeblaih in the establishment 

If you could put a window-paue iu everybody’s breast, Party. So that he fills his stocking, he evidently does 

You’d see on all the hearts was written — “Rhino!’’ care from what part of the House he draws contributions. He 

j rr to the Government that he intends to have his way 

_ Ihvrd Verse, matter. It is just as well that the notice is timely, so that 

First S, There are girls you can’t tempt with a titie or gold. the Cabinet, in arran^g the business of the Session, may put, as it 

Second S, There may be— but I’ve never seen one. were, their best stoelnng-leg forward in the endeavour to meet his 

First 8, Some much preferjove in a cottar, I ’m told. views. JaCobt’s war-cry is : ** 2 das everything except los has ! ” 

^ NOXICB.— Rejected Commimeations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no ca^e be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no ex^ption. 
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DEVONIAN PERIOD, 









their -veils and 
smirk, glancing 
sHly in the direc- 
tion of the pho- 
tographer, so as 
to catch his eye 
I if possible, and 
I secure his special 
'if [not exclusive 
I attention. 

I Then The JDe- 
\fiance starts, and 
I a lively drive we 
have to Lynton. 
The gentlemen 
are requested to 
walknpthe worst 
hill, just out of 
'Parracoomhe, 
[which some do 
cheerfully and 


BITEING RECIPROCITIES. cneerluily ^ and 

‘ S01XL6 fimicl£ruisri.v 

Thkee_ is a magnifteent swimming-bath. attach«d-I may say | as not having paid to walk. All sit well back and gasp m Aev 


deeply, in some parts, at least, attached— to the hotel. But 
the Philosopher, the Poet, and myself, have never been able to make 


But descend into Lynton. 

lake We furtively glance at one another to see how each one of us likes 


any use ot it, because irom. ten to two it is given up to the ladies ; going down this precipitous descent. Catching each other’s eye, we 
and as from twelve to one— ^.e., before luncheon— happens to be the smile, — ^forced snules, — merely to encourage the performance. Miss 
omyj^hour when a swim m a certain temperature is recommended us by Beondesiy laughs hysterically, stiffens herself as if to meet a shock, 
the faculty, and the ^ternanve of open-air sea-bathing involves so clutches her handkerchief, winch she has rolled up into a g-rngll ball, 
much mscomfort, we have been reluctantly compelled to abandon all with one hand, and grips the back rail with the other. Our Own Mrs. 
idea of testing the merits of the Ilfracombe Hotel Swimming Bath Cook smiles nervously. We try to distract each other’s attention 
until such time as the present inconvenient rule is altered, or a and our own from the present crisis by pretending to admire distant 
separate bath built for the unfair sex who wish to have every thing scenery; but the evident effort is a failure, especially when tried 
their own way. With only one swimming-bath, surely the ladies ^ 

(bless ’em I) could be satisfied with three mornings a week, and give 
the gentlemen a chance, at aU events, from mid-day till 1*30 on the 

other three, Sundays not being included. / \ 

The sea-shore bathing is pleasant enough for those who like 
fresco entertainment; and it is as free-and-easy as at a Prench > % > 

watering-place. It is true there is one place set apart for the !N'ep- I 

tunes, and another for the Amphitrites. But these inviihous ^ 

distinctions are frequently set aside. One day I saw two soberly \ 

attired elderly ladies in the gentlemen’s bathing-cove, seated reading, ^ 




bathers. The only reason I had for thinking that they might possibly 
belong to the Salvation Army was, that they were seated on camp- 
stools. However, gentlemen stroll into the cove reserved for ladies, 
and so there can be no cause for complaint. 

“ We must visit Lynton,” says Our Own Mr. Cook. 

“ Hear, hear ! ” interrupts Haeey Sketiiimaoee. I recollect. I 
had to get up poetry for my exam. Beautiful description— 

“ ‘ On Lynton, when the sun was low ^ ” 

“ Excuse me,” says the Poet, “ you mean Linden.” 

“Do I?” returns SKSYMikiAGEE, refiectively. “Well, perhaps I 
do. Awful jolly place, Miss Netley, Stunning good ferns there. 
Let ’s go.” 

There are plenty of four-horse coaches travelling between Ilfra- 







Hothing when yon ’re used to it. 


There are plenty of four-horse coaches travelling between Ilfra- Dwu Mrs, Cook, to whom, as I keep one eye on the off-leader» 

combe and Lynton, and the horn is tootling all day. The chief I point out the distant prospect of hiR and wood, and sav, “Look I 
coaches, — ^wbich I may term the Quvemment Coacnes,— supplied beautiful?” She replies, in a jerky tone — “Oh — yes — 

from Messrs. Pool and Wood’s stables, are called The Defiance and very pretty— beautiful! ” and you don’t get her to take her eves off 
The Dreadnought, The Opposition is represented by Sam Some- horses, or her hands off the rafi — she is pr^ared to jtunp off any- 
body’s Coach, and two “ sharrybangs” named respectively Tichler vrbere at the shortest notice — ^untiL we are safely ascending the next 
and Teazer, Beautiful subject for a political picture. The Defiance Then we take[a longlbroath, mutually congratulate one another, 

driven by Lord Sausetirt, and The Dreadnought by the Right Hon. aud look admiringly at the coachman, in whom we all have the most 
Abthxtr Balpoue, TicTiler by Mr. Tim Heady, and Teazer by Mr. unbounded confidence. 

Lajbotjcheke:. Every morning these coaches and the “sharrybangs” Lynton is* lovely. All I say now is, G-o there and see. Capital 
Teazer and Tickler keep the town alive with their coach-horns. The luncheon, and reasonable prices, at the Valley of Rocks Hotel, 
first Q-oyemment coach for Lynton starts at 915, and commences Admce gratis, — Take small traps, and drive by the lower road to 

proceedings by posing to have its likeness taken every morning Lynton, stopping for refreshment at the Hunter’s Inn, and going 
regularly in &ont of the Clarence Hotel. Hreat rush, on these oeca- down to Heddon’s Mouth. Coach doesn’t do this. And only a very 

1 j. j* •rL? m-L -r^ /. r. a -t-T. A ..4! js__ 


siders are “ in it,” which sounds paradoxical, but so it is. s- considerable part of wbich, like most of the Devonshire lanes, is 

“ Now, Clentlemen and Ladies I ^ says the coachman, in a white longth without breadth, and a tight fit for one. 

hat, which has had its pristine gloss taken off it by exposure to all - ■■■ — == 

soj^ pd conditions of weather, “ Now, Hentlemen and Ladies, keep “ You aee Old Father Wtultam.” — A contributor to the Figaro^ 
stni^ if you please! ” And then everyone puts on his and her most writing about M, CoauEXiN’s return to the Francais, mentions tW 
festive .aupearance, aR strike attitudes, and one or two, afraid this clever comedian has got an adaptation, by M, Paitl Delaiii, of 
of being lost in the crowd, stand up surreptitiously, and so exclude Shakspeabe’s Taming of the Shrew^ caRed, La Mig&re Corrigee, 
sonm shy and nervous passenger on the back seat. Everybody ure- But the writer does not anticipate much success for the venture, 
tends utter indifference to the operation, both before and after; out Fas trh communicative^ en France, du he says, “to 

for aR that the gentlemen give a jaunty jerk to their hats, arrange gaieti du vieux William.” Perhaps M. CoouELnr had better leave 
their coat-ooUars and twist their moustaches, whRe the ladies lift old Wiluam’s farcical comedy alone. 
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UNTILED ; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

VI. 

“ ‘ Rooeebies must be put down ! ”’ So, ten 
yeaxBeince, 

AH speakers, priest, philanthropist, or prince 
^ Accorded in asserting. [mist 

To-night look "here ! This scene of mirk and 
Confronts the economic analyst. 

Pray, is it not diverting ? ” 

^ my guide queried with a mirthless smile. 
Darkness possessed the city mile on mile, 

But here the night’s thick shadows 
Wwre dui^ with horror andwithfoulneBs dank. 
Strange that so nauseous a nook should rank 
’Midst the world’s ]l^dorados! 


GROUND GAME.^' 

Wife^ “Am, then you Vb been srocEssFUL at last, Deab !” 

JSusdand (preVaricaiinff], “Ye — yes, I baooed 

Wife (sniffing). “And hwh Time you did 1 I should say by the— oh I— it must be 
• Cooked to-day 1 ” [It cairn out afterwa/rds the Imjpostxyr had lagged it at the Poulterer's ! 


Here, in cold scorn of decency and health, 
Proceeds that manufacturing of wealth 

Which seems the Town’s chief duty. 
Mammon’s alembic in this dreary den 
Drains, like a snocuhus, the sap of men, 

And woman’s youth and beauty. 

The steam that surges up like Tophet’s breath 
Prom this dim haunt of toil, and sin, and 
Reeks with a foxd infection. [death, 
What if some moral search - light’s sudden 
glare 

The loathly secrets of the slum laid bare 
To Fashion’s close inspection ? 

Here festemg toil, there congregated crime. 
In thi^ miasma, and ’midst sodden slime I 
This rotting roof-tree covers 


Two swiftly-stitching creatures, haggard, 
pale ; [and vale. 

And they once wandered free through wold 
Young, healthy, rustic lovers. 

Drawn by the ever- widening whirlpool down 
To the huge maddening Maelstrom called the 
Town, 

Behold them vainly swelling 
That great competitive Carma^noIe-dance, 
More frenzied than the frantic whirl of France, 
Whose music is death’s knelling. 

What Dance of Death, what Witches* Round, 
indeed, [Greed ? 

More dread than that wEd whirl of Ifeed and 
Madmen tarantnla-bitten, 

Dervishes frenzy-fired, less blindly spin ' 
Than captives of that huge commercial gin, 

By hope-light never Htten. 

“These hoped,” my guide exclaimed, “for 
some brief space, [grace. 

Whilst he had manhooa, and whilst she had 
Thy rack, relentless Labour, 

Soon slays down all the sweetnesses of Life. 
How soon will they relinquish the fierce strife, 
Like her, their hideous neighbour ? 

“ She laboured once, once loved. Strange 
product, she. 

Of Laissez Faire and the new Chivalry ! ” 

[ ^ Rot toiling, nay nor spinning, 

This other spectre of the Slum ; she sits 
[ With slattern garb and spirit- sodden wits. 

! That smile once sweet and winning? 

The satyr grinniug of a classic mask 
Leersjless revolting. Drudgery’s grindingtask, 
Has this for one fair issue.* 

Labour unstirred by love, nnstarred by hope, 
Leads hither I Yain to weave the glittering 
In poesy’s golden tissue. [trope 

The dignity of labour ? Taking phrase, 

To form a tag for song in simpler days 
Of lync exaltation. 

Bat who is he who gathers dignity 
From Labour, which involves man’s misery, 
And woman's degradation ? 

“Behold!” my guide exclaimed. I looked 
and saw 

A portly person with prognathous jaw, 

^ And lips like purple lizards. [gold, 

A thiug that seemed to reek of greed and 
With fat fast-clutching hands, and eyes as 
As caste, or arctic blizzards. [cold 

He lolled upon a velvet-cushioned couch, 

His bulk agleam with glittering gem and ouch ; 

Watching his breast’s upheaval, 

For all his shape of man, and sheen of gold, 
Methought that so the saurian might have 
^ rolled 

Swine-like in sHme primaeval. 

“ A Lord of Modem London I ” laughed my 
guide, 

“ A civic prince, a thing of pomp and pride, 

A magnate of the City, 

Possessed of power and popular repute ; 

A self-made hero, and a sSlfish brute 
Barren of human pity. 

“ The Dagon-idol of a moneyed mob. 

Life’s secret, friend, is knowing houo to rob. 

A solemn unction hallows 
Accepted styles, they ’re secret, and succeed, 
Whereas unfashion^le systems lead 
To prison or the gallows.” 

I watched the creature nodding o’er his wine, 
His soHtnde seemed filled with dreams diviae. 

See ! they take shape before us. 

Rank grovels. Beauty hows to such success, 
Loud in his praise the platform and the 
Chant an eostatio chorus. [press 

And there in the dream’s background pallid, 
dumb, 

1 see those huddled spectres of the slum. 

Grim phantoms cold, intrusive. 
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He Httle heeds them ; yet those dismal dens 
Plump many a total his fat finger pens, 

And that is not illusive. 

Let them live on, so in the shade they work, 
Sordidly sin, or wearyingly work, 

Slaves, though no smid fetters 
Shackle their limbs. What matters it how 
sad 

Those grovelling serfs, so that the brutes, 
though bad, 

Bring good unto their ** betters ? 


A hiunan wolf, but one who need not scour 1 
The snowy steppes, lean-fianked, long hour on 
hour 

In search of some stray quarry. 

His food is folded safe in pen and stye, ^ 
Where she-things sin, and sweaters’ victims 
The spectacle is sorry ! [die. 

“Hay, friend; Heoessity all Nature 
rules,” 

My guide replied. “ Sentiment only pules 
At Nature’s law benignant. 


The ‘ wise indifference of the wise ’ assume. 
Fools only at the stern decrees of doom 
Rail, fruitlessly indignant. 

“How he, our full-fed woK, would laugh, 
elate, 

At dreams of Law avowed lamb’s-advocate ! 

Scarce in the form of fable 
Would such a quaint conceit escape the scorn 
Of that wide world of shearers and the shorn, 
The shearers deem so stable ! ” 

{To be continued,) 
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DEAD HEART ALIVE! 

PROLOQ-UE. SOEiTE — Gardens somewhere in Paris, Old MaUUe, 
perhaps, about nil. Very pretty and effective. "Wicked 

Abbe Babtceopt and Insignificant Aristocratic Yoluptuary. 

Insignificant Aristocratic Voluptuary. Are yon a Monsignore ? 

Wicked Able B, [considering). Aw — ^no. [Considers again, with 
head on one side, like Barnaby Budget Haven.) Why do yon ask ? 

Insignificant Arist. [feebly). Beeanse yon^re dressed in purple. 
Never heard of any ecclesiastic wearing purple, ’cept Bishop, or 
Canon, or Monsignore. 

Wicked Able B. (considering). Aw— -yon see— I — aw— am going 
to wear black in the next Act— aw. So this makes a change. And 
it ’s effective— eh ? (Barnestly.) I hope it ’s correct P 

Insignificant Arist. My dear fellow, as Wicked Abbe you ’re' not 
expected to be correct. 

WickedAbbSB. [with short laugh). True. Aha! “What’s the odds 
[ as long as you ’re Abbe ? ’ * [Bemembers what they Ve there for.) But 
about the girl ? (Insignificant Aristocrat appears intei'ested. Abbe 
continues darkly.') You can possess her. Her lover Lakpey has 
I called me “the Court Jackal.” Stupid, but offensive. I shall at 
once get an order to “admit one ” to the Chamber of Horrors in the 
Bastille. He ’h be the “ one.” Aha ! See P [They go up talking. 

Bnter Good Old Aetetcje Stiexin-g- with Miss Kate Phillips and 
merry members of the Democracy. 

Miss Kate Phillips [to Good OldK&TEXTB). They call you “the bear.” 

Good Old Arthur {growling). TJm I And What ’s Phillips ? 

Miss Kate. Not me, Aethije. Watts wrote the piece, years and 

M y ears ago. It ’s been furbished up 

by another W. P. for this occasion, 
which it ’ s Waltee Pollock. But 
“ Watts in a name ? ” 

Enter Mr. Hehey Ievinu as a 
merry, light-hearted, canary- 
coloured revolutionary Artist. \ 
All so glad to see him. | 

Good Old Arthur [growling^ 
“ and in the lowest depths a deeper 
st IV% Where ’s Elleh Teeet ? 

Ellen {pounding on). Here ! 
{Breathless.) Oh, I’m so pleased! 


I Enter Insignificant Aristocratic Yoluptuary through window^ 
Insignificant Arist. [trying to put his arms round her waist). You 
I are mine ! 

I Ellen [startled into telling the truth). Why, you poor weak- 
minded, feeble creature! What are you talMng about? I’ve a 
jmind to box your ears, and..send;you,;fiyittg out of that window. 
















pleased you ’r ' pleased, ^h, I ’m j 
Y so hapi)y ! 0 Robeet ! Robeet toi 

' quefaime! [WJmpers playfully.) 

I ■ N How nice it is to see the house so 
A crammed full, and everyone so de- 
lighted to see you,— and me too ! ! 

Bobert Henry Irving Landry 
[merrily). Ay, isn’t it ? So cheery, 

[Toys with her, and kicks about 
in a generally dislocated style. 

Ellen [rapturously). Oh yes ! 
You are so full of life and gaiety ! 

^ Lyceum^ompany [all frowning). 

Good Old Arthur [in his distant 
thunder bass). Where ’s the Lord 
Ohamberlain ? 

Bohert Henry Irving [in his 
sprightliest manner, waving his 
arms). Nar! Narl Never mind 
the Chamberlain ! He ’a an aris- 
tocrat. We can do without him. 
Come ! a dance ! a dance ! 

“ Saga and bones was all that 'a left {Ind^^nilu iisf show 

of the man”-.who was shut up^wM. S Just show 

Eighteen years in tbe Bastille. dance. 

- , Teach him a lesson. [All dance. 

Feeble Aristo^at [watching). We ’re out of this. 

Wicked Abbe B. [assuming indifference, but scarcely able to re- 
fra%n f^mjoimng in). Yes— aw — ^mistake not to have brought us 
m M this finish— and— let ’s— let’s go and dance outside. (Aside.) 
Wish I was playmg Hawtree in Caste at the Criterion. 

I . [Exit with Peehle Aristocrat. 

Scene ^“^Marguerite^ s Bed-chambe'^. Enter Maeg. Duval, 

Ellen hoking-alass). Oh, I am so pretty! I know lam. I 

said so I p^yed Marguerite, and I had much the same business 

better. Now, where are the diamonds from Faust f No — 
OT^a^wl. That’s nice-oh, so nice! [Tries it on.) I should like 
^1)6 a^^^y(cufs«ys),'^d have lots of money. (Skips.) What’s 
ttoa— bouauet ? Oh, no ! It ’s from the Faust of this play ! 

a note! I lead it F No— (rw* it.) Oh, I -was 
wrong to exioourage the little mmo . 




[Bemembers herself.) Oh no, I don’t mean that — I mean— if you ’re 
a gentleman — ^leave me— unhand nie — unhand me ! 

Insignificant Arist. [remembering something out of old Melo- 
dramd). Nay — ^pretty one 

Enter Robeet Heket Ievinth, also through window. Tableau. 

Robert H. I. [finding letter). Wha-a-at! 1 You— he— ; — 

[Overcome with emotion. 

EUen [distractedly). Robeet— you don’t suppose 

B.ohert H. I. [wildly). He ’s here— you’re here— I’m here. 

Wicked Abbe [entering in quite an original manner through the 
door, with Soldiers). No— you’re not,— at least you won’t he in two 
twos, Here’s a warrant.^ Away with him ! To the Bastille ! 

[Elleh faints. Insignificant Aristocratic Yoluptuary, unable 
to support her, lets her fall. She falls. Ena of Prologue. 

ACT I.— Eighteen years afterwards. — Enter Good Old Aethue 
SiiEiiNa and Miss Kate Phillips, neither of hem looking a day 
older, and merry Revolutionists, Good Old Aethue and talented 
assistants take the Bastille, then take something to drink, then 
they bring out helpless figure o/ R obeet Hehey Ieving Landet, 
and place him in a chair. Somebody begins filing off his chains. 

Kate Phillips (<o Good Old Aethue, with a cry of surprise). 
Ha ! don’ t you recognisehim ? v \ 

Good Old Arthur [super- ^ 

cUiously after taking a cur- \\ 

Y^^Bip Van Winkle? ^ \ \ 

Kate Phillips [annoyed P" _ \ \ 


Yes— ‘Bip Van Winkle. \ \ 

Kate ^ Phillips [annoyed \ \ i 

with him). No — that was \ \\ | 

Leslie. (Robeet Heitbt \ AiL i 

Ievlstg Lahdey hears the 

name, pushes aside his tangled ^ 

locks and begins to glare.) 

You know Mm now ? ( \\ 

Good Old Arthur [ex- 
fining him more closely, 

6|yo»c? Ats Yes— It’s 

you see— You kiiow Mm ? ' 

[Rob:^t . D^bey, 

strokes hisbeard, half closes 

his eyes, giving himself a „ . 

dreamy appearance. -^hur Stirhng after taking the Bastille. 

Good Old Arthur [sure of it this timi). Yes. It’s Sir Eeedebick 
LBiojcToir, P.R.A. 

Mws Kate {losing all patience). No, you — you stupid ! — don’t you 
remember the Prologue 


Meager, as Robeet Lahbet ! [Is uUerly staggered. 
B^olutionisU [who, of course, are perjecUy weM acquainted 
with his name and story). Robeet Lantdex 1 





^^BEGGAE MY NEIGHBOUE!^^ 

The Heathen Chinee, 

When he played with Bill Hie, 
Pl^ed a hand which we see 
’Twas scarce sapient to try ,* 

Bat the game which those two appear 
playing 

Means mutual mischief—and why ? 

Ah Sect was a cheat, 

Little better was Bill ; 

But here where we meet 
W'ealth encountering SkilL 
At a mad ^me of Beggar my Heignbour, 
Which deems he may win? And which 
willf 

The smile of the one 
Is not childlike and bland, 

And there isn’t much fun 
In the player whose hand 
Is dealt out in a fashion which shows that 
This game he does not understand. 

Labour dings down his card 
With a force which shows spite; 
Though his luck may seem hard, 

It can hardly be ngbt 
To bring nmlice or height to a game 
Which is not won by malice or sleight. 

Sullen Capital, too, 

a look in his eye 
Which Ah Sih might well yiew 
In the orbs of Bill Hie, 

When tbe Chinaman played that right 
bower,” 

Whk^ WiiTJATff perceived with a sigh. 


In Trade’s fair and square game 
They might both take a hand, 

And with interests the same, 

Did they but understand ; 

But tbis mad game of Beggar my neighbour 
Brings ruin to them— and their land. * 

Look at Capital’s face ! 

There’s a look Punch can’t like. 

Be it Jack against Ace, 

Or Look-Out against Strike, 

There seems mutual hate in their actions ; 
’Tis too much like shark versus pike. 

Cgyital— do not rage I 
Labonr— don’t play the goose 1 
Give and take— work for wage. 

If that rule you refuse, 

You will dud, when too late, you’ve been 
playing 

At a game where loth of yon must lose. 


The Sxeohu Mah la.sx Week.— There are 
always sceptics who disbelieve in the story 
of Sahsok. They appeared in great force — 
apparently, according to the Daily Chronicle, 
in greater force than Samsoh himself ,— at tbe 
Aquarium one night last week. The strong 
man was jeered at, and for a time Sahsoh 
once again fonnd himself among the Philis- 
tines and being made a sport of. With great 
forbearance he did not smite his enemies, and, 
evidently, did not “ bring down tbe bonse,” 

What’s the difference between a friend’s 
hand and a physician’s draught?— The latter 
has to be well shakeu before taken; the 
former is just vice verea. 


AN INTEEESTING PEAGMENT, 

[Scrap from Waste-paper Basket^ lelieved to 
have been recently in possession of a Hawar- 
den Dustman, and blown by a side-xoind to 
our Office.'] 

“Hice place Paris. Hice people, too. 
They liked my speech in their own native 
ton^e. Find I speak it just as duently as 
Italian. Little tired of Italian: shall take 
np French a bit for practice. Must have 
object though, in order to give zest to study 
of language. La Repuhlique,-—c'est la paix 1 
Q/Uite so. Why shouldn’t they have hack 
Alsace-Lorraine ? Might help ’em a hit with 
an article about the Triple Alliance, Should 
like to keep up my Italian contemporaneously 
with my French. Bring French and Italian 
studies together. Think I might upset that 
randan of Germany, Austria, Italy. Italia 
la hella! “ Que aiahle va-t-elle faire dans 

cette gal^ef^^ Who shall have 

article when written ? Kkowles, of the so- 
called Nineteenth Century f Haeris, of the 
Fortnightly f Under which flag ? ... ha I 
—flag! Bunting! Vivent BtJNXiKGand Cow- 
temporary! And to think that this should 
he the result of my visit to the Parisian 
E^osition and the Tour Eiffel ! One good 
“Tour” deserves another, Mem. Article 
win pay week’s expenses in Paris. Bien ! 
ires bien! Heureme pensee en effet, — ou, 
en JEiffel. Getting on with my French. Je 
ferai plus pour la paix du monde que Bis- 
marck et son Sieve le Jeune Fmpereur 
d^Allemagne. Encore une heureuse pensee , — 
sign it with jocose Greek namp. Homer 
Gracious 1 




BEGOAR MY NEIGHBOUR! 
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A PEAST OE REASON. 

My Deab Me. Puitcb:, 

I ECAyE recently sufierad a great disappointment, and, in my 
distress, I write to yon. It has "been the dearest wish of my heart, 
for many years, to meet the Editor of JSfotes and Queries, a gentle- 
man, I haye been given to understand, absolutely brimming over 
with information. That wish seemed on the point of realisation, 
when I received a letter from a friend, inviting me to meet the 
erudite gentleman at the festive board. I rushed to my desk, where 
I keep a number of lists of questions that I have prepared to suit any 
occasion on which (to quote the song) “ I may meet him,” and looked 
eagerly through them. I discarded “Q-ueries for an Interview on 
the top of the Monument,” “Ditto for ditto at Mr. SEUEGEOisr's 
Tabernacle,” “Ditto for ditto at a jSrst night at the Lyceum,” 
“ Ditto for ditto in a Turkish Bath,” in favour of “Ditto for ditto at 
a small conviyial dinner-party.” 

Judge of my sorrow when the post brought me a second note from 
my friend, iMorming me that, as the best-informed man in the 
world (as I think I may safely call the Editor of JV". and Q,) had a 
previous engagement, our own genial gathering, for the present, 
must be “ on.” I am terribly cast down, and, for the moment, all 
is gloomy about me. That you may judge of the amount of 
knowledge I proposed to add to my store, I subjoin a list of the 
questions to which I fondly hoped to obtain ’answers during the 
course of what would have been to me a delightful and intellectual 
meal. 

1. Who invented soup ; when and where ? If the inventor was an 
Englishman, give his ooat-of-arms and pedigree as recorded in the 
Heralds’ Yisitatiqns. 

2 * In whose reign was birds’ -nest soup introduced into China ? 
What were the other principal events of this Monarch’s tenure of : 
Celestial Power? 

3, Is it true that potage d la jardiniere is a favourite dish of Dorr 
Ca^os ? If it is not, what is the customary diet of the ex-Pretender 
to the Spanish throne ? 

4, How is cod-fish prepared in (1) Gf^reenland, (2) Mexico, (3) Tur- 
koy in Europe, and some parts of (4) Herne Bay? 

5, What are the chief reasons for supposing that sauce d la Cardinal 
iM®i^ted by Mazaeut and not EiCHXLiExr ? 

o. Were oyster-patties known to the Eomans? What would be 
me chief ingredients of a luncheon-basket intended for discussion m 
the Second Century by a number of patricians at a classical pic-nic 
I party ? Would the slaves be allowed to partake of the good things ; 


and, if so, what would he pecunmn, as defined by the laws of 
Jnso^irmr? 

^ 7. What is the origin of the term sweet-bread ? G-ive six illustra- 
tions of a similar application of a compound word to describe an 
article of food. 

8. ^ What was the plot of the Mash that was being played at 
Whitehall, when the Merry Monarch knighted Sir Loin of Beef ? 

9. Trace the history of apple-tart from its invention, until the 
end of the reign of Qtjeek Ajstite;. 

10. What are the reasons pro and oon. for believing or dis- 
believing that jelly in some shape or form was known to the South- 
Sea Islanders from the earliest times? Grive in support of your 
contentions, quotations from the works of (1) Captain Cook, (2) 
Sir Waxtee Ealeigh, and (3) Yasco de G-ama, bearing upon this 
interesting subject. 

11. What do you know about Meringues d la creme f Eelate the 
anecdote that connects the name of Maeie Ai^oihette with this 
delightful confection. 

12. Give a short history of the Game Laws, emphasising the 
differences that exist between the statutes of (1) England, (2) Prance, 
and the (3) Colonies. 

13. What were the principal dishes at the Coronation Banquet of 
Geoege the Potteth? Which of them were entirely free from 
cheese ? 

I am still looking forward to meeting the Editor. Should yon be 
so fortunate as to run across him before I do, may I beg of you (as 
a personal favour) to put the above questions to him, and when 
obtained send me his replies. 

Believe me, my dear ifefr. Punch, yours sincerely, 

A Thiestee aeiee Knowledge Day and Night. 


Onr ‘^Loafere” Vocatur? 

Torntnitcs Monensis ad smm honum amicum PmoMuyn poeticam mittH 
Ppistolam. 

Auxiuuh mi Funche tuum da, candide judex I 
Et ne crede preoor q[U8e de me Tempora dieunt. 

Non ludos cutto quia solus loafere volo : 

Neo nolo parvus cum parvis kiekere ballum, 

Sed quod non hko est mixtum smimige magno 
Meipsum, pedibus cnm oontentione solutls, 

Pro ballo designatos reoipere kickos 1 

Hoc Punche credo mihi est et f ons et oiigo malorum I 
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[A writer on fasMon says that Autumn dresses are being pre- 
pared with borders of furs, chinchilla being much in request.] 

Fashion bids you wear furs that will fill a 
Fond heart with delight, for full soon 
You ’ll be charming and chic in chinchilla, 

And raYishing quite in racoon. 

Silver fox may be praised, but leave ermine 
For monarchs. Among all the rest, 

I ’m sure, dear, I cannot determine 
The fur in which you ’ll look the best. 

You have called your poor poet a dreamer ; 

In sooth, dear, he dreams but of thee, 

And he vows you’ll look simply “ a screamer,” 
When fur-clad, whatever it be. 

While he swears that he gladly would peel skin, 
Could his hide be made handsome by art ; 

But alas ! he must yield to the seal-skin, 

That can count all the beats of your heart. 

FROM OUR COURT NEWSMAN. 

One of the funniest things on the Stage at the present 
moment is the frock-coat worn by Mr. Weedok toos- 
8MITH (with Mr. Wbedon Gbossmith in it) as Juffiriy 
Aunt Jack^s Country Solicitor. As for the piece, already 
noticed by one of Mr» Punches young men, its first two 
Acts are^ ingeniously constructed, and very amusing, but 
the last is too outrageously farcical, — ^Author and Actors 
both to blame, — though, for all that, Mrs. Wood, the 
Inimitable, ought to sing two verses of the comic song, 
and the comic song ought to have been one written 
specially for her, and not an ordinary Music-hall ditty, 
sung by kind permission of Mr. James Fawn. Glad to 
see tnat Miss Floeence Wood, the Inimitable’s daughter, 
is playing very nicely in the piece. She is a bright and 
lively young lady, — quite a Flo’ of good spirits. Aethur 
Cecil’s head is a master-piece of the making-up art ; it 
quite makes up for anythmg that is deficient in the part. 


CONTBMPOEANEOUS. 

“ *Oi;Ti5av(iy.” All papers quote it ; 

State “ ’ow ’tis ” written, but not “ ’oo ’tis” wrote it. 


EXTRACT FROM A CONSCIENTIOUS COUNTY COUNCILMANS DIARY. 

In the interests of the public, and as a County Councillor, deter- 
mined to collect evidence about Music-Halls, Told wife so. She 
asked, “What is there aWectionable in Music-Halls?” Couldn’t 
exactly tell her. Replied,** Ventilation— they soon become too hot. All 
places of amusement ought to be under strict supervision.” “In 
case of fire?” she asked. I replied, “Yes; that among other 
things.” Wife wanted to know if there was good music at the 
Music-H^s. Told her that this was one object of my visiting them. 
Our Chairman, Lord Rosebeet, very par&oular about the music 
being good. She observed, “ that she could be of some use in this 
matter, on account of her musical gducatiou, and would like to aoeom- 
pyiy me.” Awkward. Turn if off with jest. “ Accompany me ? 
What on ? Piano ? ” Created diversion, and went ont for the day. 
Determined not to return. Wired from City to say “County Council 
husiness. Lord Rosebeet cannot get on wifhout me.” Always bring 
in Rosebeet, Useful, Wife likes idea of my going about with 
Nobleman. Dined early with Smechson, and went to the Little 
Turk’s Head Music-Hall. 

8. P.M.— Rather hot. Sixpence entrance, shillmg best seats, near the 
Chairman. Ordered drinks for two, and cigars. Heard the Sisters 
SquBEiAH in duet and duologue, ** Where did you go last Sunday 
Smetpcson roared with laughter. Funny chorus. Eveiwbodyjoinea in, 
“ Where did you go last Sunday ? How did you feel on Monday ? ” 

Forget the rest. Had to leave hecanse we were going on elsewnere. 
Smithson sorry to go. As we got near the bar couldn’t help remark- 


of ventriloquist’s dialogue with man up the chimney in questionable 
taste. Must make a note of this for C. C. purposes. Man up chimney 
ought to be put down, 

10 15 P.M.— The PapiRon. Driven here rapidly. Think Manager 
recomsed me. Don’t recognise Mm, Smithson getting stupid, 
laugns at everything, and joins in chorus at wrong times. Smith- 
son nearly turned ont. Noisy place this. Licence must be refused. 

10*45 P.M.— Where are we r Have to shake Smithson out of cab. 
He wakes up, but nearly tumbles down. Says it’s the heat. 
We enter the Merrypoltan Music-Hall. Boo’ful girl on pla’form 
singiug. P^le in hall noisy and rude. Shall ’port circ’stance. 
Make note. Who ’s singing P “ Little Lottie.” “What about?” 
Smithson asks. I repeat words of song: “ YAe Canon and the 
Cockatoo,^' Very funny. “Polly, Pmly, pretty Polly, cocky 
Cockatoo. JoUy, jolly, am’t it :[oIly— Here ’s a how dee do ! ’’ 
Great noise. I ask people to be quiet. Worse row. Lost sight of 
Sjqthson.’ See him in distance at bar. Difficulty in gettmg to 
him. Place horribly misconducted. What do they mean by shout- 
ing “ Outside I Outside ” ? Is it a chorus ? lam outside. 

So*s Smithson. Shall report this place. Civil policeman sees us 
into cah. Drop Smithson on the way— that is, I think I ’ve dropped 


so. Tan tney commenced smgmg onoruses pomtedly at us, and ask- 
Where did you go last Sunday?” Made note for evidence. 
This must be put down. Must ask where the song is published, 

I , O’SO P.H.— The Imperial Mngio-HalL Brilliant. Crowded. Just 
m time to hew the great Smash ringing, “ CUck ! Click ! Click ! ” 
fiwuR* Capital chorus. Soon learnt it. Made friends with 


ywinaylHeak-the skiing!” Sawwn^hatsiSdyiJt^i^ 


into cab. Drop Smithson on the way— that is, I think I ’ve dropped 
him, as he isn’t in cab when I get home. Nearly one o’clock. 


mm, as ne isn't m cao when i get nome. JN early one o'oiock. 
Go up-stairs, quietly humming “ Polly, Polly — Click, click, click— 
Where did you go last Simday?” Voice from bedroom says, “I 
wish you wouldn’t make that noise. It’s disgraceful!” Perfotly 
’gree. “Polly, Polly, cliolL click” — ^tune haunts me. Begin to 
explain through door that I’ve been visiting Music-Halls in the 
interests of the morality of London. Voice from pillow says, “ Oh, a 
nice sort of moralist you are ! No more of your Lord Rosbbbbies and 
County Councils here! You don’t go out again without 
Won’t discuss subject now. Lights out , • , 

Next Morning, — ^Headache. Q,uite agree with wife. Such places 
mxwt be under strictest supervision. “ You require strict super- 
vision,” she says. Get out on con^tiou of coming home very early 
to take wife to theatre.^ Called on Smithson. He has left town. 
Shall never he able to visit Music-Halls again. Shall oppose all the 
licences for Music-Halls to-morrow. “Pofly! Polly! P^y!” Can’t 





MR. PUNCHES PUZ ZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 2. 

■What . why this was so. “ Because ” returned the Urelj Camon, “ a monk 

Wh^K tile fteSte’s dert^^rto ‘eowl’d.’" The Canon ex ploded, and wentofE. 

— FosEWABimi. — A. piece entitled Mahomet is announced as in 

r5iVirato^.*sri»fe£t.n‘s'‘ ft 
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IMPEEIAL MEASUEES. 

Vert pretty Ballet at the Empire, sho’wiagf the gathering of the 

i • £ TVT-J.* ^ T» TTI— TrtTT-vr TItttt 


Third Verse^ 

I called upon lier sire, and fonnd him lowly born, but brawny, 
A noble type, when sober, of the British Artisan ; 


Eepresentatives of all Nations at ^e Paris Exhibition. John Btol I grasped lus honest hand, and dito’t mind its being horny : 
and Uncle Sam are on most friendly terms, which is quite pleasant Behold ! I cried, ‘‘ a suitor for yom daughter, M^t Ann ! ” 

to see, while a party Befratn— Though she ’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 

ofScotohyouthsa^^ 




to see, while a party Jiefratn— Though she 's only a little Plebeian, <J 

ofScotohyouthsaanw 

is’^not at'XsIotch, “Touaskme.GuVnor to resign,” smdhe, “ my only teeasure, 
but reelly Monsieur ^ nckle heart away irom me has won ! ” 

The Irish turned to mask his manly woe behind a pewter measure — 

• • • 1*. JT X TliAn. hrAa.tbiTiD* ’hlAHSintria tTn'mio-Ti tliA "hpA-p 1 ia Hnirl • “ All vi# 


jig is welcomed heart- "^heu, breathing blessings thi'ough the beer, he said : “ All right, 
ily ; but of aU the * JRefrain—li she 's only a little Plebeian, 

dances, a Lancashire And you’re a Patrician swell” — &e. 

Lad and Lass, who 

execute a Lancashire y ersem 

clog-dance, gain the {The Author flatters himself that^ in quiet sentiment and homely 


Tripping an Imperial Measure. clog-dance 

above-mentioned is the feature of this show, as no doubt it would be 
in real life, if this youthful couple from Lancashire began dancing it 
in the grounds of the Exposition. Wouldn’t the ser gents de mile be 
down on them at once, very naturally concluding that this was only 


success of the enter- pathos^ he has seldom done anything finer than the two succeeding 
tainment. stanzas^ 

^He. HE SoHTis— Mext I sought my noble father in his old ancestral castle, 
who IS auiong me gouty foot my love’s fond offering I laid — 

dancers of all sortis ^ simple gift of shellfish, in a neat brown-paper parcel ! 
and sizes is always “Ah, Sir!” I cried, “if you could know, you’d love my little 
a fascmatmg dan- -maifiT” -r. x. • m i i . 

seuse^ but has not ie^/razn— True, she ’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 

when Sl’s^'^lau^a 

and done I hold to Beneath his shaggy eyebrows soon I saw a tear-diop twinkle ; 
it that the clog-dance . ^Bat artless present overcame his stubborn Norman pride ! 


maid!” 


I cried, “if you could know, you’d love my little 
Itefrain — ^True, she ’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 
Sixth Verse* 


Seventh Verse. 


an English adaptation of the forbidden Cancan f You can get a ^ xv xtv >x *x j* j v 

first-rate evening’s entertainment at the Empire. The TTauIn u Nw Heraldry ’s a science^that I haven’t studied much 


wonderful performing donkey, who does everything but speak, and | 
he ’s not such an ass as to do that. The star of the Empire is in the ! 
ascendant. 

MR. PUNCHES MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

No. X.— Disintbeesteb Passion. 

When a Music-hall Singer does not treat of the tender passion in 
a rakish and knowing spiritj he is apt to exhibit an nnworldliness 
I truly ideal in its noble indifference to aU social distinctions. So 
amiable a tendency deserves enconragement, and Mr, Tunch has 


That three periwinkles proper may he quartered on onr ’scutcheon, 

With a whilk regardant, rampant, on an oyster-knife, all gules 1 
Refrain — ^As she ’s only a little Plebeian, &c. 

This little ditty, which has the true, unmistakable [ring about it, 
and will, Mr. Ranch believes, touch the hearts of any Music-hall 
audience, is entirely at the service of any talented artiste who will 
undertake to fit it with an appropriate melody, and sing it in a 
spirit of becoming seriousness, 

OUB BOOKINa-OEFICE. 

Not so grand a work as Marzids CruciHx is Mr. Mabion Cbatj- 


any IvLnmoth Ccmique wbo may happen to bl in a sentimental Bfe is real life, and the glimpse he gives ns of Cardi^ ANiommx 
mood. It is supposed to he sung by a scion of the nobility, and the .. li&htly sketched in wrth a mastmly 

artiste will accordingly present himself in a brown “hilly-cock” |l|jl| ■. , ■ i'l , ha^, is ap^etismg. For a finished 

hat, along grey frock-coat, fawn-coloured trousers, white “spats,” ‘ ‘ i this remark^le statesma^ 

and primrose, or green, gloves— the recognised attire of a Music-hall I ■■ xvP- 

aristocrat. A powerful,— though not necessarily tuneful, — ^voice is '1 , ,ii 5^’xif'® ^ think, ^ Wttxra Collins s 

desirable for the adequate rendering of this ditty; any words it is i.i )«J !'• I* ?• charming hook, first ^b- 

inoonvenient to sing, can always be spoken. M* (V~ ^ quarter of a oen^ 

* TT JU H llano IS a eontmnation 

First Verse. 9 of Saracinesca, so the Author, who has 

When first I met my Mauy Ann, she stood behind a barrow — * \ . uai. left the future of his two lovers wrapped 

A bower of enchantment spread with many a dainty snack ! in uncertamty, probably intends nn- 

And, as I gazed, I felt my heart transfixed with Cnmd’s arrow, . p „ ~ doing the wrapper, and letting them 

For she opened all her oysters with so fairylike a knack, ^ raper-Lutter, ^ another run. Certainly, 

■ Sefrain {throaty, hut tender). ^ 

« t them ? ” and we “ wish there was more of it,” to create which effect 

A ^ T 0^ the mind of the reader may he the perfection of the art of letter- 

c-nA T writuig acoorduig to Mr. Samuel Weller ; but, whether it is equally 

so of novel-writing, is another matter. 

Only a fried-fish vend-ar ! 

Selling her saneers of w^s, HONOUR TO -WHOM; HONOUR IS DUE. 

lAlmost defiant stress on the word whilksj^ -r « t-ix- 

But, for me, she ’s as slend-ar-far more true and tend-ar, Salisbxtet missed an op^^ity of domg a graceful act m 

Thflu if she wore satins and ailVa ! connection with the settlement of the Great London Strike. It he 


A Paper-Cutter, 


X.XtCUX XX OUW TTVXX7 OOtUXIXa a.uvx B1XAJ9 ; ^ 3 ^ • ^ Ml 1 • T_ U 

\_The grammar of the last two lines is shaky, hut the Lion-Comique offered Cardmal MANNXNa a Pnvy CpnneillorsMp, he would 
must try to put up with thatj and, after all, does sincere emoUon ”0 hoped that further mistakes will not be 

euer stop to think about grammar f If it does. Music-hall by off ermg the Lop kUTOE a Emghthood. It should be a 

audiences don't—which is the main point. Baronetcy or nothing. That is the usual mark of Royal recognition 

ct j TT success in the City chair. No year of recent times has been better 

/Second Verse. Mayor Whitehead’s. His royal entertainment of the 

I longed before her little feet to grovel m the gutter : Shah was in the ordinary course of things hut he struck new 

I vowed, unless I won her as a wife, ’twould drive me mad I ground in the establishment of the Volunteer Equipment Fund, and 

T7:d|al at last a i^y consent I coaxed her lips to utter. did the State si^al service in bringing the Strike to a happy end. 

* with her Anglo-Dutch, and whispered, “ Speak That was a striking conclusion to a splendid yea r, and we trust we 

to Bad! ^ . „ , . , . shall soon he in a position to hail Sir Torpedo Whitehead amongst 

Refrain — ^For she ’s only a little Plebeian, &c. our B. B. K.’s. 


^ NOWK.— Communicatious or ContributioiiB, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no Mse be retened, not ev?n wb.en accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Qover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
tnare will be no exception, • • * 
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UNTILED; OR THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

“ XrJs Tolontiere,” repaifit le demon. “ Tons aimez lee taUeaux ohangeans : ie veni vons contentei.’ 

Ja Dialle SoiUm, 


Ivi 










VII* ^ ^ , 'i''''' Sl'j'iil* i/ll' 

When dedicate to dining* " 

Eyes eager, fingers fleet, and pendulous Hps! But softly smiling, whom "no man may 
Phoebus when feeding suflered some eclipse plumb, 

Of dignity and beauty The potent critic, here disoreeily dumb, 

E^en at Olympian banquet. But to eat The cold, astute ex-Minister ; 

In company is, with the world’s “All have their places — and their prices — 


Iw 


Of digni^ and. beauty 
E’en at Olympian banquet. But to eat 
In company is, with the world’s 
A sacred social duty. 

These are fulfilling it with zealous zest : 

Each straitenedj soul beneath each spacious 
vest 

Is solemnly concentred 
Upon the ^plat before him, or the glass 


here, [drear, 

With [the mixed mob of mashers, stm and 
Till wine, wit, song^ well chosen 
Awake the slumbering animal within, 

Then comes the cynielaugh, the satyr grin 
To lips no longer frozen. 


From which his gloating gaze shonld scarcely .. Amphitryon is the Amphitryon 


pass, 

Though Egypt’s omen entered. 

What skeleton can haunt this gorgeous feast ? 
Wealth of the West and glitter of the East 
Most sumptuously are mingled. 

And he who heads the board ? Society’s ear 
At tales of daring fraud and furtive fear 
i JSTow and again hath tingled. 

I JETis tale, at least as yet, is unrevealed. 


With whom one dines.” When all the 
guests are gone, 

Our host and his sleek henchman 

Hold curious discourse, which, heard, might 
throw 

Much modem light upon the pregnant mot 
Of the ironic Erenchman. 

** Say, shall we listen ? How these vaunens 
scorn 


Behind that smooth and smiling mask con- The venal talent and the greed well-bom 
cealed. They fawned upon so lately ! 

His pliant jackal yonder. How mock the tastes Boeotian, prurient. 

He of the wandering eyes and visage pale, dense. 

Could, and perchance may yet, unfold a tale They pander to at such superb expense, 
Petronian art might ponder. And smile on so sedately I ” 

What know, or guessing, care his gathered I hear, and hearing sicken. This,' said I, 
guests ? Is modem modish hospitality 

He is “ good form ” hy aU the modish tests, Glittermg parade plus gulling, 

At least to chat or wine with. Half ostentation, subtle scheming half. 

A man with millions must he very bad. How the coarse cultm of the Golden Calf 
Who is not, though a charlatan or cad, Man’s finer sense is dulling ! 

Quite good enough to dine with. Warmer the welcome of the Svriaii tent 


Half ostentation, subtle scheming half. 

A man with millions must he very bad. How the coarse cultm of the Golden Calf 

Who is not, though a charlatan or cad, Man’s finer sense is dulling ! 

Qnite good enough to dine with.^ Warmer the welcome of the Syrian tent 
Ho, his guests know him not, their Sphinxian Than that on which this parvenu has spent 


host. His calculated dollars. 

Hot many of his confidence may boast. The host who o’er his guests’ dull greed can 

If aU the world could see us gloat. 

At Wealth’s symposia, as in a glass, Is but an Atreus in claw-hammer coat, 

• ’Twould flt with themes for a new Golden Ass And the last thing in collars. 

I A modem Apuleius. n guests,” the Shadow answered, “ did 

“London’s young Lucnra,” sneered the you hear [fear. 

Shade, “will meet Their chat as they disperse, you’d deem, 1 


A scrutinising glance in every street. 
JSe needs no transformation 
Into the obvious Ass to point his tale. 


Than their Amphitryon meaner. 

They mock the nouveau riche, his talk, his 
taste. 


Which, told, might turn e’en polished AU but his Cook; exult that ‘swagger’ waste 
prurience pale, ^ Must leave his coffers leaner, 

staggex stark sensation. “Lord Limpet, puffing at that last cigar, 

Tbuiaichio knows his guests. The smooth Whispers to Hewcome of the ‘ Henuphar ’ 
young Lord Some toothsome private scandals 

Who loves the wines and “weeds” he can’t Anent ‘ our modem Midas.’ JEN-Kiisrs jeers 
afford ; About the fitness of those ‘ fair large ears ’ 

The doctor subtle, sinister, A stage-Titania handles.” 



And languid Lucius, in the latest cut 
Of coat and coUar? “Hay, our ears may 
shut 

To his sardonic chatter. 

Our Golden Ass— we caU him Gilded Youth— 
Is ass aU over, and his bray in sooth 
Is no important matter,” 

{To he Gontimied.) 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Eoe the first time, in one of the volumes 
of Messrs, Macmielaij’s exeeUent re-issue, 
I .have just read Charles Ejhgsiey’s Plays 
and Puritans* It was not by this Essay that 
KiirasLET made his leputafion as a writer. 
In it there is nothing fascinating in the 
style, and not much that any unprejudiced 
person— which Kinoseet decidedly was not 
—with more than a superficial knowledge of 
the subject, would consider as trustworthy. 
Then follows hAsLife and Times of Sir Walter 
Raleigh, sketched with the pen of a rongh- 
and-ready writer strong in graphic power. 
The volume concludes with an Essay on 
Fboude. This perhaps KirgsIiEX would not 
have written nowadays, in the face of recently 
discovered, state-papers and authentic manu- 
scripts which throw qmte a new light on his- 
tory that we have himerto accepted as Gospel 
truth. Kihgsley found that in this out- 
spoken, manly, mnscular-Christian style, lay 
his popularity, and, when it did not come 
naturally to him, he had to affect it, and the 
affectation is transparent and wearisome. 

What on earth has happened to Mr. E. C. 
Philips, the author of As in a Looking-^ 
Glass, that he should give us such an utterly 
weak, spun-out, stupid bit of a story as Young 
Mr* Ainslieh Courtship $ The Dean and Mis 
Daughter was second to, but a long way 
after, As in a Looking-Glass ; and as for the 
others. Little Mrs* Murray was weak, and 
Lucy Smith weaker, and now Mr* AinsWs 
Courtship is the weakest of alL The sto:)^ 
could have been well and dramatioally told in 
twenty pages of a magazine, hut he spins 
two volumes. It is a thorough skipper’s 
novel ; and any novel-reader with an hour to 
spare, and absolutely nothing to do, — ^I won’t 
say nothing better, — can skip through it very 
nearly as quickly as"] I teU the story, which 
briefly is this. Mr* Ainslie is accepted by 
Miss Keane ; he loses his sight ; Miss Keane 
throws him over, and marries Lord Helsham; 
Mr* Ainslie commits suicide. Then, in the 
last two pages, we ascertain that Lord and 
Lady PCmharrHs marriage is an unhappy one ; 
that she goes back to her father ; and mat my 
Lord takes a “Mile. Stephaitie, of the Eden 
Theatre,” out for a drive. Voild tout! Has 
the hand of E. C. Philips lost its cunning ? 

Capital number of the Cornhill Magazine 
for October, James Path’s Commentaries on 
the characters and incidents of his own Hovel, 
The Burnt Million, very amusing; Mostly 
Pools, light and interesting; and The 
Hundred Gates is conceived and written in 
the true vein of humorous satire. 

Most interesting and amusing are Mb. 
George Ajtreh’s two volumes about Richard 
Steele^^hB Dick Steele, the scholar, the 
toping trooper for whom, among the wits and 
humorists of the past, Thacxerat entertained 
so strong an affection. The interesting illus- 
trations axe reproduced from photographs. 
They ought to have been Stbqeelb engravings. 
“ BearpRUE,” he writes to his wife, “I have 
been a little intemperate, and discomposed 
with it; but I will be very Sober for the 
future, especially for the sake of the most 
amiable and most deserving Woman who has 
made Me Her Happy Slave and Obedient 
Husband.” Dicz Steele’s life is summed 
up in this. Baroh de B.-W. 
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“There are not wantang those who prognosticate a future for Johannesburg which is positively blinding in its brilliancy. They promise a million 
inhabitants in five years, an output of gold which shall gild the whole world, a commercial importance threatening the established trade-centres of the 
old world, and a ponlioal and sotSal position second to no city in Africa, North or South.”— i)ai?y News on the Gold discovery in the TrcmsvaaU 

Cinderella sings : — 


bright, which my soul engirds. 

I who was down now wear a gown of lustre 
not to be limned in words. 

SwiNBimirE sweet poet, you did not know it, 
when singing lately in words of flame 
Of South Coast splendour in tropes so tender, 


say Stetenson^s fancy was braye and 
bold. 

But at this minute he is not in it with Trans- 
vaal Truth and my Tale of Gold. 

I My Golden Treasure I *U delve at leisure, but 
for the moment I ’m mad with joy ; 


or else I’m sure you’d have changed the I’m all a-flutter, I scarce can utter the 
wooB ^ thoughts that fiU me. My gold-decoy 


but I am as real as Truth, or Trade, 

And I you’ll see am dark Afric’s She, the 
real, ^^She who must he obeyed 

Miss Kilmansegg with her Golden Leg, was 
a poor attraction compared with Me. 

My Fairy Godmother is Gold! No other 
win mortal look at when her they 


name ^ tuouguts tuat uu me. JMLy goia-aecoy see. 

Of your poem new, and have told— ’tis true! Will cbaw aU mortals to my new portals, I ’ll I’m Ciedbrella, but not prunella, or vair^ 
, -r South Afno’s title to flaming fame. witch the rich, and the poor employ. or glass shall my slippers be. 
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SERMONS IN STONES.” 

Tourist {of an inquiring arid antiquarian timi). ‘‘Now I suppose, Farmer, that large Cairn op Stones has some History?” 
ffighland Farmer^ “ OoH, aye, that Buig o’ Stakes has a gran’ History whateterJ” 

Tourist [ eagerly ), Indeed 1 I should like to ^What is the Legend ?” 

Farmer . “ Just a gran’ History 1” [ Solemnly .) “ It took a’ ma Cairts pull and Horses Sax Months to gather them 
A pp THE Land and pit them ther-r-re 1 ! ” 


“ Dem Golden Slippers” will draw all trippers; 

look at them shining upon my feet 
In aureate glory ! My wondrous story will 
fly the world round than light more fleet, 
And very shortly, all brave and courtly, 
princes galore at my throne will meet. 

My sisters jealous wfll puff like bellows their 
swarthy cheeks at my golden luck. 

‘ ‘ All things tiaat glitter not gold ? ” They ’re 
bitter because a gold-field they have not 
struck. 

Ho I sound the tabor ! Flock hither, Labour ! 
Fairy Godmother, you are a duck! 

iLeft pirouetting, 

Leeds Festival.— So great has been the 
success of Dr. Mackenzie’s “ Pibroch ,^' 
written for Senor Sarasate, that for next year 
the same composer has been commissioned to 
write an Oratorio for the Bagpipes only. The ! 
news has already got wind. Miss Maggie 
Macintyre has also been Macintire^ suc- 
cessful at Leeds. Scots wha hae I Hurrah 
for the “ Two Macs ! ” 

“Truth Will Out.” — So Lord Mayor 
"Whitehead commenced life as a bagman! 
AH honour to him. We never suspected it. 
Curious that his brethren of the road, who 
recently presented Mm with a testimonial, 
should have waited till the close of his 
Mayoralty to let the cat out of the bag. 

Suggestion por the D. T.— Another ob- 
jectionable use of Tobacco: — **Cheio quoque,V 


FORTHCOMING NOVELTY. I 

We understand that arrangements are 
already made for the serious Opera by Messrs. 
Sulbert and Giluvan. The title of the 
piece has not as yet been settled. It is not 
improbable that it may be called The Prince 
of Padua ; or, The Sexton and the Suicide ; 
but at the last moment, or any other moment, I 
for the matter of that, tMs may be changed. 

The story is briefly as follows : — The young 
Prince of Padua, a youth of scholarly tastes 
and melancholy ■temperament, is much 
grieved and distressed by ’the hasty marriage 
of Ms mother, a widow, with the brother of 
her late husband, wbo had met Ms death 
under exceptionally suspicious circumstances. 
The one brother was, in point of fact, poisoned 
by the other, for the very jpurpose of suc- 
I ceeding to Ms throne and wife. The mnrder 
is revealed to the Prince, Ms son, by^a Scotch 
relation, gifted with second sight. He imme- 
diately detemiines to revenge Ms father’s 
death, and iu order to accomplish tMs end 
with more certainty and safety to himself, he 
feigns idiocy. Among other ingenious de- 
vices for bringing home the crime to the 


charade, shrieks outj ‘ ‘ CMoroform! ” and then 
goes into hysterics, is one of the most higMy- 
wrought situations in the -piece. We need 
hardly remark on the splendid opportunity for 
a grand which the situation affords. 

At a later stage of -the drama, the Prince, 
who has been sent abroad on diplomatie busi- 
ness by his step-father, returns unexpectedly, 
only to find that the lovely Lady Dulcinea, 
to whom he had been betrothed, has com- 
mitted suicide by drowning. At tMs point 
the yniage Sexton first appears. This part 
was originally intended for Mr. George Gros- 
SMITH. His humorous business (with a song), 
while engaged in diggiug a grave for the 
departed lady, would have afforded this 
eminent comedian a magnificent opportunity 
for the display of his peculiar talent, | 

The precise incidents which bring about 
the denoument have not finally been de- 
termined on, hut it is understood that they 
■will include 'lie death of almost all the 
leading characters in -tihe drama. The opera 
is in rehearsal. Ghuvan has already com- 
posed the first four bars of the opening song, 
which we have been permitted to hear, and, 
without he'fcraying a confidence, we may 


guilty person, lie Mts upon the following just whisper to the musio-loTing puDlic tnat 
plan. The murder having been committeo. the new work will probably be the popular 
bv means of a well-known anaesthetic, ad- composer’s chef Pceuure, The objection 


by means of a well-known anaesthetic, ad- 
ministered aurally during an after-dinner 
nap, -lie Prince takes advantage of an evening 
party at the Palace -fco get a charade 
— ^the word chosen being thus divided— C/o’ - 
Peform, The climax of the scene, when the 
convicted assassin, suddenly guessing the 


composer’s chef P oeuvre. The objection 
raised by one -timid friend of 'the Management 
that portions of -the plot “too nearly resemble 
the incidents of a Shakspearian Play* has 
veiw properly been dismissed as frivolous, 
and the greatest success is anticipated for 
the forthcoming novelty. 
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THE LATEST STRIKE. 

For just a Quarter or an Hour’s Eomp between Bath and Bedtime, 

HOW WE STEUOK AT OUR SCHOOL. 

{fiij a Boy Bums,) 

Monday.— Q;xQs,i ijidig:iiatioii meeting in the Jimnasium, Harrangd the 
chaps on the iniqnitus sistim of Impots, and the tirrany of Iregnlar Virbs. 
AH the feHows inthusiastic— except that young sneak Footler. Organising 
nnanimonsly resolved on. Dobbs wanting to know how yon organised. Told 
him not to bother me, hnt do it. Must he firm with chaps like Dobbs, 

Twe^^fly.—Mattnring plans. Our numbers rappidly inoresing. Swore in 
two dayhorders, in the box-room, over crossed pocket-knives and a scnH 
I , , ^ tobaco-pontch one of the feHows had. Drew 

I 1 M npITltamatom with PoiT Major. Onr Demands 

'j I are : (1) Ho corpral punishment, except on the 

I I 'C'Ij hand, [There isnH any at our S^ool,hut 

III ill ''' ' Morteebord might take it into his head to do 

M I " u' ii time, so we put it in.) 

I'l i Bednoed homrs; no class ‘to last over 

* I 1 1 (3) b( ^ds ; aH games henceforth 

|l I (4) AbboHtmn of Ei^tD, Iregnlar Yirbs, 

il l (§ DisEiijgle of Giolamps and Spooner, 

[The housemasters — hoth leasts.) 

^ (T) Both sides to return to work as nsnel 

Th^ was aH the grevanses we could remember, but we reserved power to add 
to the number, if nesese^. 

TFbdwejrfay.— Read tjltamatom to the ehaps. AH thonghtTit eappatal, 
gogpt old Dumps, who said “ we should never get it.” Told him he was a 
tiM. One of the ^yborders brought us a flag he had painted on glased calaco. 

motto. “Death to Tirants! Ho Parsing!” A half hSiday, so we 
oonla plot without atracting atention* 

mraday.— Posted infl^try proklamation on blaokbord where old Mobter- 
00 ^ see it. Thought we heard him coming, and tore it down. Felt we 


by GiaiAMPS, How long wiU such outridges go on ? iDis- 
oontent general. Settled in the dormitries to go out after 
breakfast to-morrow. 

Friday. — ^W e have done it, aU except a few blacklegs, 
like Footler. Told ofic party to watch Footler, and 
picket him— not too hard, unless he is obstinit. Marched 
in percesshun, with baners, round the town. Much 
simpathy from the plice and poppulus. Mass meeting 
outside tuckshop. Saw a feHow taking down aU I said 
in a book, and thought he ment sneaking, but he was 
only reporting it for a London newspaper, which I don’t 
so much mind. Slept pretty much where we could. One 
of the dayhorders asked me home with him, and I was 
made pretty comfortable. His peple very respectful to 
me. Told them that I would sooner die than give in now ! 

Saturday. — ^More marching round. Some of the cads 
in the town asked to join us, and we let them, as they 
are too big to fight. Told them how we were made to do 
parsing and ire^ar virbs, and they were most indig-- 
nent. Go round to other schools, to pursuade the 
fellows to come out. I beHeve they would have, too, if 
they hadn’t seen the cads. TeH a chap they caH “ Blacx 
Ioe” that we’d rather he and his friends didn’t come 
round with us. He says they’re going to see us 
through with it. Told him if I let them stay, I should 
expect strict dissipHne. I hate the grin some cads 
have. Back to Morteebord ’s to bring out aH the black- 
legs; deminstration in front of school-gates. Think 
Morterbord might come out and meet me, as man to 
man, in a parley— I hung out a white flag ! Believe 
he ’s skulking in tbe schoo&oom. Our skirmishers have 
siezed Footler as a hostidge. Tell Black Joe that, if 
anyone is to kick Footler, I prefer to do it myself. 
He says he ’H kick me if he has any of my jaw. If only 
he was a size smaller ! Footler is blubbing— says he 
believes both his shins are broken. These cads do hack 

hard This is too bad 1 Black J oe, and a feHow 

he calls “ Larrikin Biel,” and some more, are shying 
stones at the windows I This wiU probaly delay a piece- 
able settlement with old Morteebord. Black Joe says 
“we haven’t half pluck, and he and his mates wiH 
break into the school for us, and give the head-master 
a rare doing.” Can’t help seeing this must aliunate 
poppular sympathy with our cause. And Mother 
Morteebord and the kids too ! I teH them we mean to 
: strike like gentlemen, not cads, and we set our faces 
against violence. They only say “they’U smash our 
faces in if we don’t take care,” and go on shying. AH 
the windows are smashed now— no more pocket-money 
for us this half ! Hold a Council of War with the 
* other feHows. We aU agree that this sort of thing must 
be stopped. Ask Black Joe and his mates, quietly, how 
■ much they’H take to go away. They have taken aH 


wiHing to listen to any propositions he may have to 
make. Glad old Twitters drew it. and not me ! 

Saturday Night. — Strike over. Agreed to refer justice 
of our demands to Committee of Arbatration, composed 
of fellows’ parents. The ringleaders to submit to 
corporal punishment— on the hand, which shows 
how corect my fourbodings were. AH quiet now— except 
Twitters, who is sniveUinip. Morteebord took him 
first, certinly, but I don’t believe he got it any hotter than 
me, and I didn’t snivel— much. AH the chaps in a bait 
with me— say I let them in for this ! Ungrateful sneaks ! 
Catch me sticking up for them another time, that ’s aU I 

Prophesy and Proeit.— Mr. Georoe Grossmith seems 
to have cut the Saveloy and gone in for a musical enter- 
tainment round the country, which is most successful, as 
long^ ago we predicted it would be. Ho one heard us 
predict it, but we did'. The entertainment must be an 
mexpensive, jog - trot, quiet kind of traveling - circus 
affair ; a one-horse show, with a Httle “ G. G.” in it. 
When “ Gee-Gee ” makes “ a pony” a night as his profit 
in the country, let him remember our prophet in London. 

“ Tss Day will Come'*^ is Miss Braddon’s new novel. 
From what we hear its second titie should be, The Booh 
will Go, Our “ Baron db Bookworms ” must see to this. 


TOe^ ripe yet fm open Eeyfiution. At evening prep. Gassiter Minor— like 
the yonn^ smpe he is !— called for “ Three CheCTsfor Lftaty I ” and got kept in 


“0 Bare *BenM”- 

Haymarket. 


-Maddison Morton’s at the 






Mr, Plumpington, “A— yes I I went to NuBEMBBua on SusmMSSj yott know, and left my Wipe in London I I THODaHT 

THE JODBNEY MIGHT BE TOO MUCH FOE HEE 1 ” 

Tommy, “Ah, I see. ‘This little Pig went to Maeket— this little Pig stayed at Home 1’” 


OEPHEUS LULLS CEEBEEUS. 


{Modern Teutonic Version,) 


“Cerl)etiis barked a little, aud stirred Hiuself; 
but, when I quickly struck my lyre, he was at 
ouce charmed to silence by the melody.” — Lucian’ s 
Menippm. 


To soothe the triple heads my powers will 
tax; 

I’d like to smite the monster “o’er the 
mazzards,” 

As Shakspeakb says, hut that will hardly do ; 
They might resent it, and begin to wrangle. 


“’Tis sweet to hear the honest watch-dog 
bark.” 

Well, that depends, my truly British Byron. 

The triple-headed one is yelpmg. Hark ! 
That will not suit the Man of Blood and 
Iron. 

To keep a watch-dog, and to bark oneself, 

Is looked upon as quite the height of 
foUy; [G-uelph, 

Perhaps— in that queer kingdom of the 
At present watched by my sagacious Solly. 

But here— well, Cerberus serves us best 
when napping— 

I cannot have too much promiscuous yapping. 


N'o. t will try the charm of tootle-too. 
Likewise the subtle speU. of twi 


Likewise the subtle speU. of twingle- 
twangle. [Orpheus, 

And when I’ve patly played my part as 
Cerberus will soon be in the arms of Morpheus. 


GKwd dog^ and useful ! — under due control. 

I An obvious “ leader,” or obtrusive muzzle 


Two heads of him at least ; as for the third, 
With that I have a private understanding. 
That “ OxTTrDANOS,”(he is most absurd), 
Fancies his skill at Cerberus-commanding ; 
Thinks he ’s a better Orpheus, far, than I : 

He may be— upon trees and (British) cattle ; 
But I should like to see the sophist try 
To soothe this creature ; there would be a 
battle ! 

He ’d soon be in the state— oh, absit omen ! — 
Of him who angered those wild Thracian 
women. 


A LATE LOVE-SONG. 

Foe me alonej! 

I know not why it should be so, 

She loves me— wBl not let me go ; 

Yet I am— I will own it— slow, 

And round the waist inolmed to grow. 
Yet glances she will at me throw, 

Which make my heart with rapture glow, 
And this is too absurd you know. 

The great world passing to and fro 
Was fain to leave her on the shelf. 
Whatso ? She keeps her sacred self 
For me alone 1 


Would hardly do. Ho, I must seek my goal 
By other paths that duller wits might 
puzzle. [here ; 

Monro’s frank mandate would not suit us 
To nab this dog would beat the average 
“Bobby;” 

But I’ll make shift to catch him— by the 
ear; ^ [hobby. 

Lyre-thrumming, d la ^ Orpheus, is my 
He and Apollo at the art might whip ns, 

But — I’m as good a mimic as Menippus.* 


He subtle and sagacious “ Ouris ” ? Hay, 
He’s much more like a purblind Poly- 
phemus, 

Flinging big rooks about in Ms wild way. 

He may out-chatter, but he oau’t out- 
scheme us. 

Yes, I must keep my own dear Cerberus calm. 


For me alone ! 

She is not fair to outward view ; 

Her loveliuess I never knew 
Until the girls were getting few 
Who took my vows au serteux. 

And, fancy to affection true, 

Proceeded lavish to endue 
With every grace the pallid shrew, 

Who, like Diana, will pursue 

The heart, though not without an “ E.” 
And fixes her affections free 
On me alone ! 


My own Eurydice,— I call her J^ax , — 

X must secure, and mean M, at all hazards. 


Ttoang-itoang ! I thmlr that strain is truly 
^Orphic, 

He thinks I ’m really Orpheus and no stranger, 
And whilst he’s in a drowse, there’s httle 
i danger. [Left twangling. 


For me alone ! She will not brook 
Trim parlour-maid or comely cook ; 

She shepherds me with shortest crook, 

And sees in my austerest look 
TMngs that one reads in yellow-book, 

I should not mourn if she forsook 
TMs strain’d fidelity, and took 
Herself awhile to omer scenes ; 

Though well— though very well — ^she means. 


She gprappies me with steely hook ; 
Ah! woTud she leave our ingle-nook 

Ta nrift nlnnA ! 


To me alone ! 
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THE LIBERTIES OE LICENCE. 

The Committee of the London County Council again met at the Surrey 
Sessions House, JTewingfton Causeway, yesterday, to hear applications for 
Hcenees from the proprietors of out-door shows and street amusements; and 
the proceedings, owing to the persistent opposition of one or two members of 
the Committee, were of the usual lively character, and ezcited a considerable 
amount of local interest. The first case taken was that of Mr. Mueensrs, the 
proprietor of an itinerant Punch-and- Judy Show. 

Me, Nolahd, in explanation, said that his client, the applicant, ^ had, since 
he last came before the Committee, provided, as directed, fresh exit from his 
show in case of fire, and trusted ^at his licence would be renewed. 

Me. McMtjchaboo rose and said, apart from all considerations of pubHo 
s^ety, he strongly objected to the character of the exhibition altogether, as 
highly improper, degrading to public morality, and subversive of all regard 
and respect for law and order in the popular mind of the audiences who 
assembled to witness it. What was Punch r He was represented as a ferocious 
and bloodthirsty, gin-voiced villain, armed with a huge roUing-pin, with 
which he murdered, iu turns, his wife, his friends, and the merest casual 
acquaintances who dropped in to see him. 

A Butcher Boy, who said he frequently attended the performances,^ here 
observed that he thought it ‘^a jolly good lark ”—a remark which eUcited a 
burst of prolonged cheering from the public in the Sessions House. 

^ The Chairman {excitedly). If there is any further grossly indecent manifesta- 
tion of this description. I’ll have the Court cleared, and the entire audience 
thrown bodily out of window at once. 

The Proprietor urged that Punch only knocked people about in a jovial, good- 
natured sort of way. Of course his ideas and tnose of the Committee might 
I differ as to Ihe meaning of jovial and good-natured. {Laughter,) 

Mr. McMncaBCAnoo said tiiat was evident. He objected strongly, too, to the 
Be^e, as the representative of Authori^, being knocked on the head together 
with the common crowd. It seemed to him that in this there was a covert attack 
on the County Council itself. But his complaints did not end here. On several 


occasions on which he, in the discharge of his duty, had 
listened to the entertainment, he had noticed a song of a 
highly improper and suggestive character put into the 
mouth of a clown. What had the proprietor to say in 
defence of that song ? 

The Proprietor said he saw nothing in the song what- 
ever. It was only one verse taken from an old nigger 
song book. 

Mr, McMuchadoo (to the Proprietor), I happen to have 
taken it down, and I ask you whether the following words 
are fit to be uttered before a mixed audience of both sexes 
UL the public thoroughfares (reading ) : — 

“ Lubly Rosa, Sambo come, 

Don’t you hear de banjo, turn, turn, turn. 

Someone in de copper wid Jo ! ” 

The Proprietor, ^"Well, I don’t see what you ’ve got to 
object to in that. 

Mr, McMuchadoo, “G-ot to object to?” Why, the 
whole thing is most suggestive. Who is in the copper 


« _ or 

the Rosa already mentioned’, and that I consider a highly 
improper inference. 

The Proprietor said the word should be altered to 
“no-one” in the copper with Jo, It would serve his 
purpose equally well, if it would suit the views of the 
Committee. 

Mr. McMircBDinoo said he thought the change smacked 
of subterfuge, but that the Committee would take it into 
consideration when discussing the matter presently. But 
he had still grave objections to make. It was bad enough 
to lower the general moral standard by the introduction 
of such features into an entertainment. What had he to 
say to bringing the Devil on the scene ? Was not that a 
distinct attempt to tamper with puhKo faith, as well as 
public morals r 

^ The Proprietor said he certainly did not see it in that 
light. The Devil was only introduced as a sort of comic 
Bogey, as an appropriate finish to the whole affair. To 
take it in a senous light was, indeed, stretching a point. 
Why, to show the jocular vein in which the whole enter- 
tainment was conceived, Punch brought down the Curtain, 
so to speak, by twirling the Devil about on the top of Ms 
stick. 

Mr, McMuchadoo, Yes, and I consider such a termina- 
tion eminently horrible and theologically shocking. 

The Committee then retired to consider their decision. 
In less than three minutes they returned, when the Chair- 
man announced that they had decided on recommending 
the Council not to renew the licence. The Proprietor’s 
application was, therefore, refused. The announcement 
was received with signs of consternation by an angry and 
threatening crowd, who, however, on receiving an assur- 
ance that tnere would be an appeal on the matter^ coming 
up for consideration before the whole Council, with 
“ Mr. Rosebbet” in the chau, when it was expected that 
the narrow and bigoted action Mtherto followed by tMs 
Committee' in tMs and other cases would be sign^y re- 
versed, quietly separated, and the proceedings terminated. | 

Guite Platful. — “A Sutebeee” writes, — “Sir, I 
have a riddle to ask you. At Toole’s Theatre a piece 
was produced on Monday last wMch taxed my patience 
to the utmost. It was adapted from the Freuch, Ho 
doubt in the original it was full of risque situations, and 
certainly, even after submission to the Licenser, it was 
stiH far from‘lacking suggestiveness. Well, it was very 
long, and very dull, and not too well played. And yet, 
under the titie of The BungaloWy it was acted, and is 
stiR being acted (so far as I know), at Toole’s Theatre. 
Now for tile riddle that has been puzzling me ever since 
I saw the piece. Given the theatre and the play, why 
was the one used for the other ? Do you give it up ? So 
do I !— unless the joke was in the title — The Bungle 0 ! ” 


Yeet Smart ash up to Date.— We see advertised a 
new work by Hawlet Smaet, entitled, Without Love 
or Licence, Probably d propos of the Music-hall County 
Council question. If so, it should be announced as by 


AwxET Smaet. 


VTt. Shaepee always dealt Mmself a good hand of 
trumps. Subsequently suspicions were aroused as to his 
not playing faidy. ‘^Ah,’^ observed a consideTable loser 
at cards, “ that acooxints for a good deal.” 
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DRAMATIC CONTRAST. 


I^rv^ivini iw I 1 ■ T • • n ut 

PoHraU of MMl Proprietor (a.y tirr^e duri.^ tU yea. except PoriraU oftke Sam. 

S^temler, listening to laome Cornyfue Songstress). amnsel (for the Licenee), “ Mt Client aosebs that the Song and 

*‘She*ll do 1 R^thbk spioet ! Sonq and Dance ! Ha 1 Ha 1 dj^^cb was of a most objectionable Chabaotek, and toat imme- 
1 By JoYEl That’ll fetch ’em ! What’s the Good of having lately he heard it he i-orbade the Lionne Oomiqhb 

A LiOBNOE IE TOH DON’T TAKE A LITTLE NOW AND THEN I » 1 EVEE TO SiNG IT AGAIN. ON PaIN OF DISMISSAL. jlnxence rsmoei . 


TflOM PAEIS TO LONDON. __ ] 

I {Crniparison of Theatricals, with a Suggestioti for “ The MiddUrmnf^ ^ 
There yet may Be some things “which are managed Better in : 
France ; ” But certainly theatres are not of the numBer. Except the 
Grand Opera, there is not a comf ortahle theatre in Pans,— not even 
the Frangais : and, as to scenic efect, go where you will, it wo^d 
Be difElcult to find the spectacle of Drury Lane, the Lyceum and toe 
Adelphi equalled, still less excelled. Again, the way m which a 
comeny is placed on the stage of the Gyninase would not Be tolerated 1 

at any one of our Comedy theatres. ^ ^ « 

And then the French ingenues ! Take the. Best represent aUye ol 
the type, whom, as the Standard-Bearer in the song says of the 
Lady of his love “ I will not name,” and what a mass of altecta- 

tion she is,— how coarsely painted, how artificial ! As p example of 
what they cannot do Better in Paris, I would instance the two young 
girls in The Middleman at the ShaftesBury. For simplicity of 
“ make-up,” for gentle pathos and sprightly hunaour, comnwnd me 
to Miss Maud Milleti for the first two, and to Miss Annie HupES 
for all three comhined. Mr. Henry Author J ones seems to have Bep 
unconsciously thinking of Esther and Tolly Eccles , — though I douBt 
if he had a Caste in his mind’s eye, while scheming out thm really | 
well-conceived and aimiraBly-written drama,— wh^ he designed 
these characters, and assigned to one of them the officer lover, and 
to the other the common artisan. But, Be that as it may, here are 
twoinginueSf two young middle- class pis, possessing some educa- 
tional and social advantages, perfectiy played by Wo yopg actresses 


tional and social advantages, perfectly played by two yopg actresses 
without the over-Indian-ink’d, Belladonna’d “lovely Black eyes,’ 
without such adventitious aius to Beauty as pink ears, coloured 
eyelids, powdered faces, pearl-whitened arms and hands, and rop- 
pmked nails, without which French actresses of no matter what 
am, young or old, ingenuons or crafty, never seem to consider them- 
smves “ fit to Be se^’ on the stage,— or, perhaps, off it. 

As to the play itself y which Henry Author Jones tolls me 


was directly inspired by Mr. PuncA’s picture and wm ^ 

Middlemanr-tMstoois amonif the tlungs that 
written better in France. Mr. Mackintosh w MiMemm he 
represents, who stands between the inventor and the pnhUo : Jf««y 
i^rSokently played by Mr. Cane, bartons on ,the Abddleman. 
® (0 Shades o£ Aitley’s AmpHtheatee !) nde^s the Mid^emm 
Could the representative of Cyrus JBlenkarn be mpror^.npon m 
Paris anywhere? No. ; Mr. Willaed’s is a powerful performMce. 
never exaggerated, never obtrusive, and o^y once theatrical, and 
that, I diould say, is probably the fault of axithor and 
allnie to the last atnatwn A letter amves, the oontente at woh 
the audience may subsequently guess from the 
know at the time, and never do really know, as only tos Huoim 
and Mr. Gabdbn (excellent !) are in the secret: then CapUin Mwt, 
who has now married BlenkarrCs daughter, ^toom he had 
Betrayed, comes in alone, for the evident toeatncal reason of aft - 
ing Mr, Willard a chance to give Julian a violent snamg, a 
if about to take his life ; tbeua second chance of bow ^ 

can suffer from a sudden revulsion of feelmg 
on any But theatric^ grounds), when he commands toe^ 
i produce his wife, of whose identity witt his daughter ^ is > 

■ and a third chance, of course, when his daughte .Mom whoin ne 
L believes de^, w^o is now Mrs CM 


sudden shock, wnien oi course wouia oe luu 

to go through a whole cycle of emotions in' h^ a MiB-utej and 

speechless on Ms daughter’s neck. It is the last alternative wmc 

the actor selects, and does it admiraBly, and, on this 

I tion, reached By a conyentional toeatncal process, the Curtam 


^S^Mess condones this employment of theatrical artific^ 
toe only Blot on the piece ; that is, as it seems to me. Here is me 
1 remedy. Why shonldn’t that first-rate old scoundrel, Mr. Midple 
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kan; Mackintosh,'* liave cleared his son’s character, and confessed 
to his having destroyed the letter in which his son offered marriage ? 
Wlien Chandler the Bankrapt wants to ingratiate himself with 
Blenham the Cmtalist, isn’t this exactly what he wotdd have done, 
so as to \^pe off the heaviest item in the score that Blenkarn has 
ajgainst him? Then when that secret information is received by 
Mss Hitches and Mr. G-abdbn, couldn’t Authoh Jones have con- 
tnved some situation analogous to the one in Caste^ where the lively 
sister gradually prepares the sad widow for the re-appearance of lier 


husband? Imame a similar scene, played by Miss Hitches, 
Mr. Gahden, and Mr. Wiixabd, leading up to the entrance of the 
daughter, followed by her husband, both of whom have already 
arrived, nave been seen by the audience, and kept in the backgroimd 
until the psychological moment. I have no Hesitation in saying 
that this would have been a grand scene and a strong situation worth 
a dozen such stereotyped theatrical makeshifts as is the one which 
now brings down the Curtain. But I don’t suppose that Hbnet 
AitthoH will alter this at the suggestion of The Meddle-Man. 
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STTFEBEROGrATION. (A Recent Sketch in Holborn.) 


POLICE INTELLIGENCE EXTEAOEDINARY, 

{SwppUed ly our Projphetio Eeporterfor 1895.) 

Yesterday, the Duke of South Kensington, the Marquis of 
Beleobu Pajelk, the Earl of AquABiUM, Lords Belgbayia, Tybubnia, 
and Bubungton op Abcauia., "with some thirty other Noblemen and 
Gentlemen, were charged before the presiding Magistrate with being 
proprietors of a gambbng Club known as “ Blacks,” and taking part 
an certain games of chance called whist, ecarti^ and billiards. 

The Inspector-General of Police (instructed by the London Cotinly 
Council) prosecuted, and the Defendants were represented^ by Sir 
Geobge Lewis, Bart., M,P. 

The Inspector-General of Police stated that, from information 
received from the Inqnisitor-in-Chief of the London*County Council, 
he had caused “ Blacks ’^to^be watched night and day for the last 
two months. 

Sir George Lewis. What has the London County Council to do 
with a prosecution of this character Surely their jurisdiction only 
extends to Music-Halls? 

The Magistrate. I will make a note of your objection. Sir Geobge. 
The Inspector-General explained, that he believed that Music- 
Halls had ceased to exist for some time, owing to the action of the 
Council, and that several of the larger establishments had been 
purchased by tiie same body and converted into workhouses. 

Sir George Lewis. And I suppose the workhouses are now filled 
with the employes of the Music-HaUs ? 

The Inspector^ General. I believe so. 

The Prosecutor then described how the raid upon the Club was 
conducted. It appears that, at half -past eleven, after the theatres 
were over, half-a-dozen police-constables made a_rush for the hall- 
porter, whom they succeeded in gagging with “ the latest in- 
telligence,” which had just arrived on a slip from the House of 
Commons. Having overcome this obstacle (who [made a deaerate 
resistance), thirty more constables were introduced, and a vigorous 
search was made for the page-boys, who, it was believed, would give 
an alarm, and thus frustrate the Intention of the Authorities. 

Sir George asked if the Inspector-General had any warrant 
authorising him to arrest the page-boys. 

The Inspector-General replied that he had not-T-but this point was 
immaterial, as the page-boys were out on strike, the Committee 
having declined to allow them to wear tail-coats instead of buttons. 
[Lamhter.) He continued : The cofiee-room was then searched, and 
the Duke of South Kensington, and the Marquis of Bedpobi) Pabb: 
were immediately arrested. 

Sir George. Were not His Grace and the noble Earl only partaking 
of grilled bones, and a pint of light champagne ? 

The Inspector-General (who promised to produce the supper-bill) 
said this might be the case, but His Grace was heard to oKer to challenge 
the noble Lord to “match him” who should settle with the head waito. 
Sir George. Surely “ MatchiM ” is not a game of chance ? 

The Magistrate. I have been looking through the Act of Henry 
THE Eighth, upon which these prooeedings seem to be founded, and 
1 fancy that “ Matching ” would come within the meaning of the 
ftatut^ ^ I am not sure, but I fancy that Cardinal Wolsey used to 


the inconvenience of appearing before your Worship because some 
statute was passed three or four hundred years ago with the evident 
intention of causing annoyance to Cardinal W oxsey 1 

The Magistrate. Well, you [know, Sir George, we do not make the 
laws. We have only to see that they are not ii^ringed. 

The Inspector- General {continued). The Police, after leaving the 
supper-room, then entered an apartment where a game of Pyramids 

^ Sw ^eorge^l^ it suggested that the Police actually saw the 
billiard-balls on the table r 

The Inspector-General replied that it was not, but on searching 
the pockets of one of the Defendants (Lord Burlington op Arcadia.), 
no less than fi.ve red balls were found in his Lordship’s coat-pockets, 
and the Marker, on the entrance of the constables, was seen to 
swallow the remainder. Twelve of the Defendants were taken ia the 
billiard-room, but several other Members (not at present in custody) 
escaped through the window. One person, well known to the PoHoe 
as a prize-fighter, of the name of “ Jim the Infant Slogger,” made so 
determined a resistance that he made good his escape. 

Sir George. Is it suggested that “Jim the Inf ant Slogger ” is a 
member of Blacks ” ? 

The Prosecutor said that be had been given to understand that the 
gentleman in question was an Hon. Member under a rule of the Club 
which permitted tite Committee to elect to Hon. Membership persons 
distinguished iu Literature, Science, and Art. ^ 

Sir George {after consultation with his Clients). I find^that the 
gentleman is an Hon. Member. 

The Magistrate. I am not surprised to hear it. As a pupil of “ Jim 
the Infant Slogger,” I can myself testify to his claims to Science. 

\_Cheers^ which were with difficulty suppressed hy the Usher. 
The Insmctor- General {continue^. After leavicLg the billiard- 
tables, the roHce visited the card-room, where they found a number 
of the Defendants busily engaged ia playing whist. There was no 
attempt to conceal the cards tm their sleeves. ^ ' 

Sir George {indignantly). 1 should think not! My clients are 
not card-sbarpers ! 

Tbe Inspector- General said, that ecarte was also being played in 
the card-room, and .there was one old gentleman, fast asleep over a 
cribbage-board. 

Sir George. I think you were present at this point. 


_ . ^ „ , . Why were 

not the Members arrested at once*? I am instructed that there was 
some delay. 

Inspector- General. Well, I am an old whist-player myself, and I 
did not like to interrupt the game until the conclusion of the rubber. 

Sir George Lewis then addressed the Bench, contending, that 
the case had not been made out. Pyramids^ and Whist were not 
games of chance, and as for “ Matching,” with the assistance of a 
lucky halfeenny, that also might be removed from the^ same 
category. No doubt his Worship would remember that a kindred 
amusement known as “ Pitch-and-toss ” had been decided not to be 
a game of chance. 

TheFresiding Magistrate. Can you give me the case you are quoting ? 
Sir George. Certaioly. You will find it in Q,.B.D., page 11,897. 
It is the case of Cox versus Box^ Bouncer interpleading. However, 
if your Worship decides to send tbe matter for trial, I, on behalf of 
my cbents, will reserve the Defence. 

The Magistrate said be bad given this case very careful considera- 
tion, and had come to the conclusion that he bad no option, but 
must send tbe Defendants to be tried at tbe Central Criminal Court. 
He did not wisb to increase tbe pain that an appearance before him 
under sucb bumUiatin^ circumstances must cause to so many men of 
bgbt and leading, but it was bis duty to point out to them that there 
was no excuse for their conduct. If they wanted to gamble, why 
did they not go to the Stock Exchange, or Tattersall’s, where they 
might indulge their taste to the utmost without f eax oi unpleasant 
consequences. 

The Defendants were then admitted to bail in £20,000 each, with 
one surety for the same amount. Sir George Lewis having^ tendered 
himself as security for aU his clients, the proceedings terminated. 


A New “ Teacher’s Assistant.”— Last weeks Saturday Beview 
has an article entitled “Music hath Charms,” describing a system 
of education “apparently of American deyisin^,” that shows how 
easily boys may be taught by the teacher singing the instimotion, 
and his pupils joining in chorus. Among the examples given is 
the following, where the teacher sings, recitatively : — 

“ Black and wintry is the sky,” 

and then the boys are to sing it all together. There is nothmg 
novel in this. In Betsy the tutor adopts this plan for teaching 
dynamics and mechanics, and selects the air of “ Said Aaron to 
ftarai©. ^ X am noL sore, dut x lancy max uaromai w olsey usea to iSbaes,” his pupils answering their instructor with “ Right you are, 
mdulgem some such gune at Hampton Court ; but I will consult the says Moses,” wmch would be very appropriate, by the way, if tho 
Autiu^tiesnt tbe British MxLseiun. tutor were demonstiuting the agreement of scientific geological 

Sar Gegrge» A nd tiiese Noblemen and Gentlemen are to be put to theories with the Biblical cosmogony. 


5^ KOTXOE.— >Eejeeted Co mim i n ica tio nB or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be retained, not even when sccpmpanied by a Stamped and Addressed, Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
Ibere will be no ezcepti^ 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

« Tres volontiers,” repartit le demon. *‘Voub aimez les tableaux diangeans : je veux vous eontenter.*' 

Le Dia^U Boiteux, 

DuLir^ss, ^ xiim^ ^i^essj 

Even, decay and desolation lone { , 

Some semblance of the pictu- I 

But tiiese rectang^ar ranges ^ 

Of close-pac^d dwellings never 

The seasons* khSly changes. 

Unroof these sordid sheds spread f'^^/'j x 

on the sight [mirk of night, Wj !//‘^/||f||| ™ 

In miles monotonous through the ‘ " ' ' ' i J ™ Wi 5 f* i i?ji!!I!I ifilsPsysji^pSw^’tfflpw ™ 

And what will greet our vision ? 

Close toil, keen pain, coarse mirth, and vulgar ‘‘Eriend,** said the Shadow, “ yonder black 
vice, Thames stream 

All that might move sleek Culture’s soul of Holds more crushed pride than pride un- 


loe 

To cynical derision. 


crushed may dream ; 

But this poor broken ‘ duffer ’ 


Possessed a conscience and six children ; ties 
Beneath tob g^enng gaxrets eloping ’v^iioh nerve e’en hie nnheroio energies 


slates 1 * “ Yv muu ueryts e ea xji^ uxiueruiu energies 

What sordid scene our searching eye awaits ? live, —which means to suffer. 

‘ ‘ See ! ” sighed the Shadow. Slowly “ ‘ Duffer ’ his rich supplanter calls his tool. 
Through the thick gloom a tragic tableau Knavish success dubs honest failure fool. 


shaped. 

Kot with fine trappings of the stage are 
draped 

The dramas of the lowly. 


“The secrets ofjhe strong,” remarked my The Shadow snuled. “.’Tis scarcely strani 
guide, to find 

“Like basking sharks, lie hid beneath the Bismaucks and Big Store bullies of a miud. 


tide Yet Behemoth may bellow, 

That ripples calm above them. Loudly and long about the glorious goal 

This is the day of ‘ Booms,’ of those * Big Of the Absorbing Arts ere he ’U console 
Things ’ ^ Their prey— Kke this poor fellow. 

The le^er- writer, our true Laureate, sings, n you have seen him, pompously pc 
How lesser things must love them 1 Behind Ms counter trim wi& ap?on 
“ The little things of life await the doom Sealing out lard or gammon, 

Of yeomen and the dodo. Where is room Watching hun now you ’d question the g 
In the great huckster hustle gain 

For petty independence ? Though it strive Of sweeping him, sad slave, in the_huge"i 
How can it hope to conquer and survive Of afl-absorbing Mammon. 

’Midst Trade’s belligerent bustle ? « ^ many like him. Yonder c 

“ The world adopts the great Darwinian test ; Mammon himself. Fair women, dainty v 
The fittest are the strongest, not the best. Adorn his glittering table. 

What use to war with Nature ? How bright eyes gleam upon the lord of g 


oahn above them. 


The Town is strewn with scattered wrecks of So some would sinile upon full-coffered Cain 
those Fresh from the grave of Abel. 

A huge Trade-Octopus he knows the arts 

Inongh dwarfs m strength and stature, make such monsters masters of our 

“ See one of them, in this dismantled room, marts. 

His grey head bowed in dull despairing gloom Mere huckstering will not fatten 

Upon the scant-spread table ! The creatures fast enough; they must puB 

No, friend, the Tragedy of Trade to-day down 

Has not the dignity of elassie play, In herds the peddling toilers of the Town, 

The grace of epic fable. And on them gorge and batten. 

He was a prosperous petty tradesman once, * * So swell huge fortunes ; by such spider- craft 

And held his head up— poor deluded dunce !— Wealth plumps on wreckage, and no tainted 
With quite amusmg vanity. waft 

’Tis low enough at present, is it not ? From the trade shambles reaches 

How should the earthen brave the brazen pot ? Society’s dainty nose. There Croesns sits, 
The effort shows insanity. Admired by women and amused by wits, 

“ He serves a Big Store buUy humbly now. Amidst bis pines and peaches. 

A gorgeous creature whose Olympian hrow “ And one poor broken tool, whom hutto-day 
Scowls, and he shrinks and shivers. He flung with words of callous scorn away, 
The bully sold him down and bought him Bows there, in hopeless ruin. ^ 
cc « I^®dress? Kesistance? He as weU might hope 

Strange,” muttered I, “ how souls on sorrow To strive with Croesus, as a child to cope 
Whilst there are ropes and rivers ! ” With the brute-clutch oj^ Bruin. 


“His daughter— she was once a trim 
coquette, 

Is now a haggard slattern, comely yet, 

But chill from long despairing— 

Out of her cheerlessness essays to cheer ^ 
Grreed’s victim, hut his eyes are dim, his ear 
Is dull, well-nigh past caring. ” 

“Father ! ” — I hear her voice — “ Take 
heart, look up ! 

You’ll need your strength to-morrow; rouse 
and sup. 

See, father, J’ve forgotten 
Our tyrant’s words of insult. Years ago 
He flattered me on my good looks, you 
know.” 

“ Base brute, and misbegotten I ” 

(So the poor father, stung at last, outfiames) 
“Flattery from him is worse than scorn ; it 


A charge the world endorses.”— 

“ Is it,” I asked, “Leviathan’s fault, orfate’s? 
Tends not our world to huge compacted states 
And concentrated forces ? ” — 

The Shadow snuled. “.’Tis scarcely strange 


Me— yon — ^bnt to remember 
The glosin^words which schemed your ruin. 

you ’ve no witchery,— in that draggled 
dress — 

To fan dead passion’s ember. 

“Shrink not, girl! What have you and 
I to do 

With sensibilities ? Put on the screw, 

E,ioh brute, turn hard, turn often ! 
What matter though our hearts, our lives it 
crush ? [blush 

Your heart nor man’s appeal nor woman’s 
Hath any strength to soften.” 

“ Let us he gone ! ” I cried. “ I little care 
To play eavesdropper upon mad despair, 

Or spy on passion’s‘anguish.’^ 

“ So he it ! ” sighed the Shade. ‘ ‘ He thrives, 
yon knave. 

Whilst his poor victim to a pauper’s grave 
Must lingeiingly languish ! 

“ Said I not that the secrets of the strong 
Were sinister ? The ceaseless tale of wrong 
Hums through this opulent City 
In scarce-heard undertones. The countless 
slain [plain. 

Cumbering the clods of Mammon’s oattle- 
Few mark, and fewer pity.” 

(To he continued.) 


“ Could y ou have seen him, pompously polite, 
Behind Ms counter trim with apron wMte, 
Sealing out lard or gammon, 

Watching him now yon ’d question the great 
gain 

Of sweeping Mm, sad slave, in the_huge"train 
Of aD.-ahsorhing Mammon. 

“ Him, and so many like Mm. Yonder dmes 
Mammon Mmself. Fair women, dainty wines 
Adorn Ms glittering table. 

How bright eyes gleam upon the lord of gain ! 


A “ UnIVEESAL” AJiLD A. “ PARTICfXIXAE.” — 
Haebt Q,piltee of the ever Red-y Universal 
Review, has attacked Merry Anpeew Laito, 
under the impression that he had been pre- 
viously attacked by the latter in an article on 
Wilkie Collins in the Saturday Review, 
The Saturday replies denying that Merry 
Anlebw wrote, or knew anytMng about the 
article in question. Instead of being neat of 
fence, and pinking the Red ’Un with a rapier, 
as we should have expected of the Saturaa'f/s 
Editor, he goes iu for quilting Oijiltee. The 
quarrel is a very pretty one as it stands, till 
next month, when we shall see if it ’s a case 
of “ d. in the comer ” or not. Logically, the 
“particular” upsets the “ UniversaV^ 


Manspieu) CoLLEaE.— Those benighted 
Londoners who only comieet the name of 
“Mansfield” with a memorable occupation 
of the Lyceum, ask i£ the two leading pro- 
fessors in this Educational establishment will ' 
be Br, Jekyll and Mr, Hyde, both taken by 
one person to save a salary r We beg to inform 
these ignorant individuals that Mansfield 
CoUege IS not theatrical hnt Nonconformist, 
and me artful Dissenters are congratulating 
themselves on having been able to “ take a 
site ” at the Old UMversity. 


Mem. POE THE Dieecioes.— The Aquarixim 
ou^ht certainly not to he a place for “ loose 
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Thebe were tliree Judges sat on a Benoli, 
Down a down, hey-down, hey-down; 

And from their task they all did blench, 

With a down. 

And one of them said to the others, 

“ Oh, here ’s a bore, my learned Brothers ; 
With a down derry, derry, derry down 
down. 

Behold ! alas, at yonder table, 

Down a down, hey-down, hey- down ; 
Gfather the counsel sage and able. 

With a down I 

I They rouse us from Vacation sleep, 

Db many a day they yet may keep ; 

With a down derry, derry, derry down 
down. 

The faithfni public hither hie, 

Down a do wn , hey- down, hey-down ; 


“HEBE WE ARE AGAIN 

To hear Sir Henet by-and-by, 

With a down. 

And see there comes G-eoe L-w-s I Oh ! 
Day, Smith, this is an fearful go ! 

With a down, derry, derry, derry down 
down. 

Day lifted up his drowsy head, 

Down a down, hey-down, hey-down ; 

He sighed, “ I would I were in bed, 

On the down.” 

Smith said, “ It takes an awful time 
To search the source of Irish crime ; ” 

With a down, derry, derry, derry down 
down. 

Grave Hannen yawned, and said, “ I wis 
Down a down, hey-down, hey-down ; 

“ ^Cute Russell is well out of this ; ” 

1 With a down. 


“Heaven send we soon may close the Court, 
And give our minds to our Report ! ” 

With a down, derry, derry, derry down 
down. 

Interested Supporters.— The Chaplain, 
the Recorder, and the Mace-bearer, are most 
anxious that Sir Henry Isaacs should stiok 
to his principles, and walk the whole ^y 
along the line oi procession. Individumy, 
each of these distinguished personages thi^s 
that the other two ought to accompany the 
Lord Mayor, so that the remaining one of 
the City trio would have the State Coach all 
to himself! 

Ttte Brighton Election. — Is it <iuite a 
toss-up? As the French say, Pmsl ou 
facef^^ 
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“well out of it.” 

Uncle, “And tod lote toxth enemies, Ethel?” 

EtMl {'DTomptly), “Yeth, Uncle.” 

UicU , “And who are todr enemies, Dear?” 

Etlul (m an awful whisper), ‘ ‘ The Dev ” 

{The Old QenAUmm doesn't see his way further ^ and d/rops tJw subject. 


^^THE MAN WHO SAID HE WAS SALA/^ 

“Charge op Impersonation. —At 'Worcester Quarter 
Sessions yesterday a man named Stevenson was sentenced to 
three months’ hard lahonr for having obtained board and 
lodging by false pretences. In June last he went to several 
hotels in Worcester and Malvern, representing himself to be 
Mr. Q-borgb Augustus Sala, He said he was a veiy comical 
fellow and would nve the hotel-keepers good notices in a book 
he was writing. His luggage consisted of a dog-whip, a time- 
table, a cucumber in brown paper, and a hamper of vegetables. 
He said he had a grand house in London, and had dined with 
Dicrens and Thackeray. He denied any intention to defraud, 
and said he had been driven to it by drink and domestic trouble.” 
—Times^ October 17. 

0 HAVE you heard the news of late ? 

If not, I post you up to date, 

And tell you of the wretched fate 
Of the Man who said he was Sala ! 

He went about with lots of chaff, 

He said he wrote for the Telegraph, 

And that he ’d give you a hearty laugh 
If you stood him apiut of half-and-half, 

He went about to every town 

With luggage packed in paper brown ; I 

But he claimed to himself world-wide renown, 

Did the Man who said he was Sala I 

He boarded and lodged at Worcester, whence 
To Malvern he went at great expense ; 

He lived, without paying, which showed the sense 
Of the Man who said he was Sala ! 

They took him in at the best hotels. 

They thought he was the biggest of swells, 

Then he took them in, so history tells, 

Which was but fair in the way of “ sells,” 

His luggage,— a time-table, whip with lash, 

A cucumber, hamper of green-stuff, trash, 

But not so green as those who lent cash 
To the Man who said he was Sala ! 

He’d stories of Dickens and Thackeray too, 

And aU the distinguished men he knew 
Were boon companions, good and tme, 

Of the Man who said he was Sala ! 

He promised that he, in return for each gift. 

Would write ’em a puff which would five them a lift, 
But some one, suspecting the lute had a rift. 

Prosaic, determmed the matter to sift, 

Alas ! how impersonation may fail ! 

The MagistrateSj after they ’d heard the whole tale, 
Decided on sending for three months’ to gaol 
The Man who said he was Sala I 


COUET SHIETS. 

From a Very WelUinformed Correspondent, 

It is reported that the Czar has just written a private letter to the 
Emperor William: cordially thanking him for the precautions he 
took to protect his person during his two days’ recent visit to Berlin. 
It is not, however, generally known that the Eussian Police Autho- 
rities more than met the Emperor half-way, by having no less than 
three doubles of their August Master ready for any emergency. It 
was owing to the fact that, through some blunder, one of these who 
had been substituted for the real Czar could not be changed again in 
time, and so was borne on by the official programme, and had to take 
his place at the Imperial Luncheon-table, that the untoward incident 
over the reply to the Emperor’s speech arose. What the confused 
substitute really said was not in French, but in broad Russian, The 
words, too, of which he made use were not as reported “ I reciprocate 
the sentiments of my beloved brother and ally, and empty m^lass to 
the glorious traditions of the two armies. Hurrah! .Hurrah! 
Hurrah ! ” But, “ Goodness gracious ! I don’t know^ what to say. 
It’s too bad of them to have let me in for this ! ” This he mumbled 
out in a low voice, much at first to the surprise of his host who, 
however, on getting a wink from Bismarck, soon discovered what 
had happened, and only took care the incident should not leak out, 
by himself revising and correcting the proof-sheets of Ihe Court 
cmar for the official journal. Again, later in the evening, a similar 
hitch occurred, another of the doubles having, by some mismanage- 
ment, been taken, instead of the Czar himsefl, to the Gala Perform- 
ance at the Theatre. 

The newspaper reports of the evening’s proceedings had noted the 
fact that there seemed a decided coldness of manner in the conduct of 
the Emperor to the Czar. This, of course, was accounted for by the 
eiroumstance that the Emperor discovered he had been again told off 
to entertain a dummy. Later in the evening, the sham Czar was 
smuggled out, and the real one took his place ; and it was laughing 


over this incident that gave the character of “jovial intercourse” 
to the conversation between the two potentates on which the papers 
next morning indulged iu such favourable comments. 

The departure of the Czar from Berlin was conducted with more 
than usual precaution. Three sham Imperial trains, "with a dummy 
Czar ostentatiously displayed at the windows of an Imperial s^oon 
carriage in each, naving been started simultaneously respectively 
from three stations in afferent directions, while His Majesty, dis- 
guised as a common droschky-driver, really departed half-an-hour 
later in a horse-box attached to an ordinary third-class mail. 

But the precautionary measures did not end here. On his arrival 
at Heufahrwasser, the Uzar instmtly made for the beach, and pass- 
ing the night in a bathing-machine, hung about on the look-out for 
the arrival of the Berjava, which was brmging the Czarina and his 
children to meet him. Here, again, he had recourse to his doubles ; 
and, leaving one to represent hiiu in the bathing-machine, and 
another lunSiing in his own saloon carriage, drove through the back 
streets of the town iu a common cab, catching the third-class train 
for Konigsberg, at which place, disguised as a commercial traveller, 
he anivea at twenty minutes mer six. 

Still preserving his incognito, at one time appearing in a long 
white beard and spectacles, and at another donning a red wig and 
bagpipes, personating a travelling Scotohman, His Majesfy at length 
touSied the Russian frontier. Here, having assured h^elf that 
Mounted Cossacks, three yards apart, guarded the whole line on both 
sides all the way to» St. Petersburg, and, having dispatched the three 
dummy Emperors in three sham Imperial trains m front of him, 
he donned his ovm proper dress, and following them in a luggage 
van, dravra by a pilot-engine, somewhat fatigued by the changes of 
his contbued “variety eutertainment,” reached his home once 
again in safety. 

Another Title to Dishnctton.— Birds of Mr, Marks, B,A,, 
or. The Birds of Aristophanes, B,A, 
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DEVONIAN PERIOD. 



“Is the Lend ? ” — Miss Squeers . 

Oe the local G-uide-hooks TwissU^ which I have already mentioned, 
s hy far the best, but the ordinary maps of North Devon are 
^ decidedly Tuisatisfactory for 

^ the pedestrian or equestrian. 

^ r The bicyclists* map, which 

is generally useful for a 
rider, is of very little service 
here, as it is not a know- 
ledge of high roads but of 
the lanes, short cuts and 
bye -ways, that gives the 
horseman the advantage 
over the traveller in a car- 
riage, and the space he can 
cover without fatigue gives 
him his advantage oyer the 
pedestrian . But the bicyclist 
map does not assist youhere ; 
indeed, the ordinary map 
which accompanies Twi&s^s 
Guide is the best I *ve seen 
up to now. 

As to Murray^ it is very 
full, “but,** says Our Own 
Mr. Cooz, “a guide-book 
that does not include G-eorge- 
Down to Lynmouth. ham in its index of contents, 

— and I cannot find it in its pages, — ^is certainly incomplete.** 

The guide-books give the distances accurately, but rarely do they 
give you more than one route to any place, and still more rarely do 
they inform you of public foot-paths across fields. M!imnAT*s young 
men should be sent out again, some on bicycles, and some walking, 
nnil some riding, and let the result be a good, clear, well-defined map 
of North Devon, with short cuts distinctly marked, and let the in- 
structions tell us whether a town or village is supposed to be at the 
end, in the middle or at the beginning of its name on the map, as 
an eighth of an inch on the map makes about four miles difference on 
the road, ^ x 

Essential for North Devon, — A good waterproof. Not one of 
your showy, fiimsy, so-convenient, roll-up-to-nothing-and-weigh- 
less-than-that, whidi will tear and split like rotten rag, and costs 
from three to five guineas, but an ample, long, stout waterproof, 
made to brave the Scotch mists that have gone astray in North 
Devon, the torrents, the showers,^ the after-dripping from the trees, 
and that won’t tear on its catching in any obstacle when mounting 
a coach or embarking in a boat. 

Time *s up ! Our Own Mr. and Mrs. Cook and all the little Cookies 
must depart for town. Coeiey MAPinrA'M' has left us for Paris. 
Young Sketioeagee is climbing the Welsh Mountains. The Poet 
has gone to stay with his publisher. Miss Beoitokslt has been sent 
for, and she parts from Abtste Teudgee with “ cheers, tears, and 
laughter.** One more breaking-up. Sad thing, all breaking-up 
gradually. The Ilfracombe holiday is at an end. 


Down to Lynmouth. 



A GEIEYANOE AT THE GEOSYENOE. 

My Deae Me. Pthstch, 

I SHOULi) like to know what the world is conung to. The 
Art-world is undoubtedly tottering to its fall, and will shortly 
cease to exist. You have doubtless heard of the disastrous catastrophe 
that took place last week, which came upon us like a thunder-clap, 
and which has undoubtedly sealed the fate of the Grosvenor Gallery, 
and has removed for ever Sir CouTTS-LmDSAY from the exalted 
pedestal on which We had placed him. At the very last moment I was 
informed that there would be no Private View at the Chrosvenor 
Gallery ! It is too bad ! This is the reward for years of faithfulness. 

I who — ^by reason of my extraordinary costipnes, by my weird expres- 
sion, by my high voice, and by my striking attitudes— along with 
my band of devoted disciples — ^who have heen the making of 
Sir CouTTS— to find that we were disestablished at one rough blow, 
and to hear that we could come in with the Common Shilling Public, 
That, my dear Sir, is what I absolutely refuse to do ! What do I care 
for Pastels ? What do I care for Sir Joshua Eeyholds, or Gains- 
BOEOUGH, or Sir Johh Millais, orTAHBYKE, or Old Masters, or Young 
Masters, or Middle-aged Masters? What does anybody care for them i* 
The object of the Grosvenor Gallery, Sir, is Art, And the real meaning 
of Art is a crowded Private Yiew, in a hot room, and the feeling that you 
are a celebrity! Oh, the glow of glwy that comes over me when I 
hear people audibly whisper, There goes Mrs. Shab-Tblatmes I ** 
Oh, the delight, when one knows that the name of M!rs. Shad- 

Thames will be chronicled amid 

the host of distinguished people 'i -i r iII'.l.’lMi'ii.'i i 
who observed:^ Oh, the 

rapture when one feels a dozen | 

Lady - Journalists are minutely 
taking down every detail of one^s i| 

costume! Again, I ask, is the |j I'j 'I I jj , 

Profession of Private-Yiewer— a 'i , I , | i | | 

profession, which, by the way, <| i ■ 
requires neither taste, beauty nor ' I 'll'! I . i 

intellect, but something beyond X 

all ; a Private- Viewer y like a poet y ' ' ! ' 

is born not made — to be ruthlessly j ' ' 

crushed by some silly fad of the 1 1 
Head of the Grosvenor ? If Sir mi, W 

OouTTS thinks he can compensate , j | ^ i 

Society for his unceremonious I 

treatment of Us, by inviting a j ' ' i I 

few of his private friends to take i , ^ 1' ‘ ^ i 

tea in the Gallery on Sunday— 1 '! I'j 1 J|ij Pfi4B 

all I can say, is, Sir Cootts is iMVf 'i J]j|i t.'T 1 

most egregiously mistaken. And j'j yteVlIr 

when the time comes, as it surely J , ; 'jj ''. [ , 

will come, when he sits alone in hWM 

his Gallery while the public no ^\\ //!, H’'''"'!* 

longer pay their shillings, and he 'l // 1 1' 1 i'll I 

will have the satisfaction of » ' ih 

' enjoying the very privatest of \\ J,n'/ f X ^ 

Irivate Views, I trust his eon- \ ^ 

' science will smite him for his oTTyrri? rnTrir QTTTTOTfft 
scandalous treatment of We, «jAo, THE STILTON. 

have made him! When I look Suggestion for the Lord Mayor Elect 
at my terra-cotta gown, my slashed ^ould the Ninth of NovemDcr be 

canary sack, my artistically bulged ^ particularly dirty day. 


canary sack, my artistically bulged | ^ particularly dirty day. 

fiuffy hat, especially prepared 

for last week, when I think I shall no longer he chronicled as a cele- 
brity three or four times a year, and that my occupation is gone 
for ever, I declare I could cry with vexation ! Believe me, to be, 
Yours wrathfully, Sophonisba Shab-Thahes. 

Poe Lobee oe Peel (“ whichevee you like, iiy little beae**) 
OK Pbibay next 

“ And all his prospects Brightening to the last.” 

Quoted from designation?^ 


G reat bargain.-second-hand gold stick to be 

DISPOSED OP.— Owing to recent changes at Court involving 


VX DISPOSED OP.— Owing to recent changes at Court iuvolvmg 
the suppression of the functionary who has fdtherto made use^ of 
the above-named useful and ornamental article, he is now willing 
to part with it at a merely nominal value. It would cut up into a 
couple of elegant walking-sticks or umbrella handles, or, sub- 
divided into three, would furnish a handsome and showy set of 
, presentation cricket sl^ps. Would also chop up into an effective 
set of drawing-room ninepins. Might still be used with effect at a 
“Down Again I ” The Last Ha’porth of Sunset. Grand Finale. cannibal court ceremony, and if any enterprising Missionary wished 

to purchase it with a view to utilising it in this fawuon, tne 

o ~ ^ Advertiser, who is a thorough Master in tiie Art of carryiug it with 

bhall Wilkie Coilinr have a Mehobiax? — Certainly: other- becoming effect, will be hauuy for the Burohase 'money, to throw m 
wise he may he forgotten, as he left No Name worth mentioning. as well, a few lessons in “ Omcial Deportment I ** 
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HOW DOES HE LIKE THIS ? 

Dedicated to the Rev, Ece^Eaweis^ who thinks dogs ought to le used for draught purposes 

“ lecause they like it"* 


BIEDS AND BONNETS. 

Me. H. S. Maeks, R.A., oil the subject of 
birds is bound to be interesting. Says the 
great Bird-painter 

**I always say that people like birds for three 
reasons : — To shoot— To eat — ^To wear.’* 

Quite so. Mr. Maeks doubtless thinks, 
and Mr, Punch agrees with him, that birds 
were not iatended only to be shot, eaten, or 
even worn. Indeed, the latter custom rouses 
Mr. Maee’s indignation, as it often has 
Mr, Punches, Says the former : — 

“ There is nothing makes me so furious as this 
miserable fashion of birds in bonnets.” 

Hear ! Hear ! But Mr. Maeks adds 
Next to a 'Woman, a Bird is the loveliest thing 
in creation.” 

Humph! Perhaps lovely Woman might 
ingenuously retort, that that is just tiie reason 
why she likes to wear them next to her I A 
woman, who is capable of “ killing birds to 
enhance her beauty,” is quite capame of turn- 
ing Mr. Maeks^ words against mm. But the 
outspoken It.A. is right. Birds in bonnets 
(like dirt), are just “matter in the wrong 
place.” Perhaps, if people knew more about 
birds, as much as Mr. Masks does, for in- 
stance, they would not be so eager to decorate 
themselves d la ChocktawJ with their stolen 
mumes and wantonly slain bodies. Mr, 
Punch is quite ready to join the good painter 
in a crusade against the beautiful (but bar- 
barous) bird-slaughterers : — 

Htm g me, Ladies fair, if tell 1 can 
Why you^d slay the blameless pelican, 
Or— to u^se slang lingo— 

‘ Spifflicate” the poor namingo, 

Give the “adjutant” his gruel, 

And, with faces blandly cruel, 

Cause the stork, the crane, iiie'gannet, 
To skedaddle from our planet, 

^e the dodo, prematurely, 

Just to deck your bonnets 1 1 Surely 
to prusuit of Fashion-culturel 
To HU out the useful vulture, 


Or exterminate the eagle 

Bird (excuse the rhyme) so regal 

Rob, as it is feared your manner is. 

Of its snowy plumes our swanneries ; 
Heedlessly ^*wipe out” macaws. 

And, without sujfficient cause, 

Lessen, as by annual inches, 

Our supplies of tits and finches. 

Surely sQl this ruthless slaughter 
Means disgrace to each Eve’s daughter ; 
All these birds are found you know 
In friend Maeks’s great “ Bird Show.” 
These and more in great variety 
See at the Erne Art Society, 

OnCj four, eight. Hew Bond Street, W. 
Ladies, Mr, Punch will trouble you 
To attend this fine display. 

Which you ’Uowe to Maeks, E.A. 
Oddities in Ornithology 
There you ’ll see. Then make apology 
To your Mentor, Mr, P., 

And all join the 8, P. B. ! 

The S. P, B., or Society for the Protection 
of Birds, Mr, Punch may inform repentant 
bird-slaughterers, was formed at the begin- 
ning of me present year to “ discourage the 
enormous sacrifice of bird-life at present 
exacted by the milliners,” and, of course, 
acqmesced in by the matrons and maidens the 
milliners cater for. “ The sole obligation of 
members is that they shall refrain from wear- 
ing the feathers of any bird that is not killed 
for purposes of food, the ostrich only 
excepted.” Hot a very severe self-denying 
ordinance that, Ladies? “It is hoped” 
(says the Hon. Sec.), “that many women will 
feel induced to join, the Society (to which 
there is no subscription), and so make a protest 
against the present wholesale destruction of 
mid and singing birds.” 

Mr, Punch heartily echoes this wish. So, 
he is sure, does Mr. Maeks. The Hon. Sec. 
says lie shall be happy to receive the names 
of intending members L^d ^e signs herself, 
Eiolt Whuajisok, The Croft, Didsbury, 
near Manchester, Verb, sat, Ladies! 


TO A FAIR NICOTIAN. 

(With a Whiff of Lord Tennyson.) 

Dear Lady Ciaea, let me, pray. 
Remonstrate, It ’s beyond a joke, 

When your flirtations, so you say. 

Begin, as oft they end, in smoke. 

You ’re beautiful, but fairer far 
You *d be, if only you would let — 

Your male friends smoke that big cigar. 
And yield them too that cigarette. 

You smoke because you think it ’s fast. 

How sad the day when you began 
To bridge the difference—so vast— 

Between a woman and a man. 

The heroine of idle tales, 

Of scorn, of slander, and dispraise ; 

Your womanhood is lost ’mid veils 
Of smoke, your foolish Hps upraise. 

And, Lady Ceaea, though mayhap 
These words may never reach your ear ; 
Young Laubencb was a decent chap, 

And his old mother held him dear. 

Why did you teach the hapless boy 
To smoke ?— ’twas quite against his will; 
Tobacco, you so much enjoy, 

Made him, we know, extremely ill. 

Oh, trust me, Claea, though I like, 

Myself, my yard-long Brosely clay, 

Yonr lovers all will go on strike, 

If yon smoke in tins awful way. 

Howe’er it be, it seems, my girl, 

Yoim ladyship too oft forgets 
A maiden’s lips were meant to curl 
And kiss, and not smoke cigarettes. 

Dear Lady Claea, as I ’ve said. 

If time be heavy, work and play ; 

Try going earlier to bedj 
With some lawn-tennis every day. 

Don’t give the orphan boy bird’s-eye, 

The orphan boy a pipe. You know 
How ill they made you first. Good-bye ! 
Remember Alfred told you so. 

R E-EHGAGEMEHT REQUIRED IMME- 
DIATELY BY A HOBLE EARL 
who has had, through no fault of his own, 
but owing to the desire of his late employers 
to cut down excessive expenditure, to resign 
his situation as Master of Buckhounds. The 
Advertiser would be willing to take any place 
involving the discharge of similar duties. 
Can furnish excellent references testifying to 
his fitness for the post. Would not object 
to the charge of a pack of Beagles. Salary 
in last place £1500, hnt might take less. 
Thoroughly understands “ wMppiag in,” and 
all the subordinate business of toe profession. 
Would be glad to hear from Pogs^ Mome, 

H EX-ASSISTANT MARSHAL OF 
THE CEREMONIES, who can bring 
an excellent character from his last place, 
which he has, however, been compelled to 
leave, owing to his services having been dis- 
pensed with in conformity with certain new 
regulations of retrenchment, is anxious to 
meet with some Hndred occupation in which 
the fipecial acquirements with which his call- 
ing Imve rendered him familiar could be use- 
fully and adequately called into requisition. 
Thinks he could undertake a provincial stage 
management, or arran^ an effective parade 
of “ Salvationists.” Would also unaertake 
to organise strikingprooessions of Ritualistio 
Clergy. Foresters’ Clubs might communicate. 

H ASSISTANT FIRST GEHTLEMAH 
PORTER, suddenly thrown out of em- 
ployment at Buckingham Palace, is anxious 
to near of any light job-work by the day or 
hour. Would be glad of any opening. Ha 
objection to a little cab nmniag. , 
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FILIAL PIETY. 

Ingenuous Youth, “Mat I have this Dance?” 

The BisTiop's Daughier, “Thanks — No! I never dance Round Dances in mt Father's Diocese 1” 


‘^COOPED upr^ 

Grecian Game-cock loquitur | 

Oh, Cockadoodledo ! Could I only get at you, 

You "big and krutal Turkish Bub Dieyjoek, 

I would make your feathers fly I But they will not let me try, 
And these bars my eager efiorts foil and moek. 

Those old buffers at Berlin cooped me up to keep me in, 

For they knew my spurs were fretting for the fray. 

Now, like Sterne’ s immortal Starling, though that Cretan chick ^s 
“ I can’t get out ” to help it any way. [my darling. 

It is really quite too bad. That confounded feathered cad 
Of a Turkey is the barnyard’s scourge and nest. 

Surely every other bird should boycott him. It’s absurd I 
He only feeds and feathers his own nest. 

He is not a mite of good^ not as ornament or food, 

And he’s always gettmg someone in a row. 

He ’s the tyrant of small coops, but to bigger birds he stoops. 
With a meanness which is horrid anyhow. 

Though I’m but a small game-cock, yet I come of fighting stock, 
And I ’d lick that Bubbleyjock into fits. 

The big bully I don’t fear, yet behold me cooped up here, 

Whilst he’s picking that poor chicken there to bits 1 

A callow chick from Crete he can buffet, bang, and beat. 

He will pull the little creature limb from l&ib. 

You tyrant, let him be ! Come and have a turn at Me I 
Only wish that I could have a turn at him ! 

Oh. I feel so cock-a-whoop. But for this confounded coop, 

“ Grecian game-cock to the rescue 1 ” it should be. 

My opinion is emphatic : a small rooster, if he ’s Attic, 

Is a match for such a lumbering brute as he. 

He is k i l lin g him ! Oh dear I "Vn}! no one interfere ? 

What a callous lot of cowards '&ey all are I 

If coop I can upset, I ’E get at file bully yet. 

Then, by Jove, you Barnyard ^lirkers, there ’ll be war 1 1 ! 


THE NEWEST THING IN CYCLES. 

Sm,— Every^schoolboy knows what great events from little causes 
spring ; how Dr. Watts discovered his hymns while listening to the 
singing of the tea-kettle; and how little Rowland Hill, while 
watching the cook ornamenting a pie-crust, hit on the idea of the per- 
forated postage-stamp, which has generated the Christmas-card and 
touting circular nuisance, and ruined the art of polite letter- writing. 
I was coining in weary yesterday from a long tricycle ride over heavy 
roads, and was revolving schemes for an antomatic cycle, when my 
attention was caught hy the sound of rapidly galloping hoofs, and the 
excited cries of an enthusiastic driver. Coming towards me at a sur- 
prising pace, I beheld a trim and vigorous donkey, attached to a light 
cart, on which were perched two genial-lookiag persons of the coster- 
monger class. They were not hefiting their willing little steed. Far 
from it. They were exciting his emulation by moral suasion— a bunch 
of cairoots on the end of a pole was held in front of his nose, and the 
intelligent creature was making every effort to secure the dainty but 
delusive bait. Then in one flash my great invention came to me. 

A powerful magnet on the end of a pole in front of the tricycle, 
and a light steel bar fixed to the machine, so as to come witlm the 
sphere of the magnet’s greatest influence ! You mount your tricycle, 
whip off the neutralising cover of the magnet, and off you go. The 
bar, of course, is drawn to the magnet, and the fricycle is fixed to 
the b^. The magnet being also fixed, the more the bar tries to 
reach it the faster the tricycle goes. To stop, you have only to turn 
the magnet hy a simple lever arrangement alongside the saddle^ and 
the red end is presented to the bar. Every observer of the habits of 
toy-ducks and fishes in a basin will see at once what wiQ happen. 
The speed will immediately he checked, and if the opposing force be 
kept at work long enough, a retrograde motion will be established. 
With a little practice, however, the cap will be clapped on at the right 
^tant, and the machine will be at resL This seems to me not only an 
invaluahle invention for the wheelman, hut also to come very near 
solving the problem of perpetual motion. Mahonall Brewer. 

P.S. — hope to form a company forthwith. My son Ponsonbt 
decla^ that amah will he necessary to run in front witii the magnet. 
This is ridicnlons. No one ran in front of the donkey with the carrots. 
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WHEN YOU COME TO THINK OE IT. 

{Modem HypioUd Tkaumaturgist' s Version^ as sung ly the Rev, A, Tooth,) 

[The Ber. Arthur Tooth has introduced a form of neo-hypnotic treatment 
for dipsomaniacs and others, which he calls Cure by Suggestion.”] 

I’m a nineteenth century thaumaturge, with “will-force,” and a lot 
When I come to think of it, [of it, 

There might be happiness in life, though little man ’s yet got of it, 
When I come to thmk of it. 

They talk to me of Science, — humph ! I do not thinV a deal of it ; 
Tooth-ache (no pun !) is a great scourge ; I do not like the feel of it. 
I haye a sort of fancy, now, that I could make a heal of it. 

When I come to think of it. 

Mesmeric force, hypnotic power ? — ^men do not like the names of them. 
When they come to think of it. 

Reminds them of ’cute charlatans, and all the little games of them, 
When they come to think of it. 

But mental power o’er matter ? — ^there can surely be no harm in it, 
Q'ive it a nice new name, and none will find cause for alarm in it. 

“ Cure by Suggestion! ” That ’s the yery thing, there ’s quite a charm 
When you come to think of it. [in it, 

If Tommy’s got the toothache life is troublesome and slow to him. 
When he comes to think of it ; 

He needs the dentist’s seryices but does not like to go to him, 

^ When he comes to think of it. 

But what if I “ suggest ” to Tom when forceps get a bite of it, 

That molar or incisor, he will howl— with the delight of it ? 

Tommy of course, at once will feel that I am in the right of it. 

When he comes to think of it. 

The dipsomaniac again !— he likes rum as a beyerage. 

When he comes to think of it ; 

But by this same “ Suggestion” on his will I get a leverage, 

. When I come to think of it. 

I hint to him that Zoedone much nicer than “ Pine-apple ” is 
Suggestion the best manner with his morbid taste to grapple is) 

He ’ll own that Zoedone the thing to titillate his thrapple is, 

When he comes to think of it. 

Repressive laws are hateful to John Buix, he loathes the style of them, 
When he comes to think of it ; 

He has a fad for freemen, and he thinks he has an Isle of them, 

„ When he comes to think of it. 

But surely mere “ Suggestion ” freedom cannot bind, or shackle it. 

Hocal Option” sounds not sweet though Temperance men be- 
j Bit WmiHCD must prefer my way, if he will fairly tackle it, [cackle it, 
When he comes to think of it. 


SIMPERING HYMEN. 

[A Bill is to be introduced into Pariiament next Session—so it is said— to 
stop improvident marriages by forbidding anybody below twenty-five years’ 
old to contract a matrimonial alliance.] 

Monday, — After a sleepless night, summoned up enough courage 
to declare myself (sounds rather as if I was accused of carrying con- 
traband goods), to the object of my afiections, Miss Clementina 
Tallboys, Had rather a bad five minutes — of vacillation on Clemen- 
tina’s part— but at last was accepted. Rapture I Presented her with 
the brass coal-scuttle (which I had left out in the hall, and should 
have taken away with me had I been rejected), as an engagement 
gift, Clementina looked as if she might haye preferred jewellery. 
However, the coal-scuttle will be useful when we begiu housekeeping, 

Tuesday, — Curious 1 Clementina anxious to have my exact age, 
TeU her, twenty-seven and nine months. She seems doubtful. Can 
she distrust me ? She explains that, by the new law, I ^ould be 
sent to prison for any time not exceeding five years (gracious !) if I 
married before the age of twenty-five. Clementina actually sheds 
tears as she mentions it. I tell her how glad I am to find that she 
cares for me enough to weep at thought of my imprisonment. She 
replies—* Oh, it’s not that so much, but anybody aiding and abet- 
ting would also .be punished ; and so I might have to go to prison 
too I ” I suggest that “ love would make even a gaol pleasant.” She 
answers (coldly I think) that “ she would prefer to spend her honey- 
moon somewhere else.” 

Clementina’s father has written to ask for my Bap- 
tismal Certificate ! Qwery— insulting ? He tries to explain bis request 
by saying, “ it would be sojawkward if you had made a mistake about 
your age. You have a young look (rather fiLattering, that), and 
Clementina naturally wishes to avoid committing a misdemeanor.” 

Clementina trying to pump me about money- 
matters. I should not fchave thought it of her I Says, blushing, 
“her Papa would be glad to see me about settlements.” But 1 
haven’t anything to setQe I 

Friday, — ^Ho letter to-day from either Clementina or her father ! 
Have tbev discovered a flaw in the Baptismal Certificate ? Call, and 
am told * ^ the whole family ’s not at home.” Qwery— a whopper ? 

Saturday,’— note from Clementina herself, saying “ she has 
just happened to remember that, though I am twenty-five, she is 
only twenty-two, and therefore, by the new law, she cannot many 
for three years. She begs accordingly to break off our engagement, 
and returns the coal-scuttle.” Believe, myself, she ’s thirty, if she ’s 
a day. This excuse of age is a subterfuge. I am rejected for lack of 
money— settled by settlements ! If Parliament had not passed that 
idiotic law, I should take immediate action— a Breach of Promise one 
—against Clementina’s perfidy. 






STATESMEN AT HOME. 

No. L— ME. GOSCHEN AT 69, PORTLAND PLACE, 

You PortLand Place from different avenues according 

TO the noint from which you start. Supposing you go along the 
Ma^lebone Poad, it would he necessary, on reaching Park Souare, 
^ 5 right hy Park Crescent, which gives upon a hroad 

Otways to destruction,^' as the Gentleman 
when he was going to call upon Mr. Geoeoe Lewis 
at No. 88. K, on -the other hand, you approach Portland Place from 
the South, it would he necessary to pass up Regent Street through 
The narrow golly hy the Church, uid so into Portland Place; on 


beholding which, especially if it he a hot day, you will wonder that 
the genius of English, people lacks the inspiration which might clothe 
this nohle thoroughfare in verdure. In any other city hut London, 
Portland Place would he planted on either side with avenues of 
teees, under which you might carelessly loiter at high noontide. 
Mr. Goschen presently tells yon that he has thought of this, and 
had at one time half elaborated a scheme whereby each householder 
compelled to plant before his doorway one or more trees. 

Un^r the Municipal Acts,” this great authority says as he 
toys with a tassel of the priceless Chippendale chair which you learn 
has a Quaint history, “householders are compelled to clear away the 
snow heTOre their house-fronts. Why fihonld they not be obliged 
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by an extension of tbe Act to plant a tree ? Tbe principle of Every 
Man his own Tree-planter once firmly established, London would 
blossom as a garden.’’ 

Standing on the steps of ISTo. 69, regarding the still treeless waste, 
yon notice an inscription on the door-plate, whose polished snrface 
would certainly shine in the sun if there happened to be one. 
Bending forward you read the legend, Knock and Eing.” You 
feel at once how strikingly eharactenstio this is of the eminent 
statesman whom you presently find seated on the sofa, the saddle-back 
sacking whereof tones gently from deepest blue to Hveliest red. For 
some people it would be sufficient to fiiock at a door through which 
! they desired admission. Others, differently constituted, would ring. 
The Eight Honourable G-eoboe Joachim Boschen, now Chancellor 
of Her Majesty’s Exchequer in the Ministry of Lord Sausbuby, as 
he at one time was in the Ministry of Mr. G-ladstone, leaves nothing 
to chance. * ‘ Knock and Eing ” is his motto. 

You do so accordingly, and are promptly admitted withm the hall, 
where Jokim, a half-bred retriever, salutes you with transports of 
affection. You observe that he is not muzzled, and you cannot help 
permitting your mind to trifie with the inquiry, Has the Bog- tax 
been duly paid ? Your meditations are, however, broken in upon by 
the appearance of your host, clad in a long dressing-gown of purple 
silk, tamed up at the sleeves with azure velvet, and picked out at 
the collar with tasty splashes of red. Your host wears a smoking- 
cap, thickly tasseled with gold lace, and in his mouth, cleverly held 
between bis teeth, is a short clay pipe. Busy as he is, occupied with 
the affairs of an Empire compared with which that of ancient Eome 
was nought, your host can still spare a few moments to warmly 
welcome you. There is no misunderstanding the cheery twinkle in 
the orb half obscured by the eyeglass. 

“Yery glad to meet you here, dear Toby,” he says, gracefully 
removing the short clay from between his shining rows of teeth. 
“Haven’t seen you since the House adjourned. Hope you’ve had a 
good time. But what ’s this you ’re up to now, going about inter- 
viewing your friends at home? Is this what’s called the Hew 
Journalism ? As far as I have looked into the matter, it seems to 
me that Hew Journalism is simply Old Americanism.” 

You take the seat which your host warmly proffers you, and look 
round the room, somewhat surpised to find a poker and tongs lying 
within the well-cut fender, that incloses a heartti in which, m spite 
of October chills, a coal fire brightly bums. Your host, walking up 
and down the cosy room, and seizing the opportunity of dusting the 
chairs with the skirt of his dressing-gown, tells you the history of 
his life from the^ d^ he retired from the firm of Fetjhxing and 
Goschen, of Austin Friars, E.C., through his experiences at the Poor 
Law Board, as First Lord of the Admiralty, and in various other 
more or less lucrative offices. 

“ I have,” says your host, as he gently but firmly knocks out the 
ashes from his pipe on the mirrored surface of the oak sideboard 
that stands under the line engraving of Millais’ Iportrait of Mr. 
Gladstone, “no sympathy with men who decline to serve their 
country only in certain chcumstanoes. Some people, because they 
came to the front under Gladstone, would decline to take office with 
Lord SAUSBimY. I am not one of those, Toby, dear boy. AU I ask 
for is opportunity of doing good ; and, whether with Salisbub-y as 
chief, or Gladstone, that is an accidental circumstance having no 
particular bearing outhe case.” 

As there is no mention of luncheon, or even inquiry as to your 
disposition towards^ sherry and hitters, you lightly turn the conver- 
sation in the [direction of the bye-electious. Your host (if, in ^e 
painful circumstances alluded to, you may still call him so) energeti- 
cally fiicks a fiy off a costly blue china vase, that stands beneath a 
well executed portrait of the Marquis of Salisbury as CiNcaNNATUS. 

^ “Bye-elections,” he said, “vary with circumstances. If we win 
it is irrefragable proof that tbe adversary is getting deeper and 
deeper into the mire, and that the country as a whole is with us. 
If we lose, bye-elections are a delusion and a snare having absolutely 
no value as a test of euirent pubHo feeling. As to the series that 
have recently taken place and led to such indecent exultation among 
the Gladstonians, it is true that they have resulted in the transfer 
of two seats counting four on a division. But that is a mere incident. 
If you take the figures as a whole you will see that we have had 
one of the greatest triumphs in recent poEtical warfare. In 1885. 
there polled in the three Constituencies of Peterborough, Sleaford 
and Horth Bucks, 77,000 voters. Well, divide that by four, add 
Un per cent, for out-voters, take off 750, say, for electors who have 
for various causes been removed from tbe Eegister, add one per 
cent, for spoiled votes^ and you will see at a glance that the pre- 1 

^ 6^06 of the Unionists is so great as to make the return of 
Salisbury after a General Election an absolute certainty. 
Mr. Gl^stone isn’t in it. You will see that, if you work out my 
calculation.” 

You promise to do so, and as at this juncture the white-haired 
bute enters and announces the arrival of Lord Salisbury on urgent 
j®®*- you take your leave of your host, noticing as you pass out 
the adnurahle contiast of the purple silk dressiQg-gown,'with the 
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HAPPY THOUGHT, 

“Why, my Boy, you ’ve spelt Window without an A"/ Don’t 

YOU KNOW THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A VTmJDOW AND A WiDOWV* 

“Yes, Sir. You can see through and— and— you can’t 

SEE THROUGH THE OtHER^ SiR ! ” 

rich grass-green hue of the curtains that heavily drape the oriel 
windows. As you slowly walk dowu-stairs, ready to return if what 
you think is an obvious idea should occur to your host (it being just 
naif-past one o’clock) it strikes you as strange that Lord Salisbury, 
who is understood to be at Hatfield, should have called at this precise 
moment. But you decline to entertain the suspioiou that the hidden 
meaning of the butler’s message is, that luncheon was served, and that 
your host selfishly desired to be alone. 


POETIC LICENCES, 

A Forecast. 

Scene— -4 Committee-room of the Z. Cl C. Sul- Committee of 
Cemors, {appointed^ under new regulations^ to report on all songs 
intended to he sung on the Music-hall Stage^) discovered in 
session, 

Mr, Wheedler {regained for the Ballad-writers), The next licence 
I have to apply for is for— well, {with some hesitatior^ — a composition 
which oertamly borders on the— er— amorous— hut 1 thiok. Sir, you 
will allow that it is treated in a purely pastoral and Arcadian spirit. 

The Chairman {gravely). There are arcades, Mr. Wheedler, 
I may remind you, which are by no means pastoral. I cannot ‘too 
often repeat that we are here to fulfil the mission entrusted to us by 
the Democracy, which will no longer tolerate in its entertainments 
anything that is either vulgar, silly, or offensive in the slightest 
degree, . . [Apphuse, 

Mr, Wheedler, (Aaite so. With your permission, Sir, I wiU read 
you the Ballad. {Beads, 

“MOLLY, AHD L 

“ Oh ! the day shall be marked in red letter 

I The Chairman, One moment, Mr. Wheedler, {conferring with 
\ his colleagues), “ Marked with red letter ’’—isn’t that a little — eh ? 

I liable to— - You don’t tbinTr ■they’ll have read the book? Very 
I well, ihen. Go on, Mr. Wheedler, please. 

Mr, W, “ ’Twas warm, with a heaven so blue.” 
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First Censor. Can’t pass those two epithets— you must tone them 
down, Mr. Wheedles — wiwcA too suggestive! 

Mr, W, That shall be done. 

The Chairman, And it ought to be “ sky.” 

Mr, W, “ When amid the lush meadows I met her, 

My Molly, so modest and true ! ” ^ 


My MOLLY, so modest ana true : . , , — aiconono stimulant oi some 

Second Censor, I object to the word “ lush” — a direct incitement audience are certain to take it. 
intemperance! Mr, W.(feehly), “So Moll 


The Ch, [pleasantly). Can’t we alter it slightly? “I’d brought 
a small portable pillow.” ISTo objection to that I 

\The other Censors express dissent in undertones, 
Mr, W, “ Till I owned that I longed for a drink.” 

Third C, No, no ! “A drink” ! We all know what that means 
— alcoholic stimulant of some kind. At all events that’s how the 


to intemperance ! ” Mr, W, [feehly), “ So Molly her pretty hands hoUowed 

Mr, W, I’ll strike it out. [Reads,) Into curves like an exquisite cup, 

“Around us the little kids rollicked, And draughts so delicious I swallowed, 

Lighthearted were aU the young lambs ” That rivulet nearly dried up ! ” 

Second Censor, Surely “kids” is rather a vulgar expression, Third C, Well, Mr. Wheedles, you’re not going to defend 

i Mr. Wheedles ? Make it “ children^^ and I ’ve no objection. I hope ? 

Mr, W, I have made it so. [Reads,) Mr, W, I ’m'not prepared to deny that it is silly — t'c^ykilly— but 

“ They kicked up their legs as they frolicked hardly— er— vulgar, I should have thought ? 

Third Censor, If that is intended to be done on the stage, I protest Third C, That is a question of taste, which we won’t dispute, 
most strongly — a highly indecorous exhibition I I call it distinctly vulgar. Why can’t he drink out of his own hands ? 

[Murmurs of approval. The Ch, [blandly). Allow me. How would do for the second 
Mr, W, But they’re only lambs ! ^ line? “ She had a collapsible cup.” A good many people do carry 

Third Censor, Lambs, indeed ! We are determined to put down them. I have one myself. Is that dW of your Ballad, Mi. Wheedles ? 
all kicking in Music-haU songs, no matter who does it ! Strike that Mr, W, [with great relief). That is aU, Sir. 
line out. ^ ^ ^ ^ [^Censors withdraw^ to consider the question, 

Mr, W, [reading), “ And frisked by the side of their dams.’’ The Ch,' [after consultation with Colleagues), We have carefully 

First Censor [severely). No profanity, Mr. Wheedler, if you considered this song, and we are all reluctantly of opinion that we 
please ! cannot, consistently with our duty, recommend the Council to license 

Mr, W, Er— I ’ll read you the Refrain. [Reads, limply, it— even with the alterations my colleagues and myself have gone 

“Molly and I. With nobody nigh. somewhat out of our way to suggest. The whole subject is too 

Hearts aU a-throb with a rapturous bHss, dangerous for ahaU in* which young persons of both sexes are likely 

Molly was shy. And (at first) so was I — ^ to be found assembled ; and the absence of any distinct assertion 

Till I summoned up courage to ask for a kiss ! ” ^ that the young couple — ^M olly and — ah — the gentleman who narrates 

The Chairman, “ Nobody nigh,” Mr. Wheedler? I don’t quite the experience — are betrothed, or that their attachment is, in any 
like that. The Musio-HaJl ought to set a good example to young way, sanctioned by their parents or guardians, is quite fatal. If 
persons. “ Molly and I — with her chaperon hy,^^ is better. we have another Ballad of a aiTnilar character from the same quarter, 

Second Censor, And that last line — “asking for a kiss” — does Mr. Wheedler, I feel bound to warn you that we may possibly 

thesongstatethatthey were formally engaged, Mr. Wheedler? consider it necessary to advise that the poet’s licence should be 
Mr, W, I — I believe it omits to mention the fact. But cancelled altogether. 
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Mr, W, I — I beneve it omits to mention the fact. Bi 
[ingeniously) it does not appear that the request was complied with, 


{,%ngeniousLy) it does not appear that tne request was complied witU. Mr, W, I will take care to mention it to my client. Sir. I 
Second Censor, No matter — ^it should never have been made, understand it is his intention to confine hiTnaftlf to writing Gaiety 
Have the goodness to alter that into— well, something of this kind, burlesques in future. 

“And I always addressed her politely as “ Miss” — ^Then we may The Ch, A very laudable resolution ! I hope he will keep it. 
pass it. , [Scene closes in, 

Mr, W, [reading the next verse), - - - 

“ She wore but a simple sun-bonnet.” , . . — ^ — , — 

First Censor [shocked). Now really, Mr. Wheedler, really^ Sir ! 

Mr, TV, “Eor Molly goes plainly attired.” 

First Censor [indignantly), I should think ^(y—Scandalous I 
Mr, W, “ Malediction I muttered upon it, 

One glimpse of her face 1 desired.” 

The Chairman, I think my colleague’s exception is perhaps just a 
leetle far-fetched. At all events, if we substitute for the last 
couplet, — “ Her dress is sufBlcient— though on it 

She only spends what is strictly required.” 

Eh, Mr. Wheedler ? Then we work in a moral as well, you see, 
and avoid malediction, which can only mean bad language, 

Mr, W, [doubtfully). With all respect, I Buhmit that it doesn’t 
scan quite so well 

The Chairman [sharply), I venture to think scansion may be 
sacrificed to propriety, occasionally y Mr. Wheedler — ^butpray go on. 

Mr, W, [continuing), “ To a stieamlet we rambled together. 

I carried her tenderly o’er. 

In my arms — she ’s as light as a feather— 

That sweetest of burdens I hore I ” 

First Censor, I really protest. No properly conducted young 
woman would ever have permitted such a thing. You must alter 
that, Mr. Wheedler ! 

Second C, And I don’t know— hut I rather fancy' there’s a 
“ douhle-intender ” in that word “ light”— (^o colleague) — ^it strikes 


very laudable resolution ! I hope he will keep it. 

[Scene closes in. 



me— eh ?— what do pm think ? 

The Chairman [in a conciliatory manner)^. I am inclined to agree 
to some extenb— notthatl consider theworas particularly objection- 
able in themselves, hut we are men of the world, Mr, Wheedler, 
and as such we cannot shut our eyes to the fact that a Music-hall 
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“CTTLT'OIIK IN OLE VIBGINNT,” 

FrobatU result of importing Millets ^^Amgslm ” into the Vnitecl Stntes, 

Ex Anthologia.— Excerpts from Mr. Graham R. Tomson’s edition 


Midience is only too apt to find sigiMeanee in many apparently of Translations from the Greek Anthology known in future 

innocent expressions and phrases. as “ Ex Antho-(roll)-lorid.” One epigram of XYLOZYLmDEOS of 

Mr, W, But, Sir, I understood from your remarks recently that Sidon has escaped the Editor, It runs as follows : — 
the Democracy were strongly opposed to anything in the nature of Though till now unfamed in story, I Alma, spread thy verses freely 
SUM^t^eness ! Modern tho’ thy method be, | Through the Greek Anthology- 

^ Tm^ Ch, Exactly so ; and ‘^erefore we cannot allow their snscep- 

Abil ities to be shocked.^ [With a severe jocosity,) Molly and you, Horsemantship ahd Chaermanship. — Mr, Funch sincerely con- 
Mr. Wh^dler, must either ford the stream like ordinary persons, gxatulates “Mr, Rosebery” on his recovery, and on his pluck in 
stey whmre you are. tahdng the Chair at the London County Council, and sticking to the 

Mr, W, [depre^d), ImayasweUreadthe last verse, I suppose; — business in such a thorough manner as he did last Friday. The 
Then under the fiickermg wiUow Mtics; Dottgall and Charitable CHARRiNGiTONr must feel that “ appio- 

brink, bation from ‘ Mr. Rosebery ’ is praise indeed ! ” As an equestrim, 

I /y P ^ sumptwius pillow ” may he never experience a tnmhle, and, as Chairman of the L. C, C., 

I Jftrst we can t have that. It is really not respeobable. may he long be able to keep his seat. 
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LAEGE EOETUNES EOE EVEETBODT. 

Me. Pitnch, Sie,— You have on seyeral occasions allowed me to 
ventilate tlie domestic or financial difficulties by wMob I have 
occasionally found myself surrounded ; so I again venture to ask you 
to permit me, for the sake of all impecunious gentlemen, to state my 
present difficulty, wMcb I think I may fairly designate “ Un em^ 
barras de$ richesses,^* not exactly in possession, but most certainly; in 
prospect. I have already stated that, thanks to the discriminating 
liberality of a distant relation, I am the happy possessor of a sum of 
£20,000, invested in Her Majesty’s Consols. IJntil the great financial 
authority, Mr. Jokem G-oschent, so unexpectedly deprived me of one- 
twelfth of the income I derived from my little fortune, I was well 
able to accomplish what so many find the very difficult task of 
making both ends meet. The many blessings that must be quarterly 
showered upon that great Financier’s head by the many thousands of 
people who share my disgust at his prooeediugs, and which I am 
informed by my Stockbroker Eobutsont is to be repeated in a few 
years’ timCj I do not envy him. But to proceed. 

Finding it most desirable to increase my income, I have applied to 
HoBiNSONr, who is, I believe, what is called an Outsider, and who, 
I am happy to say, informs me that it is the easiest and simplest 
thing in the world. I am at once to sell out my old-fashioned and 
shrinking Consols, and to invest the proceeds under his directions. 
He brought me about a dozen Prospectuses of new Companies, the 
most modest of which promises a dividend of at least 10 per cent., 
and some as much as 30 f One of them, I see, has purchased some- 
thing like half a million acres of land, all surrounded with gold 
mines, in such^ well-known places as Poteshofabroom, Shoutstan- 
bur^, and Piuaf orenstine ; another, so far as I can understand 
the Prospectus, has purchased a mine in the Planet Uranus, whence 
any quantity of the metal called Uranium can be obtained, and sold 
for £3,000 per ton ; but, from what I have since learned, I think I 
miwt have made some mistake as to the locality, as it is now stated 
to be in Cornwall, which is of course very much nearer. This is to 
^y 30 per cent. ! Then I have another fortune offered to me in the 
^pe 01 a Company for purchasiug any number of Coffee Shops and 
Eating Houses ; but this only offers 25 per cent., so Uranus takes 
the cake,” as EoBnrsoir says. Then there is a Company for buying 


up dozens of American Warehouses, which appear to have been used 
for the purpose of elevating the price of com ; thence called Elevators ; 
and the shareholders in this little affair, with its quarter of a nuUion 
of capital, are expected to be satisfied with a poor 15 per cent. 

I had been spending many weary hours over these several glowing 
offers, and had arrived at the conclusion that by selling out my 
I Consols and distributing the proceeds fairly among these four 
I Companies I should at once raise my income from a paltry 2f per 
I cent, on mj £20,000 to something like 22 J per cent., an increase of 
i nearly tenfold its present amount ! 


nearly tenfold its present amount ! . ] 

FuU of this grand idea I had commenced filling up my various 
appHoations when Bobinsoh looked in. He was unfortunately in 
a great hurry, as it was, he said, Account Bay, whatever that may 
mean, but his advice to me was couched in some such mysterious | 
language as this 

“ Distribute your capital over a larger number of Companies. Buy 
nothing. Apply for shares and then sell them at a large profit for 
the account.” (He forgot to say whose account.) “ Then take the 
Contango or the Backwardation, whichever it may be, and apply to the 
Bank of England to carry them forward to the next account at 
Bank Bate. Then repeat the^ operation as before, and, as the 
account is fortnightly, you will possibly double your capital in 
twelve months. Continue this splendid game untilj you are quite 
satisfied — and then stop for ever / ” 

The amount of time I have devoted to endeavouring in vain to 
comprehend these pnzzling phrases none will ever know. I search 
in vain in Johnson^ and Nuttall, and ChamherSf for the meaning 
of a Contango.' I bore my friends for an answer to my repeated 
question, “mat is a Backwardation?” One frivolous fellow bol^y 
asserted that Backwardation was the thief of time, and recommended 
me to collar him ! And when I seriously asked a rather solemn 
friend of mine what was the Bank Bate at which they would c|^ 
my shares to wherever they were destined to go, he replied Five, 
which, presuming he meant five miles an hour, 1 take the Hherty 
of doubting, not thinking it could be done at the pace in that busy 
neighbourhood. If any specially clever fellow among your te^ of 
thousands of readers can kindly assist me with a solution of my 
conundrums, I should feel deeply obliged tohim — the more so as Robdt- 
soN has left rather hurriedly for Pans, Joseph Gbeenhokn". ^ 
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A BIG BATTLE PICTURE! 

Shitck of a Grand National Historical Painting ^ ly Sir TV. Historious Artcowrt^ It, A, 
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Extract feom Descriptive Oataloctje. 

We have it upoa a great authority that “It is the habit of 
illiigushiiien, wnea they are satisied with themselves and with the 
rest of mankmd, to dine*” It is the nature of that srreat and magis- 
teriai, li rather jlamhoyant English artist, Sir W. Htstobicus Art- 
OOTTET, E.A.J -whea he is “ satisfied with himseU ’’—which is oftea— 
TO paiat a hig picture, ia very uaotuous oilB, aad geaeraUy couleur- 
ae~ro8e. 

The latest^ge picture of this Master, presented by him to the 
Liberal Club, but exhibited urhi et orhi in the present 
IS entitled, Battle of WeUminsterl Critkal 

^ It is decidedly ** un oeuvre de l<mgue haleinef^ painted on a large 


canvas with a full brush, and in the flowing, florid style so charac- 
teristic of the artist. 

■o K that scene in the great battle referred to when 

T Q-ladstone, the “ Great Leader” of the 
Liberal Army, is awaiting the psychologic moment for giving the 
decisive signal, “Up, Guards, and at ’em!” Reinforcements, 
mcludmg welcome recruits from such patriotic places as Dundee, 
Elgin and Nairn, Peterborough, and North Bucks, have come in 
sight, to the great encouragement of the Liberal Chief, and the 
equally great disappointment of the leaders of the rival hosts. 

^mmg, says Ihe Historian of the Epoch, “ at the close of a lon^ 
and hard-fought field, they arrived at a critical moment of this 
great achon, and justified tne leader of the Liberal Army in ordering 
a general advance of his host, and in giving the word, ‘ Up, Ghiards, 
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and at ’em!/** The graphic style of the 
great Historian here^ quoted from is singu- 
larly akin to that— in another medium — of 
the illustrious Histoeccus, R.A., as displayed 
in this imposing picture. 

Sir Histobicus has seized, for the purposes 
of his chef d^ceuvre of historical art, upon 
the exact moment when the Commander- 
in-Chief, having murmured to himself, 
“Night, or Labouchere I ” and shut up his 
umbrella— we mean telescope (mixed historic 
reminiscences connected with an incident in 
the career of another great Commander-in- 
CMef have here a little muddled our critical 
mind)— having, we say, just shut up his tele- 
scope, has reopened that ^lass in order to 
take a final survey of the field. He sees the 
enemy under the leadership of P.M. Lord 
Sausburt, and Generals Arthur JBaifoxjr, 
Goschen, and Smith, making a gallant but 
final stand against his own forces. The fiower 
of his troops, the pick of his guards, are 
lying down behmd Jhim, hidden by slightly 
risino: ground, in which somewhat uneasy 
position they have for some time been 
awaiting wim cramped limbs, but eager 
hearts, indomitable patience, and invincible 
resolution, the expected word of command, 
which welcome signal, the Commander- in- 
Chief , motioning them with his left hand to 
keep still, and, in the words of Beer Babbit, 
“lay low** yet a little longer, has not yet 
given, but appears upon the point of uttering. 

This Grand Historical Picture will doubtless 
be the cynosure of all eyes during the Season, 
and will increase the already high reputa- 
tion, as a painter of what may perhaps be 
called “ Sensational Historic Scenes,** of 
Sir W. Histobicus Artcourt, B, A, 



Mr. Henry Irving as Robert Mangle, 
Rxpwing RUtite, “ Crushed ! but unconquered ! ” 
NOTICE TO THE PHBLIC. 

The Manager of the Lyceum Theatre, 
whose fatherly attitude in relation to the 
patrons of the^ Artistio Establishment over 
which he presides is well Imown, and who, 
irom beyond the footlights, is ever stretching 
out loving arms to greet, rather as very dear 



brothers, than as the casual acquaintances of a mere passing evening’s entertainment, the 
audiences who nightly throng his Auditorium, having heard with a chagrin that has moved 
him profoundly, that that portion of them who visit the Pit experience much difficulty in 
gaining admission, and have to wait, he has heen informed, when not robust, and of sufficient 
stamina to endure the prolonged struggle, sometimes days before they are able to secure a 

g lace, wishes it to he known that, to provide for their necessities, he has secured several 
ouses in the immediate neighbourhood of the Theatre, which he is having with all possible 
speed thrown into one large and Commodious Establishment, which he hopes, in a few days, 
to open for their use, as a “Non-Bookers’ Family Hotel and Boarding-house.” Every 
modern contrivance and convenience, inelnding hiUiard-tables, a swimming-bath, a resident 
dentist, and all other recognised Club comforts, that cannot fail to render it attractive to 
his patrons, who are waiting their turn for admission to the Pit, have heen lavishly provided 
regardless of cost. Arrangements will be made with families ; and, to meet the case of 
parents bringing their children, an educational prospectus is being prepared, for further 
particulars concerning which application may be made to the Secretary. A small nominal 
fee will be charged for stamps and boot- cleaning. i 
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UNTILED; OR 


MODERN ASMODEUS. 


“ Tres Yolontiers repartit le demon. Vous aimez les tableaux obangeans : je veux yous contenter,” 

Le Diable JBoitmx, 



“Abe all scenes sombre in tbis 

' Titan town?” 

I asked, as noiselessly we flitted 
down, 

, My heart oppressed with pi^. 

; “ ISTay,” smiled my guide, There 
is, indeed, no dearth 

Of garish glitter and metallic mirth 
In the night-cfirtained city.” 

“ You mock,” I murmured. “’Tis 
your metier, I, 

■ Tor all these scenes of sordid misery 
And hollow, heartless glitter, 

Have no sardonic smiles, no cynic 


Such as so lightly leave your sha- 'If 

dowy lips, I 

0 Spirit keen and bitter ! ” 

“ Hay,” said the Shade, “ I seek but truth — 
like you ; 

And if, perchance, I hold a passe-partout 
To human hearts and cupboards, 

I scoff not at their hidden skeletons. 

And some I know— a few— of spectral bones 
As bare as— Mother Hubbard’s.” 

It was a wet and murky winter night. 

Yet through the fog and rain we held our 
Unwearied and unwetted. [flight, 
“This style of travelling,” I said, “is 
strange, 

Though pleasant, Yorsuohprivilege to range, 
To what am I iadebtedl? 

* ‘ How do you manage it ? Can it be true 










lade, “ I seek but truth— “ What do they, this wolf-shepherded tame 
; flock 

I hold a passe-partout Of Panurge sheep ? Well nothing much to 

arts and cupboards, shook 

lidden skeletons. The conscience of Society. 

■a few— of spectral bones They add, these callow prophets oiled and 
Mother Hubbard’s.” curled, 

1 . . .14. To the uncounted Credos of the world 

other new variety. 

)g and ram we held our 

id unwetted. [flight, ^ ‘ A sceptic age must multiply its creeds ; 
ravelling,” I said, “is ’Tis therefore Heo-Honsense so succeeds ! 

A Paradox ? Precisely ! 

'or such privilege to range, In paradox the boudoic Phyrro finds 
I indebtedl? The piauant pabulum of muddled minds, 

igeit? Canitbetme Xt flavours fog so meely ! 

feother— a Mahatma?” “These quidnuncs, under guidance of a 


“Pooh!” 

Cried he, “ don’t be a noddy. 

You have been reading Esoteric rot ? 

WeU, be assured, good friend, that I do not 
Possess an Astral Body. 

“’Tis my on^ secret; pray why should you 

To fathom it ? That intellect is weak 

Which dares not face some mystery. 
With mystery the universe is rife, 

It forms the major part of human life. 

EiUs more than half of history.” 

His craoklmg mirth appeared infectious. 
“Lo!” 

I laughed, “ the faces lit with lambent glow 
Q-athered round yonder table. 

It looks like some strange incantation scene, 
Some vision of weird gloom and spectral 
sheen 

Prom the wild world of fable,” 

Crave faces, full of wide-mouthed wonder, 
eyes 

Dilated in hysteric ecstasies, 

White fingers, slender, tremulous ; 
^pt souls in curious raiment, spirits dense, 
Enamoured of the charms of the Intense, 

Of Mystic Muddle emulous. 

And two keen vulpine visages, elate 
With power, the strange symposium dom- 
inate. 

“Is it,” I cried, “ infernal. 

Or merely foolish, aD. this mummery mad, 

Its Mumbo Jumbo that fat fox-faced cad. 
Wrought amidst shades nocturnal ? 


quack 

Founding a new religion? Earth harks back. 
In spite of civuisation, 

To the brute epoch of the Medicine Man. 

Was any cant- scared squaw more credulous 
than 

That girl of birth, wealth, station ? 

“Mark her tranced awe, as the soft-glosiug 
knave, 

With gleaming eye, and accents blandly 
grave. 

Mouths out his mystic platitudes. 
Observe the quaint-robed, fashionable dames 
Hanging upon his maze of nebulous names, 

In half erotic attitudes ! 

“ Effluxion— esoteric— ministrant,- 
Absorption— -E^o, — all the mystic cant. 

And all the misty cackle. 

With which the spiritual Seingalts strive 
Their dupes’ credulity to keep alive. 

Their common-sense to shacHe. 

“ That gid has eyes in which there lurks the 
gleam 

Of soul-deurium ; her hysteric dream 
May know a woeful waking. 

A sort of pious orgie surfeits now 
Her spirit, in a semi-sensuous slough 
Its morbid thirst she’s sl akin g. 

‘ ‘ And what of that blind ecstasy’s sure goal ? 
Heart-soilure, an asylum I She hath soul. 

As for the modish midgets. 

The fashionable fribbles, — iJiey at best 
Aim to give social boredom some new zest. 
Frenzy allays the fidgets. 


“What is’t they do? A deed without a “ This, friend, is Culture’s piety. How look!” 

OT. j . —I saw a face above a well-thumbed book 


name?” 

“Hay,” scoffed the Shade, “you misdirect 
your blame. 

Default of terminology 
m not the modem necro manc er’ s lack ; 
la jai^ modish 'White or Black, 

Boats orthodox theology. 


— ^I saw a face above a welf-thumbed book 
In solemn rapture bending ; 

A radiant face that scarce the head-gear 
quaint 

Could spoil; ’twas half coquette, and 
seemed saint, 

There ’s ehann in that strange blending. 


A charm equivocal, ohsoure. “ It won 
The interest of suburban shopdom’s son 
In a so subtle manner 

That he, the Cockney masher, blatant, vain, 
Enrolled himself in the enthusiast tain 
That bore the fiaming banner.” 

So said the Shadow. “ Could you plumb her 
thought, 

With what wild blend of passions were it 
fraught ? 

Her life was grey, fiat, dreary. 

Till the wild ecstasy of faith inspired 
Am eager heart, of sluggish pulses tired, 

Of wan monotony weary. 

“And now? One hand her sect’s wild 
hymnal clasps, 

The other holds his portrait. Ennui gasps 
For keen excitement ever, 

Whether the thrall of empty boredom be 
Q-arbed in the low-bom zealot’s livery, 

Or quaintly clad, and clever. 

“ The end of the queer cants that Caste 
enjoys ? 

Of the coarse orgies of hlmd zeal and noise 
That move the moh so madly ? 

Hot so dissimilar, good friend, perchance ; 
The Agapemone and the Bacchic Dance 
Both finished rather badly. 

{To he continued.) 


OUE BOOKING-OYHCE. 

Fivb Months^ Fine Weather (Sampsok 
L9W) suggests a brewery to the mind famfiiar 
with Johnsonese. It promises in the climatic 
department “potential riches beyond the 
dreams of avarice.” Of course it was not 
in England that Mrs. E. H. Casbutt found 
this treasure. She crossed the Atlantic, 
dashed through Canada to Vancouver, .thence 
by the Western States to Mexico, and home 
by Hew Orleans and Hew York. A capitally 
devised trip, the every-day incidents of 
which are told in this charmingly got-up 
volume in a style that makes the journey 
almost as interesting to the reader as it was 
to the voyageurs. With such opportunities 
of seeing interesting places in fine weather, 
we regret to observe that contentment was 
not universal with the little par^. On page 
31 it is written of an hotel in Chicago : ‘^Tne 
only place where drink is sold is the bar of 
the hotel. On the whole, Edward was rather 
disappointed.” How why should Edward, on 
making this discovery, have been plunged in 
melancholy? There are obvious objections 
to having drink sold all over a well-ordered 
hotel. Edwarj) might, we presume, have 
had a cooktafl. specially conveyed to his room. 
If not, he should have manfully borne up 
against the trial. The true secret of suc- 
cessful travelling is to make the best of 
everythmg, as h&s. Carbtjtt does, with the 
added gift that she can pleasantly chat about 
its episodes. 

Mr. Earjeor’s shiUingsworth, The Blood- 
White Bose^ can he strongly recommended 
for the hour before dressing- time for dinner. 
Ingenious story; quite one of tbe Skipper 
Series \ you can bop on from point to pomt 
deeply interested until you come to the finish. 
It is dedicated to Mr. J. L. Toole, which is 
quite appropriate, seeing that the story is of 
a most sensational and melodramatic ohMac- 
ter. Mr. Earjeon would prohahly dedicate 
a light, airy, humorous work to Mr. Henet 
Irvutg. 

JoHTT Strantoe Wikter, in Buttons (F. V. 
White & Co.) — (sounds as if he were a 
page-hoy, doesn’t it? Doubtless he is a 
boy of a good many pages)— is by no means 
“the Winter of our discontent.” On the 
contra:^, though the plotj is simple, the 
story is charmingly told. While many of 
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the characters are hut sketches, they are touched with a light absurd caricature 
hand, and are fresh and lifelike. The whole story is hri^t, any basis in fact, 
breezy, and healthy. If short, it is undoubtedly sweet, and the 
best his (or, rather, “iher ”) pen has given us since Boothh Baby, f 

In a well-arranged volume, entitled Kow Men Bropose (T, Pishee ^ 

Unwin), Miss Agnes Stevens gives us a collection of various ways 
of popping the question, according to different authors from Dickens 
and Thackeeat downwards. She has not, it appears, consulted any ^ 
of the poets on the subject. Possibly she holds that when the pro- |jjk 
posal has been made, and the suitor aeoe;pted or rejected, as the 
case nmy be, there is but little poetry remaining. This volume can- IPIr ^ te te L^m 
not fail to be popular, and the compiler, having given us question- ® I 
popping according to the highest literary authorities, should publish 
another book detailing the forms of proposal according to actual fact. 

This would be vastly entertaining I How Men Heally Propose 
would be a superb subject for tne next autumnal “boom” mthe 
Daily Telegraph, Besides it has been whispered— though of course , 

Mr, Punch would be the very last person to believe it— that pro- m 

posal is not always confined to the sterner sex ! ^ 

The Baeon db Booz-Woems & Co. 


ALL WORK AND NO PLAY. 

“ There ’s Buy for Ophelia on the Gaiety Entertainment, 

The Gaiety Yariety Show, entitled B,uy Bias or The BlasS BouS, 
is everything, in the singing and dancing line, by turns,— in this 
respect resembling a Music-hall show, where all have their “turns,” 

—and nothing long; not too 


of the tricks and manners of his followers has ! 
The humour, I suppose, as usual, lies in the in- 

s congruity of the association, as was 

the case years ago with the Dancing 
tluakers at the Music-Halls. 
Perhaps, when Mr. Leslie comes 
Gaiety Nursery, and 





i 


long, that is, including the 
skirts. Mias Ellen Earben 
and Mr. Leslie enter, and 
you ascertain from the bill 
that one appears as Buy Bias, 
and that the other is imper- 
I sonating Don Casar ; vnule 
Mr. Daitby, strongly remind- 
ing me of Mr. Dallas, is sup- 
/ posed to be a burlesque Don 
^ Sallust, The last-mentioned 
^ is a toper, and all his allusions 
' /, are to drinking more than is 
)' good for him ; but he has not 
/ a monopoly of this humorous 
jest, as a considerable por- 
tion of the entire dialogue 
seems to be on the subject of 
liquor. Then Mr. Leslie 
observes, that if he takes much 
^ more he will be all “razzle- 
dazzle,” or “words to that 
effect,” as Serjeant Busfm 
observed, in itne Bardell v. 
- Pickwick 'trial. Whereupon 
“razzle - dazzle” apparently 
suggesting a musical idea, 


A sort of a “ Booth” Performance. 

has grown out of “ dressing up” and playing at acting, we nmy yet 
see biTn in some such artistic impersonation as was that of Bip Van 
Winkle, played, as one must suppose, by quite another MEr. Leslie 
some years ago. Mr. Leslie and Miss Faeeen “draw,” but the 
piece drags. 

At the Avenue, La Prima Donna is not the work that will make 


Signor Tito Mattbi’s reputation as a composer of light opera. The 
li^t (mera is heavy. If it were not for Mr. Aebeet Chevaliee as 
the MLanager of a travelling 


V) eneet," as fserjeanz Jtsusjm 

M ^ observed, in itne Bardell v. 

Pickwick 'trial. Whereupon 
tea.. » n “razzle-dazzle” apparently 

“Storey’s Gait.” sugMstmg a muffled idefC 

the three sing a few verses about “ razzle-dazzle ; ” and then execute 
a dauce of inebriates, which, as far as Mr. Leslie is concerned, is 
dramatically clever. 

After this, Miss Maeion Hood, of the merry green-wood, sole 
descendant of Bobin and Maeian, comes on as a fair-haired, highly- 
coloured Q,ueen, and sings,— not [so freshly as she used some few 
years ago ; hut nothing of any importance occurs until the reappear- 
ance of Mr. Leslie and Miss Faeeen, and these two, dressed as 
girls,— in which costume Miss Ellen Faeeen reaUy seems as much 
at home as if she had worn petticoats all her stage-life,— do another 
ingenious dance on their slates. If wanting in plot, tiie entertain- 
ment possesses, at all events, a first-rate Stobet, whose eccentric 
antics with his legs are marvellous. Everything is encored, more or 
less. In the Second Act Mr. Leslie exclaims, “ Pshaw I ” which 
hnmediately reminds him of La Belle Siffleuse, Mrs. Sblaw, and he 
then whistles an air, accompanied by the orchestra, nearly as 
perfectly as Mrs. Shaw could do it herself. 

AH Herr Meyee Lutz’s music is as pretty and appropriate as 
usual. He is a past master in the art, and no one can touch him in 
this particular Ime. The scenery is excellent, and the mise-en-scene 
effective. 

After a pretty i Ballet of children, Mr. Leslie, in answer to the 
applause, enters from the prompt-side dressed as Madame Katti 
Lannee, and accompanied by somd audacious person who dares to i 
impersonate Augustus Deubiolanus. This is very droU, though II 
trembled lest Deubiolanus should march down on us with his legmus, 
and his “ Company Limited,” to take summary vengeance. I have 
forgotten to mention the Salvationist dance by Mr. Leslie and Miss 
Faeeen, which goes immensely, and is encored at least twice. I 
should like GeneiiL Booth to see this, as I question whether the 


troupe, there wonld not he a 
spark of fun in ■&e piece. He 
sings a song which is encored 
five times, and he gives a fresh 
verse for each encore. There is 
a trifle too much of his repetition 
as to his being “ Such a won- 
derful Stage Manager,” but this 
isn’t the actor’s fault. It is true 
that when a man prides himself 
on being first-rate at somethmg ' 
or other, his conversation is in- 
clined to become monotonous, 
and perhaps in no instance more 
so than in that of a professional 
or amateur actor who believes in 
himself as a “ really marvellous 
stage manager.” I remember 
the story in Blackwood as “ The 
Duke’s Dilemma,” and I fancy 
it has already been "dramatised. 
Be this as it may, the materials 
for a really good Comic Opera, 
which might have been made as 
telling as La Grande Duchesse, 









teiling as Ea {jtranae jjucaesse, 

have been entirely thrown away, Le Chevalier sans peur et sans reproche. 
and all the excellent opportu- -i. • » 

nitie.— or as H. J. Bteon iised to say, the “ Opera-tnae-r^is,” 
have beenntterly lost. Except in a bnrlescttiepiMe— and IMs Opera 
ought not to he so considered, — ^what possible humour iSj there in 1 


za^dnsr characters dressed in mediaeval costume s^ak "^e^ slang ^ j 
the mnaf^iTitb century, aU the aUuaions in the ^ogue being np to 
the present date ? 1&. Aiec Mabsh and Mr, J oscth Xamet 
what is set down for them well, but they cannot hdp exhibitmg the 
efEects of depression. Miss Aiice LEmansiDSB looks tte Kim 
Yaugblan and dances'most gncfl-ccfully* Scenery good : costumes not 
so good. Better l ni&: to Titotnm in bis next spin. 

- “H’-uts roE Them.”— A Grand Hotd Offimal informed the 
Mall interviewer, last Saturday, that theRoyal ^ests were put 
“ in what we call the Walnut Rooms.” What is the spepiaJity of 


“ in what we call the Walnut Rooms.” What is the speciality ot 
Walnut Rooms? Must the guests eat only walnuts and 
pickles ? Do the attendants let off crackers m tiieir honour ? Per- 
haps the Walnut-Ro om official expressed hmse lf hazel-y. 

Making Bjstoey. — ^Mk. Joseph Chambeii^ajn, as we i^v gather 
from his recent speeches, is engaged in wntmg a new Hmory oi 
Ireland and the Colonies. It will probably ajpear under the nom- 
— « - quite remaxkable 


irel^d aid Cbbiies.’ It ^ probably a; 
de-plume of “ Josephus Heeodotus,” and wi 
for its accuracy. 




A STRANGE PAIR OP PETS; 

Or, Fondling and Feeding , ' 

“ By tlie simplicity of Yenus’ doyes ” 

This is indeed a spectacle of the oddest I 
Ours is a day of strange-assorted loves, 

But that poor dove so soft, and mild, and 
modest, 

Paired off as pet with yon fierce bird of prey. 
Is quite the strangest portent of the day. 

The proud Imperial Posco pouts his lips. 

And to his peaceful petling chirps and 
chirrups ; 

He, the stark paladin, with belted hips. 

Steel brand at side, and feet fresh from 
the stirrups, 

Armed Mars, pettiug the bird of Pax— and 
Yenus ! 

*Tis strange as Psyche flirting with Silenus. 

The twittering Teuton Titan loves the bird— 
He myB so, and his preference to question, 
Watching his attitude^ would seem absurd. 

And yet it seems a sinister sug^stion 
That thus so near the war-fowl Fate should 
find him, Lhim. 

Fondling the dove— but with one hand behind 

What does he with that hand? Ah! what 
but cram [fodder ! 

The ravenous creature’s craw with carrion 
That act at least’s no sentimental sham ; 

It makes the spectacle a trifle odder. 
Himself with the sweet cushat he ’ d ingratiate, 
Yet feeds the eagle’s appetite insatiate. 

That bird athwart the European skies 
Has long time spread his wings in threaten- 
ing shadow; 


Flies as he feeds, stiU feeding as he flies. 

To gorge him might o’ertax an Eldorado. 
Still proffering food! And is there more to 
follow, 

0 Teuton Chief, for that prodigious swallow ? 

Protector of the Dove ? A pleasant plea ! 

The bird of Jove j>rotect the bird of Yenus ? 
Much as the wolf might a protector be 
Of lambs and creatures of such gentle 
genus. 

If, free to strike, that eagle soared above 
The cushat ’s nest, what chance for the poor 
dove ? 

The snowy-pinioned bird, you say ’s secure. 

For,— you but vaguely indicate how long. 
Yes, whilst you pet the flutterer timid, pure, 
And stand beside it twittering, yet strong. 
But which, young Kaiser, has your love 
indeed. 

The pet you fondle, or the pet you feed ? 


The Coming Hinth. — Why does Sir 
Henkx Isaacs walk instead of ride in the 
Show of November 9th? Because he con- 
scientiously follows in the footsteps, of his 
ancestors. and Principle ! ” But 

why not “ go the whole beg pardon!— why 
not walk the eiitire way ? If it is against the 
Sabbatical rule to take a horse out on that day, 
whyfgive the Mayor so much exercise ? We ’ve 
often heard of “the J ewish Dispensation,” but 
it appears that there is no such thing, and 
Sir HtauT can’t be “ dispensed” from the 
obligation of the Sabbath. That being so, 
foot it with the best of them Sir Hknuy. 
Lead them a pretty dance, and trust entirely 
to “ Shanks’s Mare.” 


KOKTHERLY. 

On the 7th of November the Jubilee Din- 
ner of the G-eneral Theatrical Fund will take 
place with— who do we see is to be in the 
Chair? Ieving? Oh, no. Toole? Wil- 
LAEL ? Oh, no. Bbeebohm Teee P Henry 
Neville ? 0 dear no. Sheeidan Knowles 
was the first Chairman of the Committee of 
the R. G-. T. F., but he was actor as weU. as 
author, and we fancy that Dramatic Anthers, 
and some noble Dn-dramatic Antbors not un- 
known to art and literature, have been in the 
Chair before now. So, who takes it this time ? 
Mr. Gladstone ? Lord Sausbuey ? Mr. 
Chameeelain, who presided at the Kendal 
Dinner? No— no— no. You ’ll never guess. 
It is Colonel Noeth. What has he written ? 
Cheques to any amount. Good; and his 
wealth, we trust, wiR benefit this and many 
other charitable institutions. But why in the 
Chair ? Why not simply in a chair at the 
Dinner ? What next he be offered ? The 
Presidency of the Royal Academy ? The Arch- 
bishopric of Canterbury, or of York as the 
NorthemProvince ? By the way, of whatRegi- 
mentishe Colonel ? If not a Colonel of ‘ ‘ Ours,” 
he is certainly a Commander of ‘ ‘ Mines.” Still, 
why has he been asked to take the Chair at the 
Royal General Theatrical Fund Dinner? Will 
the title of the Association he altered, out of 
compliment to the gallant Millionnaire, and he 
known henceforth as the “ Royal ‘ Colonel ’ 
Theatrical Fund?” 

New “Blub Book.”— TA a Blue Fairy 
Bookt by Meeey Andeew Lang. JV.H.— The 
most scrupulous London County Councillors 
‘ may read It aloud in their domestic circles. 
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MEMORIAL. 




Born, November 3 , 1813 . Died, October 24 , 1889 . 

Last link with a dead past, the earlier day 
Of Lemon, Jereold, Leech and Thaceeray, 

Now sundered suddenly ! 

With what a shock it comes of yearning pain, 

The thought that we that presence ne’er again 
At the old board may see ! 

The pen of Pips^s Diary now is still, 

The thoughtful face, the heart of warm goodwill, 
Pass, with thy passing bell, 

Prom thy old haunt of friendship lit by fame, 
Leaving a memory fair, an honoured name : 
PERdVAi Leigh, farewell ! 


COMPORT IN A STORM. 

Mighty pleasant are the minor Q-alleries this gruesome 
weather. Truly delightful is it to run into any of these 
snug, comfortable little havens, and forget for awhile 
the muddy streets, the pouring rain, and the dismal 
atmosphere. Pay a visit to McLean’s, and see Sir John 
lyrrr.LATa ’ delightful little damsels at their Mve o'clock 
Tea; enjoy a fresh breeze under the guidance of Mr. 
J. C. Hoob: beside his JSea-Pools, Arran ; have a good 
laugh over M. Y. Chevilliard’s Critical Moment ; sfridy 
Mr. Edwin Long’s Choosing a Deity ; and do not omit 
to congratulate Mr. Marcus Stone on his Iteturn, He 
is the unproverbial Stone that has always kept rolling, 
and yet must have gathered a lot of moss. You will find 
plenty to amuse you if you go to Yenice in company with 
Signor Stepano Nuovo, and inspect his Naughty Boy. 
and you will thoroughly relish the breeziness of A Fresh 
Morning off the Isle of Wight with Mr. Henry Moore. 
After this wandering you will welcome a touching poem, 
a symphony in a minor key, M. 0 . Leiort gives you in 
The Beturn of the Fxile ; and there axe plenty of other 
clever painters who wiR cause you to forget for awhile 
our dismal climate. 







NO MORI SAEES. 

^ [An Insurance Company has been started for securing compensation to the 
victims of burglarious enterprise.] 

.Yjs, that curious grating sound just outside the drawing-room 
window does, as you say, certainly seem as if somebody were trying 
to break in. 

. J ^,not intend to adopt your further suggestion that I should 
^ ^t^uen-poker and go round the premises with a lantern. 
Ine burglars, who have succeeded in effecting an entrance with 
conspicuous ease through my patent roller steel shutters, appear to 


he SL merry crew. I can distinctly hear them cracking jokes and 
opening champagne bottles in the butler’s pantry, preparatory to 
beginning their real work among the spoons and forks. 

I should rather like to join the burglars’ little “At Home” in my 
drawing-room, only in that case the Insurance Company would 
probably say I was m collusion with the housebreakers, and refuse 
to pay me my money. 

What a pleasure it is to know that there are four dogs in the 
house— a dog to every burglar, probably ! They have not, as yet, 
uttered a sound of protest. 

Perhaps a long course of muzzling has taken away their spirits. 

Anyhow, the simplest and wisest course for me to adopt is to lock 
my bed-room door and go off to sleep again. 

You maj call me a coward, my deax, and ask me “ how I can hear 
to let a thief carry off the silver salver which was a wedding present 
from dear Mainma ?” — ^but as I am insured for £2,000 in the new 
“ Anti- Burglar Assurance Association,” I do not feel in the least 
degree disposed to enter into a personal encounter with a band of 
healthy (and probably armed) felons. 

Am rather surprised, when I call on the Association to tell them 
of the loss of all my plate, to be informed that “The Conmany of 
course expects the assured to do something to repel a burglar.” I 
ask, if they expected me to run the risk of being shot r Agent 
replies, * ‘ Oh, yes, certainly.” This is something like assurance ! 

It also looks bad for the Agent to come back to the house with m*e 
(as he does) and hunt aU about the place, apparently with the object 
I of discovering if I have hidden the stolen tiSngs anywhere, and am 
merely inventing the burglar story in order to get the compensation. 

It looks still worse (for me) when the Agent really finds all the 
plate buried in a hole in the back garden I I remark that the burglars 
must have intended to return for it. Agent winks, and says some- 
thing about its looking “precious fishy.” Am really sorry the 
burriars have made such fools of themselves, and also of me. Never 
liked the pattern of that salver, and diould have quite enjoyed 
getting heavy compensation out of the Company. 


Astrology.— Mr. Tay Pat O’Connor says he has the firmest faith 
in his “ lucky Star.” 
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early Smeeths — * ‘ JSxcusez mon ganV^ Amongst tlie rare 
documents your host presently shows you is a faded copy 
of the local newspaper giving an account of the attempt 
made by the Sieur to cross the Thames in a coracle. It I 
is the same Thames still, and Henley is on it. But ' 
many other things are changed, including the proprietor 
of Greenlands. 

You are examining the umbrellas in the hat-stand 
of carved oak, and the engravings of knights in armour 
in the staircase beyond, when a pleasant voice salutes 
you, 

“Good morning,” it says; “have you used 1 

mean, it is very good of you to come out so far. Any 
news in Town ? Any more bye-elections ? You know 
what the Maeriss says on the subject ? * Mr. Smith,’ 
says he (always calls me ‘ Mr.’)^ ‘ if there are any more of 
these moral victories for Unionism, there will be only one 
bye left for us, and that wiU be good-bye.’ Ha ! ha ! 
'Mabkiss has a certain modant humour which endears 
him to his friends.” 

You look up in the direction of the voice, and j&nd 
your host beaming upon you from the mullioned stair- 
case. You note that his dress is a hapw mixture of the 
modem country gentleman and the Georgian Era ; a 
frock-coat of bright blue, on which brass buttons boldly 
dash ; whilst a flamboyant waistcoat is superarched over a 
pair of kerseymere trousers tied at the knee with black 
bows. Steel buckles glint on black shoes; a pair of 
ruffles lie at the wrists hke wreaths of snow ; whilst a 
pin, curiously fashioned, showing Charles the Eirst 
with his head under his arm, fastens at the throat a 
lightly-tied kerchief. This pin, which has been in 
the family many years, has attached to it a curious his- 
tory, which your host relates, as he sits by the open 
window at his desk, looking down on a grass-plot some 
eighty feet square, with a tiny greenhouse in one corner, 
and a< still tinier grotto in the other, whilst far in the 
rear fliows the lordly Thames. 

“ I have always liked a Grotto,” your host says, as he 
tnms over a new leaf in one of the nnmerons copy-books 
that All an entire side of the rosewood and marqueterie 
hook-case that rises from the floor to within an inch or 
so of the corniced ceiling. “Pope had a Grotto you 
know, and Labbt lives in it, which, Balfour says, 
accounts for the coolness of his impudence. But Bal- 
four is alw^s making remarks tinged with acerbity. 
For myself, 1 never forget how in earlier days I used 
to write out the observation, ‘A soft answer turneth 
away wrath,’ ” 

You follow the direction of your host’s eyes which, 
lightly passing over the Elemisn buffets tenanted by a 
collection of Butch pottery, alight on a picture hung 
over a bronze bust of j Lord Beacon sfield. It presents 
to view a little boy seated at a school desk. You notice 
that his head is turned on one side as if he had a 
crick in the neck; the tip of his tongue protrudes 
from the side of his mouth ; his elbow has an agonised 
turn; the expression of the young face is one of 
anxious application. Underneath you find, written in 
flowing hand, “ Master W. H. Smith, etat, six. His first 
copy-book.” 

Your host sighs as he turns away from this picture, 
with all its tender recollections of a troubled past. It 
draws him into a reminiscent mood, and, as you take 
your seat on the Louis-Q,uartorze sofa, with its blue! 
Mging and imperial gold, and its tassels redolent of the 
Heptarchy, your host tells you the story of his life, 
which appears to have been a series of gentle surprises. 

Sometimes, my dear Toby,” your host says, “ when 
I find myself sitting on the Treasury Bench in the House 
of Commons, Leader of the Great Conservative Party, I 
pmoh myself to ascertain if I am really in a state of 
wakefulness, or whether I am in a condition of somno- 
l^cy* Once, by the way, I remember, in a fit of absence 
? I pinched Goschen’s leg by mistake, which 

led to a slight misunderstanding.” 

You take the opportunity to inquire whether there is 
any truth in the current rumour that the House of Com- 
m^ons IS about to lose the companionship of your host, the 
House of Lords being the gainer by the transition. 
loui host gazes reflectively at the hook-case within easy 
i^ch of his chair, where Bandford and Merton lie dos 
a <wamth Dr. Brewer's Guide to Science^ sjoAMangnalVs 
^mttons turns an interrogative countenance upon Little 
Jimry and his Bearer, 

“My only desire in life,” gays your host, toying with 



the paper-knife, which bears theltitle of a well-known firm, “is to do my 
duty— my duty to the Queen, and, I may; add, to the country. Whether 
that duty is performed in one chamber or in another, is a matter of perfect 
indifference to a mind thus isolated in its ambition. I endeavour to do my duty 
in all circumstances, and when my task is accomplished, I hope to be able to say 
with Talleyrand— or was it Louis the Sixteenth ‘ Le deluge, c'est moi/ ’ ” 

Your host has risen as these words of burning eloquence, capped by the a^t 
quotation, fell from bis lips. He paces with leonine stride across the room, his 
foot falling noiselessly in me three-piled Persian carpet, which you observe does 
not entirely cover the floor, leaving a border of hare wood, the painful ;polish 
of which makes rather abrupt transition. You feel you are not much wiser as 
to your hostis intentions, and would return to the subject, but just then your 
host’s Secretary enters with an armful of letters, and as your host does not 
resume his seat, you think perhaps you’d better go. Walkiagto the railway 
station you call in at a confectioner’s, and as you munch the hountif al bun 
and sip the succulent milk, you brood over man’s inhospitality to man, and 
wonder what they are going to have for luncheon at Greenlands. 

The Memoirs of Edward Askew Boihern are just out. ^ “ Aseew” seems 
indeed a happy description of Lord Dundreary's very eccentric ways. 

“With Emile Augher,” observed the Oisarcar, last Sunday, “who died at 
Croissy only forty-eight hours ago, the greatest living Dramatist of Erauee has 
passed away,” Does Misther O’Traill edit it now? Anyhow, ’tis good Irish 
style, and more power to his elbow 1 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


Tres Yolontiers,” repartit le d^mon. “ Yous aimez ] 


i tableaux cbaDgeans: je Yeux yous contenter,’* 
Ze Ziable JBoiteus!, 


“ Eastward P the^ - 

Is never^termitted. 

No gleam, no gladness, save the garish glare Ten years of this grim life of want and toil 
Of taverns, whence shrill laughter smote the Have left her premature and hopeless spoil 
air, Of age and grinding labour. 

Mirthless, half maniac laughter. Her needle and her garret she leaves not. 

The huddled houses ranged in dismal rows, Save for “ the Shop.” Mute drudgery is* her 
Seeming the sordid homes of wasting woes lot 

From cellarage to rafter. And venal vice her neighbour. 

“Yon southern suburb,” said my shadowy **What is hex work?” I cried, “if that be 
guide, . work 

“Held remnants sparse of squalid human Which is a worse task-master than the Turk?” 
pride ** Look closer,” said the Shadow, 

And piteous human passion ; “ shrink not I Wise Economists will say 

Here all seems subter-human. Yet the slum fbagers must wax thin, ’tis the sole way 
Holds hearts and heroes, though in rhetoric To stock Trade’s Eldorado. 

dumb, . - , . “* Shirt-jGLdshing,^ good friend, at three poor 

In raiment out of fashion. pence 

“Look down!” I looked, and in an attic The dozen garments ; and, with toil intense, 
Iqjjq Unceasing, superhuman, 

With blank f^ul ioor, and hearth of bare She may earn some three shi^gs in the veek. 

pnid s+nTiP Hideous r Nay, eager hundreds vainly seek 

A grVfaoed woman, grizzled ‘ woman ! 

By years and sorrows, sat and shrank, in “ Haid-hy are harsher scenes, sick husbands 
vain, prone, 

From the damp walls whence oozed the ruth- Dead children coffinless. She is alone 

less rain This slave, and so half happy. [box, 

That through the dark night drizzled. And now look yonder! In his snug stage- 
The rifted roof leaked misty moisture down sheeny front, trim shoes and flaming 

On her gxeyjkoks; her frayed and scanty Lonn'^fihat slang dubs a “Cfliaroie.” 

To her shrunk hosom huddled, That means a callow, callous cad, a thing 


To halve, not tithe, yon broken woman’s 
wage, 

Droves that the master deity of the age 
In greed’s worst slough can grovel. 

“Yet she complaius not, hut— is ’t not 
absurd ? — 

Laments the losing of the poor starved bird 
Dead in the cage hung yonder. 

How foolish are the poor ! YYhat shred of 
sense 

In moaning o’er the loss of an expense ? 

A question this to ponder ! ” 

{To le continued^ 


Hideous P Nay, ea^er hundreds vainly seek 
The ‘ luck ’ of this lone woman ! 

“Haid-hy are harsher scenes, sick husbands 
prone, 

Dead children coffinless. She is alone 

This slave, and so half happy. [box, 
And now look yonder! In his snug stage- 
With sheeny front, trim shoes and flaming 
socks. 

Lounged what slang duhs a “ Chappie.” 
That means a callow, callous cad, a thing 


Stilled not the shiverings of her ill-fed frame. All dandy insolence and diamond ring, 
Vitr +1^0 •mQfrr n*-i»o+o /laTrAnil a-P 41aivta An/1 rtutiirt nAAlrwAir ** 


Chilled by the rusty grate devoid of flame, 

The rotting floor rain-puddled. 

Yet worked she on. Ah yes, she worked, 
worked, worked ; 

The one dead burden that may not he shirked, 

Whilst lingers life’s last ember, 

Is drudgery. That still weights her morn 
and noon, 

Through the rare gleams of London’s leaden 
June, 

The fogs of drear December. 

Alone, age-stricken, grey and silent, she 
Stitches on there. A mug of cold pale tea, ! 

A slice of bread, sole diet 
Of the poor struggliiig solitary, stand 
Hard by her; so, with work and food at 
hand, 

She plods on, pale yet quiet. 


And cynic cockney “patter.” 

“There,” said the Shadow, “sits the ghoul 
who thrives 

Upon the labour of such lingering lives. 
Could he look rosier, fatter ? 

“He owns the rookery whence, by roguish 
sleight, 

From bodily ill and spiritual blight 
Greed sucks a rich subsistence. 

Ten thousand needles flash, with brush and 
paste [to waste 

A myriad match-slaves drudge dull years 
To yield such brutes existence. 

“ Dl-paid they are, half famishing may be, 

Bare are tbeir lives of comfort as of glee ; 

But one thing they must offer 

To the new Moloch. Yes, the Bent! the 
Rent I 


This is Jisr world : from year to year she sits, come, the no^aw of Mamn^n to content, 
Heedless of Babylon’s wealth as of its wits, 

Its pleasures, panics, prophets ; “ No, eighteen-pence a week may not seem 

^ pass her by, she never sees ffie sun much 

Shine on a field : her home is this damp, dun, To yield to the edacious monster’s clutcji ; 
Most desolate of Tophets. But for this hideous hovel 


A LEGITIMATE GRIETANOE. 

The Charnelhouse, 

Mr. PinrcH, Sir, Kensington Gore, 

I WRITE to protest, in the strongest 
;i^ossible manner, against a gross breach of 
faith on the part of the Management of one 
of our most fashionable, popular, and select 
places of enter- mj 

tainment. They ^ T 
are exhibiting f 

Cannibals, Sir, 
genuine Canni- 
hals, &om 

f ar, I have no 
complaint to 
make. Nothing 

can he more im- ‘ 

proviag to a cultivated mind than the con- 
templation of genuine Cannibals. But the 
Management advertise as follows : — “ The 
Cannibals will he fed at 2*30, six, and 
ten I went there, Sir; I took 

my wife,^ my wife’s mother (who is now 
on a visit to us), and a young family, 
of ages varying from eleven to three-and- 
a-half. I reached the hall some time 
before 2 ‘30, and engaged front seats, being 
naturally anxious not to miss so rare and 
interesting a spectacle. Conceive my feelings, 
imagine the keen disappointment of my vnie 
and children, the indignation of my mother- 
in-law, when we fonnd that we had been- 
made the victims of what I must really take 
the liberty to characterise as a most unprin- 
cipled deception ! The Cannibals were fed, 
Sir, and I fully admit that their manners at 
table were as unoivilmed and repulsive as 
! could be possibly desired — ^but of what did 
their repast consist f I do not hesitate to say 
— and I challenge the Proprietors to contra- 
dict my statement— that those Cannibals were 
not supplied with their natural sustenance. 
To avoid all possibility of mistake, we spent 
the entire day there, revisiting the entertain- 
ment at six and at ten, and occupying places 
from which an uninterrupted view of the 
performance could he obtained. Sir, there 
was not 80 much as one solitary baby provided 
for those anthropophagistsi Need I say that 
I we came away disgusted by the imposition 
that had been practised upon ns, and deter- 
mined to expose it forthwith in your hospit- 
able columns. My youngest daughter, aged 
six, positively shed tears at finding the reality 
so far from her anticipations ; and I believe 
I ‘am correct in stating that the majority of 
the audience fully shared our emotions. 

The Public must not he trifled with in this 
manner. Let the London County Council 
see to it, and insist that those who cater for 
popular amusement shonld faithfully per- 
form their side of the contract, or take the 
natural consequences ! 

I am, Sir, yours, indignantly, j 

Q-loatington Q-ooee 1 
{Felhw of the Koycd Vegetarian Society]^ j 

P.S.— They would not even return the i 
money at the doors ! 


▼01. XCFVIJ. 


TT 
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“LABBY IIT OUR ABBEY,” 

[By a Westminster Chorister, to the Air oj 
Sally in ov/r Alley,**) 

I. 

Oe all the Rads that are so smart 
There ’s none like crafty Larbt, 

He learns the secrets of each heart, 
And lives near our Abbey ; 

There is no lawyer in the land 
That^s half as sharp as Labby, 

He is a demon in the art, 

And guileless as a babby ! 

ir. 

For “ Bomba Baipour ” in the week 
There seems to be no worse day, 
Than is the one that comes between 
A Tuesday and a Thursday, 

For then we read each foi^ misdeed 
“ Unmanljr, mean and shabby,” 
Exposed to view in type so true 
By penetrating Labby. 

ni, 

Lob.d Saiisbdb,y and the Tories, all 
Flout, gibe, and jeer at Labby, 
Though but for him ’tis said they ’d be 
A sleepy set and dabby ; 


And ere meir seven long years are out, 

Could they be rid of Labby, 

‘ ‘ Snug lying ” they might find for him ; 

But not in our Abbey ! 

RESEARCH AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Trumpington Street, Cambridge^ 
Dear Mr. Punch:, 

I Bo not remember ever having read a 
copy of your paper, but I have been told that 
it IS ohiefiy devoted to Psychical Research; 
so you will probably' be glad to receive an 
account of an experiment which I made the 
other day. Although I am only reading for 
the Pass Degree, I am a man of considerable 
intellectual attainments, and I have devoted 
a great^ part of my time to the study of 
Hypnotism, and Transcendental Medicine. 

Now, on the evening of Monday, October 21, 

I happened to pick up a Number of a Cam- 
bridge Periodical, The Granta, in which the 
Editor^ offered a money prize for the best 
definition of — (1) a Dean ; (2) a Tutor ; (3) a 
Father ; (4) a Senior Wrangler ; (5) a Fresh- 
man; (6) a Bedmaker. The only definitions 
I had ever read were in a little book bearing 
the fanciful title of JEuclid, and written by 
a Mr. Todhunter* and although the work 
is generally considered sound as far as it 
goes, I found that there was absolutely no 
mention in it of Deans, or Bedmakers, or 
anytlmg of the sort. Feeling sure that^ the 
omission was purely accident^, I determined 
to discover what Mr. Tobhunter would have 
written if he had thought of it, 

I therefore took a Euclid paper, and, with 
ike assistance of a sporting mend, selected 
the hardest rider in it. I obtained from a 
g<wd mathematician, a strong solution of this 
rider, which I injected into my left arm, 1 1 
thenh3rpnotised myself by attending a meet- 
ing of our College Essay Society, having 
previously taken the precaution of placing a 


^ncil and paper in my hand. My friend 
Binbles had hardly commenced his duties as 
I Chairman, before I fell into a trance. Dpon 
recovering, I found the following on the 
paper before me, in my own handwriting : — 

(1) _ A Dean is the Deometer of a college 
par^elogram. (Hence the Porter’s formula. 

Dean’s compliments. Sir, and would 
you kindly be more regular, &c,’’) 

(2) A Titor is the mean between the lowest 

Undergraduate and the Master of 
the Collie. (Acknowledgments to a recent 
Master of Trinity.) 









(3) A Father is a plain figure called the Boss, and is such that, when properly squared, 
cheques will be drawn by him up to a certain point. (Show that the famer’s banking 
account varies inversely as the altitude of the son.) 

(4) A Senior Wrangler is the projection of Mr. Webb upon a gifted Johuiau. 

(5) A Freshman is one off whom, if any two points be taken, the appreciation of those 
points lies wholly with the man who took them. (6) A Bed-maker lies evenly upon any point. 

I hardly tbink it necessary to call your attention, Sir, to the remarkable nature of 
this experiment. Personally, I attribute it to my peculiarly sensitive temperament. My 






But Binbles knows nothing of Psychology. 

I am, Sir, Yours f aithfoRy, 


Mariaba Lecxam. 


“Stories by Bret Harte.” — Every reciter, amateur and professional, will do well to 
master them, as he is expected to know “ stories by heart.” 
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METROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENTS. 

ADVANTAaE MIGHT BE TAKEN OF THE MOUNTAINOUS CONDITION OF ANY PUBLIO THO- 
KOUGHFARE, WHEN '‘XJP,’* TO BUN A SwiTCHBAOK RAILWAY PROM, SAY, ChARING CbOSS 
TO THE Bank. 

It is said that the Bishop of G-ibbaltah, — ^whose ^^^inpartibus moludes the MediterraxLean 
Sea and “ cdl rotuid and about that quarter,” so that St. Peter’s is a kmd of parish church in 
his Lordship’s diocese, and the Pope an aggrieved parishioner, — is ahont to folminate once 
more, or ere this has already fnlniinated, against me iniquities of Monte Carlo, where it is 
not improbable a few members of Archdeacon Farrar’s new Anglican Monastic Brotherhood 
Co. Limited, will take up their residence in order to convert the gambling lambkins and 
black sheep from the error of thehr way. The last time we were at Siat horridly delightful, 
infernally paradisiacal, but certainly not pharisaical place, we saw eminent English statesmen, 
all sorts and conditions of men, ladies with their winning ways, mnsical, literary and artistic 
celebrities, planking down their money on the red and black, the numbers and the zerOy thus 
amusing ttiemselves by doing with their own just exactly what they have a right to do. 
Hadn’t the Bishop of Gibraltar better take a leaf out of Ms Brother of Peterborough’s 
betting-book ? Dr. Magee doesn’t see what material difference there is between betting on a 
horse, or on a colour, or speculating on a Stock Exchange chance. Why should that be 
vicious at Monte Carlo wMch is honest and fair in Capel Court ? 

The Pharisaism of the Bishop of to is resented as an insult by the native Monte-Carlists, 
who, under their legitimate Bishop of Monaco, have their own chapels and churches, and 
plenty of hospitals and charitable institutions, founded and endowed by MUe. Roulette and 
Messrs. Rouge et Noir & Cie., represented, in effect, by the Blanc family, whose name 
should suggest to the Bishop of to that Monte-Carlists are not so black as his Lordship 
would like to paint them, and no less is the Bishop’s action resented by the English at Monte 
Carlo, who feel inclined to ask the Bishop why he doesn’t attempt the evangelisation of 
TattersaiLi’s, Doncaster, Newmarket, Ascot, and other head-quarters oi horse-racing and 
hdting ? and why he does not go out and preach to the Bears and the Bulls of Capel Court ? 
Of course there ’s evil there as everywhere, and, of course, all need conversion, even the 
Three Per Cents., so Mr. Goschen thought; but the poor players of Monte Carlo are not 
worse than their fellows in and ahont the great Englisn cenfees-of commerce. 

SAMSON AMONO THE PHILISTINES. 

Firm m a rock, of moderate height and girth, Samson among the Philistines caused mirth, 
PosedS^ONas^Hhestongestmanon earth.” Provinghe’s^o^^thestrongestmanoneaith;’ 
A mod^ chalMnge. SMuramlniando— Or H he be, then he, who gained the prize. 
The rock was staggered by a little Sand oh ! Sandow, must have descended from the skies. 

It wotM reduce the strongest men to shadows to lose a hundred pounds every night. In 
“ ““ got wrrted, the dang was “ There he goes with his eye 
out. Samson should change names with Cyclops, and retain the latter as ‘^haaonly pupil ” 


CAVE OANEM ! 

Oh, Dr. Joseph Parker, 

Yon ’re a tremendous barker ! 

And if your bite 
Is equal quite, 

You’must have teeth UkelCar^er, 

Your skill at advertising, 

And all the world advising, 

Barnum can’t flog. 

If not a dog, 

You’re good at dog-matising ! 

No doubt your stentor yap’ll 
Fill— if not space— your chapel. 

You ’re always game 
To shout— like Fame— 

Aud with all foes to grapple. 

Were ever you a puppy ? 

G-reat gun, with bore quite Eruppy, 
Your roar’s high art — 

Then you ’re as smart 
As the young man named Gfuppy, 

There ’s nothing in creation 
Escapes pour observation. 

They ought to take 
You straight, and make 
You watch-dog of the Nation 1 

Then how you ’d bark ! Sense urges 
TJs to the step. It verges 
On madness not 
To make a lot 
Of such a. Boanerges! 

No muzzle then, no fetter 
On sermon, speech, or letter I 

{Metn , : One thing “ log” 
“Brag’s a good dog, 

But Holdfast is a better I ” ) 

OUIDING- STARS. 

People who think there are no guides but 
Murray y Bradshaw y and Baedeher should at 
once pay a visit to the new home of the Lady 
Guide Association in Cockspnr Street. If 
they will have ten minutes’ chat with the 
Acting Manageress, Miss Edith Davis— a 
rara Davis in terris — she will tell them^ all 
ahont the object and scope of the Institution, 
and wiU show them how useful these Lady 
G-uides are, and how necessary they will he 
to Country Cousins and others who do not 
know their way about, but want to see as 
much as they can in a very little while. The 
only danger to the susceptible male tourist is 
from the glances of the Shooting Stars. The 
number of Lady Guiding Stars, who, however 
brilliant they may be, must wander occasion- 
ally, may he reduced by their becoming Fixed 
Stars. Mr* Bunch raises Ms strongest glass 
to these Stars, and wishes them success. 

THE KAISER AT ATHENS. 

“Ancient, beautiful Athens .” — The Q-erman 
Emperor to Erince BismarcJc, 

Ancient Athens, beside you 
Berlin seems extremely new ; 
Beauteous Athens, on the Spree 
There ’s no city like to thee. 

Hear me swear before I go, 

*A$^i/aL ffds dyaira I 

Prince von Bismarck, if you please,' 
TMs, the town of Pericles, 

Q-nite excites your Kaiser on 
Pillars of the Parthenon : 

Faker sight I do not know, 

'ABrjvaL (ras dycnru ! 

“ *lo<rT€<i>ayosy^* men say. 

Yon were dnbhed in olden lay ; 

City of the Yiolet Crown, 

Now yon gain a new renown, 

Since a Kaiser’s blessings flow, 

^AOfjyai ffds dymru I 
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THE INSTITUTE OE PAINTERS IN OIL. 

“ Ip health and spirits yon ’d recruit, Just look in for an hour at 
the Institute ! ” Why, cert’nly ! Don’t see why I shouldn’t sing 
in a Picture Grallery if I please. Severe critic wags the head at me. 
I look at him through my hand as if he were a picture. He scowls 
and leaves gallery. More room for me. What a lot of pictures ! 
** Six hundred pictures I compute, Aie hung upon the walls of the 
Institute!” Self -sown by Feajsx Waiton. G-ood! 

Might go hrser and fare worse. Sort of picture I pine for. ‘‘ The 
Swinge of Alderney,’* A swingeing good sea-scape, hy Harby 
Btona. ** -4 Royal Palace^* a ddightM study of Hampton Court, 
by loHisr FiJiiBYiovE, and I ’m fuU o* love for the picture. “ Under 
the Silver Moon ’’—real moonlight, not theatrical effect, by E. F. 
BEEWTiTAii. “ Twilight** by A, Habeisoh-, also good and true. 
“ Bales in the Wood,** Poor dears— no fine deer— by S. E. Wallee. 

‘ ‘ Our Buchs ” — not in frocks, but in f eathersj and capitally rendered, 
by Tom Lloye. ‘‘ Evening** Delightful bit of Thames, by C. J. 
Lewis. “ 0 long may Lewis con-tri-bute, Such pictures to be hung 
at the Institute!” Rook and Pigeon**— hiil of force and cha- 
racter. A capital study of “ nfilletary men.” Ha! ha! Tells its 
own story well with the aid of its painter— F. D. Mileet. ^^Intru- 
ders,** Two little girls on the sea-shore, apparently looking for 
their clothes, which probably the intruders have stolen. Figures 
deftly limned— that is to say, limbs well drawn— by W. H. Baet- 
LEiT. Each child should nave a bathing suit ! For they’ll find it 
somewhat chilly at the Institute ! ” “ The Lull lefore the Storm,** 
W. L. Wtii*ie. “ 0 Wyelee, we ’ve not missed you ! ” Glad we 
haven’t, or we should have missed one of the best pictures in the show. 
“ P^om Shiplake Hill,** by Aepeet) Paesoits. Bright, breezy, de- 
lightful, and just like the place. “ The Evening Mist,** by S. J. Soxo- 
Moir. Why mist ? The meaning is somewhat misty, unless it means 
that the young lady has missed aU her clothing. “’Twould ^uite 
strike Mr. Hoeseey mute ! If he saw this merry maiden at the Insti- 
tute!” An Improvisators,** by J. W. Nicoi. Despite the name 
of the artist, it is sterling metal and no nickel about it. Looks like 
our old friend who used to sing at race-courses. Penarth, from 
Cardiff** by E. Hayes. A bit of real fresh sparkling sea. Almost 
makes you onaisy to look at. Very clear, though undoubtedly hayesy. 
How ’s that, Umpire ? A SummerVDay** by Heeiey Haiswelle, 
Capital! All’s well when he wields the brush. “ Oh, weel may the 
’’—paint I Q^vHest-ce Keeley, ah ! But no matter ! “ JeanieJ* 
by Miss C. E. Pumiton, a delightful little maiden, charmingly 
painted! “I’d like that damsel to salute!— But it wouldn’t be 
quite proper at the Institute!” Passing Clouds** by Eenest 
Paetoit, an earnest study from Hature, delightfully rendered, 

Henry Russell at 77,” by Waltee Goodmait— two good men 
together. Why, bless me! I recollect Heeey Russell singing 
“ The Ship on Fire ” at the very first public entertainment I ever 
was at. “I’d like to hear him exeeute,— Another of his songs at 
the Institute!” Flowers of the Field** by J. Clayton Adams 
—bright and fresh. “ The Proposal,** by Haynes Williams— 
another rendering of How the Men Propose, 

And there is plenty more to look at. “ Venice,** by Oscae Wilson : 

Haycocks,** by Edgae Ellis; Booklinderi Work-room,** 
by Heeman G, Heezombe; Half Afraid,** by F. Morgan; 

Sunset— Low Tide,** R, Helcke; “-4 Corner of the Studio ** 
by Leonaed Wybued ; An October Storm J* by T. H. McLachlan. 
I haven’t seen half the pictures as yet. ‘ ‘ Oh, had I only brought my 
lute— I would sing all the glories of the Institute I ” Secretary says 
I mustn’t sing. Here’s Sie James Linton— he objects to my 
singing— I object to his not exhibiting a picture. We come to words, 
and from words we come to a Policeman. Sir James pretends he 
doesn’t know me. Secretary looks other way. Policeman says, 
“How then!”— “The Peeler he looks resolute,— So I gracefully 
retire from the Institute ! ” ’Labeling Ceitic. 


“’TIS GOOD TO BE MURRAY AHD WISE.” 

The most interesting article in Murrays Magazine for this month 
is Mr. John Mtieeay’s brief and well- written account of “TheOrim 
^d History” of his own celebrated Handbooks for Travellers, He 
justly complains of Herr Baedekee and all his works. He would not 
have been an»y with Messrs, Baedekee had they only contrived to 
infringe the laws of copyright, and so brought themselves wit^ 
reach of the law. But they have cleverly avoided this, while availing 
themselves of the iuformation which MuEEAYhad collected : and they 
added insult to injury by sending out Baedebee bound “in the 
same Red Cover** 

Ho matter, Mr. John Mijkbay, evil doings never prosper, and, 
Mter all, your work is known all over the wond as “ The Travelling 
Englishman’s Bible,” wi^out which no tourist’s luggage is com- 
plete. So henceforth be our touring motto, “-4 has Baelehee, 
aud St George for Murray England I ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

If Mr. J. L. Stevenson told me that after a course of John 
Inglesant, Barry Lyndon, and Esmond, the idea had occurred to 
him of writing The Master of Ballantine I should not be in the 
least surprised, 
for the story has 
thepedantiywith- 
out the charm 
of Esmond, the 
gloom without the 
wit of Barry 
Lyndon, and'some 
of the pictu- 
resqueness and all 
the tediousness, 
but very little of 
the f ascmation of 
John Inglesant, 

How it has come 
to be praised so 
highly as I am 
informed it has 
been I am unable 

to understand, thereby, of course, admitting an intellectual defect 
in the presence of very superior persons. 

The Pariah, by Mr. F. Anstey, is one of the cleverest books that 
has appeared for many years. As Zola extracted a drama out of 
Le Bonheur des Barnes^ so has the author of Vice Versa produced 
a tragedy from scenes m the life of a shop-boy. Anyone who can 
read unmoved the trials of Allan, the poor persecuted hero, must 
have a heart of stone. Of humble birth and cruelly neglected educa- 
tion, he sacrifices his life for the sake of the woman he adores with 
all the chivalry of a Bayard. And the wretched selfishness of the 
girl for whom tiie sacrifice is made renders the act of devotion the 
more touching. The story is full of interest, and has been built up 
with infinite care. The sketches of character are admirable. Volumes 
I One and Two are more interesting than Volume Three, because in the 
latter Margot— hateful, contemptible heroine of the book— is more 
I en evidence than her heroic step-brother. Mr. Anstey very skilfully 
I attempts to tone down the repulsiveness of Margot* s character by 
suggestiog that she is not quite so bad as she seems, and marrying her 
to a gentleman with an appointment in J apan. As Margot is morally 
responsible for her step-brother’s death, and, strictly speaking, 
deserves hanging, there are few who will not stealthily hope that 
her husband, when he gets her back to Japan, will^ lose his temper, 
ATI 4 give her a thorough good shaking. Poetic justice demands that 
she ^ould have such a fate. The Pariah is a decided advance upon 
The Giant* s Rohe, and marks a turning-point in its author’s life. 
Henceforward, Mr. Anstey will take his place as a novelist of the 
first rank. Baeon de Booz-'W'oems & Co. 


LOHDOH COUHCIL COMMITTEES. 
{Suggestions for appropriate Ghairmen,) 


Committees. Chairmen. 

Fire Brigade Committee ...... Mr. Burns. 

Parks and (^en Spaces Committee . . . . Mr. Branch. 

Contagions Diseases (Animals) Committee • . . Mr. Hogg. 

Housing of Wortog-classes Committee . . . Mr. Holmes. 

Finance Committee Mr. Marks. 

Bridges Committee Mr. Fobd. 

Highways Committee Mr. Rhodes. 

Taxation of Land Committee ..... Mr, Rentoul. 

Parliamentary Committee ...... Mr. Lawson. 

Sanitary Committee Mr, Strong. 

Valuation of Land Committee . , , . . Mr. Costello, 

Main Drainage Committee Mr. Mybe. 


Hew Hursery Rhyme: 

{For the Bakers on Strike,) 

Co-oPEEATE, overworked Baker’s man ! 
Make it ten hours a day if you can. 

“ Hot to-day. Baker I ” the Sweaters agree: 
But “ Death in the Oven” disgusts Mr, P, 


CuBious Assocoation of Ideas. — On the day that the report of the 
settiement of the Miss Phyllis BrougMon v. Lord Bangan Br^ch 
of Promise case for £2,500 appeared in the papers, the advertised 
programme of the Covent Giarden Concerts contained this item of 
attraction; “Mr. John Voysey wiR sing this evening, Phyllwis 
My Only Joy !* and ‘ Good-hye, Sweetheart * (Hatton).” Certainly 
— ag0(^finim; hat on, and walk off. 





, A SOFT ANSWER. 

I That’S the Third Policaaun I’ve seen speakind to vod this moenino. 

3AT sgcH^A”o..t,Tf:^^ askin’ ABOHT >IM. TheT ADD 


'ADIEU!!!” 


Zee Sdpublique loquitur : — 
“Paeting is sneli sweet sorrow,’’ 
Yet must we part, I fear. 

How dull will be the morrow 
With you no longer here ! 

I redly am half frightened, 

The sun scarce seems to shine— 
Without you. You have brightened 
Oor Great Year, Eighty-Nine ; 
The year of Celebration 
Of-— well of certain things, 

To which not every nation 
The warmest welcome brings, 
iu fact, dear, Revolution, 
mea it is tinged with Eed, 
(■though but iu retribution) 

Ellis timid souls with dread ; 

And it was rather risky 
._Your fortunes to combine 
VVlm forces fierce and frisky 
That ruled in Seventy-Nine, 
you, as the fair sequel 
.^Has very plainly shown. 

Were to the occasion equal. 

My beautififi. my own ! 

Yes, you conoihated 
My disingenuous foes, 

I MW them, who so hated, 

Half friendly ere your close. 

vondrous fasematiou 
Was all too much for them : 

Eor Enghsh affectation, 

plfiegm. 

It^^, jealous, cranky, 

Grew courteous, for your sake ; 


As for the swarming Yankee, 

He fairly “ took the cake.” 
You softened the stiff Spanish, 
And warmed the stolid Hutch, 
And no w, my dear, you vanish I 
It is indeed too much ! 


Pardon this deliquescence ! 
You never made me weep, 


Until I felt your presence, 

I could no longer keep. 

You filled the Beauteous City 
With nearly half the earth. 

The world should be more witty. 
More capable of mirth. 

For these mad months ot revel 
In the great Champ de Mars. 

It may not reach my level. 

It may not “ shock the stars ; ” 
But sure your crowded acres, 

Your dances, and yonr drinks. 
Might stir the dullest ftuakers 

warmth, and winks. 
^ ^ jom pictures. 

Was piquant, chic, and pschuit ! 
And as for prudish strictures 
On them we may be mute* 

You sent us up like rockets, 
^^^ous autres. The Great City 
Filled all its streets— and pockets. 
Tis past, dear, — oh I the pity ! 


Nov charmed — by you— to dizziness. 
Contentedly they jog ; 

And then, dear, the Elections ! 

The chances of the Urns 
Roused me to strange reflections, 
Hopeful and sad by turns. 

Thanks to you, pas de danger ! 

Reaction you disarmed ; 

You bottled up Bottlanueb, 

And the Red Spectre charmed. 


He^ite aU cynic snarhng, 
’Twas vou and vonr ffrej 


<1 « Tower, 
Saved the Repnolic,” darling I 
I owe you peace and power ; 
Safety— J77-0 tern, — ^from faction, 
From zealots coarse and crude. 
Mad Reds and crass Reaction. 

Accept my gratitade ! 

And so, adieu I It must be ! 

The hour is struck ! I fear ! 

In whom shall now my trust be ? 

What bodes the coming year ? 
Hushed is the brilliant Babel, 
Though you have left its Tower. 
As popular and stable 
Be Za Hepuhlique power ! 

No fault of yours, at any rate, 
^ould History say, “ She fell 
Enfeebled foul, degenerate.” — 
Farewell, ma chere, farewell ! I ! 


A^ one thmg more I owe you. 

Hardly till you depart 
I ^Uy, fuUy know you, 

O mistress of my heart ! 

That ancient Bastille business 
Might have set tools agog, 


“Othello’s Occupation’s Gone.”— Now 
mat the annual Licensing Hay is past, and 

rhAMna'lA VaII r. J ^ 


iXT Tir • AJiueiibiug x/ay is pasi, aua 

umMusic-haUIuspeetionisof no presentvalue, 
what a dull time the Much HougtAll must be 
having ! He will have to take up the drains 
again. Yes, to be sewer. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


A SONG OF SLAUGHTER. 

[Disrespectfully dedicated hy Mr, Punch to the Songbird Slayers, 
“Blackbirds are a very popular decoration just now. Tkey are placed 
singly on tke bonnets and collectively on tke Bats, being in some instances 
poised as if for immediate fly, and in others, perched in all manner of 
attitudes. ITo other bird is as well liked as the blackbird, for none can give 
the same air of smartness to a hat or bonnet.” — Fashio/i Revmv, 

Air— “ A Song of SixpenceP 


SiNO a song of slaugh- 
ter 

Worthy a Tvild cat ! 

Four - and - twenty 
blackbirds 

Perched on a hat ! 

When the Summer 
opened 

Blackbirds began to 
sing, 

Bnt by gentlewoman’s 
wish 

: They were shot a- wing. 


The Milliner in her| 
connting-honse ! 

Cotmting out her 
^ money ! 

The swell dame in her 
drawing-room, 

^ I^oohing sweet as 

- honey ! 

Punch walked in his 
^ garden, [close, 

t A-t the Autumn’s 

' In sick desijair that 
women fair 

Should be the birds’ worst foes ! 


CONCERNING, MORE OR LESS, THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER: 

[An Extract from a Qiiy Catechism,) 

Question, Can you tell me anything about the Lord Mayor’s Show 
this year ? 

Answer, FTot much, save that the Hon. Lewis Wingfield and 
Mr. Augustus Bahris are both to have something to do with it. 

Q. But, will not that fact argue that the costumes will be correct, 
and the mise-en-scene perfect ? 

A, Certainly.^ Mr. Wingfield will never cease to be remem- 
bered as the designer of the dresses worn in the Mashe of Flowers^ 
at Gray’s Inn, and the stage-management of Augustus Drurio- 
LANUS is not to be eguahed, much less surpassed. 

Q, Will there be any particular novelty in this year’s Show ? 

A, Certainly. Major Bubnaby will no longer appear in a magnid- 
eent u^orm on a charger, as the City Marshal, but will join the 
crowd in the Lord Mayor’s coach, wearing a barrister’s gown and wig? 

Q. Dear me ! Why this change ? 

A, The gallant Major has retired from the military duties of the 
City to become the Common Crier, 

Q. Is it not true that the Lord Mayor Elect wished to walk in 
the procession, instead of using the State Coach ? 

-df. Yes, when Mace and Sword would both have had a bad time 
of it, especially i£ it had rained 1 

Q. How could the Lord Mayor Elect have avoided riding in a 
carriage on the Sabbath, without causing comment or commotion ? 

A, By aUowmg someone else to have been Chief Magisliate this 
time, and waiting his turn until a year arrived when the Ninth of 
November did wo? fall on a Saturday. 

Q. What startling piece of information has the incident revealed? 

A , That, in spite of his name and general appearance. Sir Henry 
Aaron Isaacs is a member of the Hebrew persuasion ! 

Q. Did not the Lord Chancellor refer to this fact in congratulating 
the Lord Mayor upon his existence in the Nineteenth Centmry instead 
of the Twelfth? 

A, Yes, for seven hundred years ago the Lord Mayor, had he been 
a J ew, would have been treated to a stake instead of a turtle ! 

Q, I believe that Lord Mayor Whitehead celebrated the TOOth 
anniversary of the Mayoralty by giving a ball at the Mansion House 
last week ?^ 

A, He did ; but, somehow or another, it fell rather flat. 

Q. Is not the Lord Mayor’s Show to include FitzAlwyne in the 
character of the First Mayor of London ? 

^ it is said, a fact which argues that Gilbert Beeet, father 
of St. Thomas of Canterbury, Portreve of London, and a member of 
me community which subsequently became known as the Mercers’ 
t^jfpany,^ can be little known east of the Griffin. 

Q. Is historical accuracy absolutely necessary m the Lord Mayor’s 
Show? 

-4. CertaMy not, so long as the ot 'iroWoi have somethiug strange to 
se^they will be satisfied, 

. Q* W^jt great historical character could have been appropriately 
introduced into this year’s Procession ? 

A, Mr. P. T. Barnum, who would have found himself quite at 
nome amongst such surroundings. 

Q. And now one more question. The Lord Mayor of London 
^pe^s m two aspects. In the first he is worthily the Chief 
Magistete of the greatest City in the World, a person of infinite 
imporiance,^[n the second, he is merely an uncouth gormandiser 
is the correct view ? 

A, Both ! It depends upon the holder of the office to falsify either I 


MR. PUNCH'S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

No, XL— The Panegyric Patter. 

This ditty is designed to give some expression to the passionate 
enthusiasm for Nature which is occasionally observable in the 
Music-haU songstress. The young lady who sings these verses will 
of course appear m appropriate costume; viz,, a large white hat 
and feathers, a crimson sunshade, a pink frock, high^eeled sand- 
shoes, and a liberal extent of black silli stockings. A phonetic 
spelling has been adopted where necessary to bring out the rhyme, 
for the convenience of the reader only, as the Singer will instinctively 
give the vowel-sounds the pronunciation intended by the author. 

First Verse, 

Oh, I love to sit a-gyzing on the boundless blue horizing, 

When the scorchmg snn is hlyzrng down on sands, and ships, and 
seal 

And to watch the busy figgers of the happy little diggers, 

Or to listen to the niggers, when they choose to come to me ! 

Chorus [to which the Singer should sway in waltz~time,) 

For I ’m ofiuUy fond of the ^«fl-side ! ! 

If I ’d only my w’y I would de-cide 
To dwell evermore. 

By the murmuring shore, 

With the biUows a-hlustering ie-side ! I 

Second Verse. j 

Then how pleasant of a morning, to be up before the domingj j 

And to sally forth a-prorning— e’en if nothing hack yon brmg ! 
Some young men who like fatigue ’ll go and try to pot a sea-giiU, 
What ’s the odds if it ’s illegal, or the bird they only wing ? 
Chorii8—FoT it ’s one of the sports of the jS'^G-side ! &c. 

Third Verse. 

Then what j’^^ go a bything— though you’ll swim, if you’re a sly 

Like a mermaif nimbly writhing, with a foot upon the sand ! 

When you ’re tired of old Poseidon, there ’s the pier to promenide on, 
Strauss, and Sullivan, and Haydn form the programme of the 
hand. 

Chorus— Pot there’s always a hand at the ^^G-side ! &c. 
Fourth Verse. 

And, with boatmen so beguiling, sev’ral parties go out siling, 

Sitting all together smiling, handing sandwiches about. 

To the sound of concertiner,— till they ’re gradually greener, 

And they wish the ham was leaner, as they sip their bottled stout.- 
CAorws— And they cry, “Put us hack on the /Sea-side!” &c. 

Fifth Verse, 

There is pleasure unalloyed m hiring hacks and gomg roiding, 


(If you stick on tight, avoiding any cropper or mishap,) 

Or about the rocks you ramble ; over boulders slip and scramble ; 

Or sit down and do a gamble, playing “ Loo ” or “ Penny Nap.” 

Penny Nap ” is the gyme for the ;S'ea-side ! <S:c. 

Sixth Verse. 

Then it’s lovely to be spewning, all the glamour of the mewn ic, 
With your love his banjo tewning, ere flirtation can begin ! 

As along the sands you’re strowling, till the hour of ten is towling, 
And your Ma, severely scowling, asks “ Wherever yon have bin ! ” 
Chorus-Then you answer “I’ve been by the A^ea-side ! ’ ’ <S:c. 

Seventh Verse, 

Should the sky be dark and frowning, and the restless winds he 
mowning, 

With the breakers’ thunder drowning all the laughter and the 
glee ; 

And the day should prove a drencher, out of doors you will not 
venteher, 

But you ’ll read the volumes lent yer hy the Local Lihraree ! 
Chorus— Pot there’s sure to he one at the ^ea-side ! &c. 

Eighth Verse, 

If the weather gets no calmer, you can patronise the dramer, 

Where the leading lady charmer is a chit of forty-four ; ^ 

And a duty none would shirk is to attend the stroUmg circus, [dror . 
For they ’d all he in the workhouse, should their antics cease to 
Chorus— And. they ’re part of the joys of the ^cfl-side ! &e. 

Encore Verse (<o he used only in case of emergency). 

Well, I reelly must he gowing — \ ’ve just time to make my how in- 
But I tharuk you for allowing me to patter on so long. , . . 

And if, like me, you ’xe pining for the breezes there ’s some brine in, 
Why, I ’ll trouble you to jine in with the chorus to my song I 

Chorus [aU Ugether)—0\ we ’re offuHy fond of the /Sea- 
side ! &c. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[November 9 , 1889 . 



CHILL OCTOBER. 

Fair Ladij, “ What beautiful Chrysanthemums you 'ye got, Sir Gorgius ! ” 
Sir Gorgius {who is no Botanist), ‘ ‘ A — ^tes, I flatter myself they *re not 
BXI>~-CONSJDEBIKO THE TlUS OF YeAB ! ** 


EACING THE ^^EECORD.” ' 

{Suggestion for a brief Mid-Atlantic Cantata , ) 

** Tearing a-head with the green sea sweeping the decks from end to end^nerer slackiiig 
speed in the face of the heayiest weather, re^armess alike of the risk of crashing into some 
coining vessel and of the chance of splitting in half on some suddenly appearing ice-herg, 
as of the dense fog which conceals both ; with fires blazing and stokers fainting over the 
stress of work that is wrung out of them— the passage is made, from start to finish, at high- 
pressure pace» What is gained is a few hours^ triumph in time over the performance of 
some rival Company, and the cost, if the practice be not speedily checked, will, sooner or 
later, most assuredly be the loss in Mid- Atlantic of a whole shipload of loudly-protesting 
but as yet helpless and totally unheeded passengers.” — Notes of some recent Atlantic 
Fassages taken at random from the Daily Fapers, 

The Scene is supposed to represent the quarter-deck of the Blue and White- 
Spangled Ball Compands celelratea liner ^ ** Spasmodic, making her way 
at full speed across the Atlantic in the face of an opposing hurricane. Most 
of those on hoard have been driven to their berths by the terrible weather, 
but a small and desperate remnant, who have noticed that though a blinding 
snow-storm has just set in and lent additional danger andhorror to the situa- 
tion, /Ae Captain instead of slackening speed has only shouted down the pipe 
to the JEngine-room, “ to pile on the coal, open all the draughts, and get if 
possible^ another couple of knots an hour out of herP summoning all their 
remaining energies, and maddened with terror and physical discomfort, 
pursue him to the bridge, where, surrounding him as well as they can by 
clinging to the bulwarks, they denounce him in the following chorus : — 

Chorus of Frantic Passengers. 

Heavens I we are wild with witless On through fog and snow-storm madly 
YTonder ! [motion, dawiing, [crashing, 

Dazed with terror ! sicken’d with the And ’mid broken ice-drifts wildly 
Dragging-over, through, but mostly Boilers hissing, and mth fuinaoe 


under [Ocean! 

Yolnmes of this cursed Atlantic 
We care not to go a little faster, 

M the cost of dinger or disaster— 
Y^like daves, bound to a despot 
WeNe no appeal; [master. 


flashing. 

Your way you feel [take, — 
A precious way I — which we, alas! must 
For we are bound to follow in your 

wake ! [afford 

Now, , if to argue you would dare 


lA tremendous sea breaks over the deck, and flooding 
everything, sweeps half the Chorus away. 

Excuse us,— but there ’s some one overboard— 

A boat, a line, — a life-buoy you’d best drop. 

The Captain, gloomily at the sea and then consult- 

ing his watch,) 

Perhaps ! {hesitating). But no ! I havenH time to stop ! 

Frantic Passengers {struggling to get together, and 
though dripping and disheartened, assuming, as well 
as they can, a threatening attitude,) 

Inhuman ! Monstrous ! 

Captain {reflectively),' 

P’raps you may be right. 

{Still turning it over,) 

And yet, perhaps, — on second thoughts, — not quite ! 

Frantic Passengers {with much interest), 

* ‘ On second thoughts ! ’ ’ Those mystic words make clear. 
Captain {with alacrity). 

With pleasure ! if you ’ll kindly lend your ear. 

In matters personal I needs must dip 
To show you how I have to “ boss” this ship. 

But as your language has been somewhat strong,— 

I think I ’ll sing to you the “ Captain’s song.” 

Frantic Passengers. 

Arranging themselves in attitudes of profound attention. 

You cannot well make right come out of wrong, 

But, never mind ! we ’ll hear the Captain’s song.” 

The Captain’s Song. 

When I was a sailor lad, don’t you know, 

I thought it all ri^ht to act on the square': 

But that was a precious long time ago, 

And life seemed then quite another affair ! 

For to bring home your cargo safe and sound 
Was the game we played, acting fair all round ; 

I But in those days no foe had you to meet, 

Nor hour to save, nor Record to beat ! 

And just to give all sound seamanship the slip. 

Was never the way to become Boss of your Ship ! 

But now that I ’ve grown older, don’t you know, 

I ’m bound just to see which way the wind sets. 

Well, — ^it’s dead against the passage that ’s slow. 

Which judgment falls in with the hints one gets. 

“ Pile on the coal, and never mind the hill ! ” 

“ Burst on through fog, mate, you won’t have a spill,” 
“And if another craft you chance to meet,— 

Cut it down,— but the Record you must beat !’[ 

“ Let the six days prove a downright racing trip ; 

See to this, — and you shall be Boss of your Ship / ” 

Frantic Passengers. 

We with the Captain have no Ydsh to quarrel, 

Though we must own we find his song immoral. 

Captain {with melancholy resignation). 

Ah ! you behold in me the child of chances, 

The victim of untoward circumstances. 

(He issues further w'ders through the pipe communi 
eating with the JSngine-room,) 

Orders must be obeyed ! {A tremendous crash heard,) 

Dear me ! This clatter ? 

[TAe vessel dashes on to an Ice-berg and sinks. The 
Captain and Frantic Passengers escape from the 
, waves and climb up its sides. 

Captain {calmly" surveying the scene). 

Ah, well ! Apparently this ends the matter ! 

Finaie of Frantic Passengers,' 

Awful ! Still, what we expected, 

And the Company detected, 

Now shall pay for all its crimes. 

For OUT wrongs commnuicating, i 

^ We our case soon will be stating, — 

) In a Letter to the Times ! 

[The Frantic Passeimers are about to advance on the 
now defenceless Captain, when the Scene opens at 
b the back and discloses the Diseased Demon of Unwhole- 
r some Competition, who, smiling blandly on the 
struggling Survivors, stretches out a protecting hand 
b1 aver him as Curtain falls, . , 
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MR. PUNCH'S PUZZLE-HEADED PEOPLE. No. 6. ALL HARCOURTS.' 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXXXIII. Sm William Harcottilt at Malwood, Ltndhttbst. 
yoB joTitney down by tlie London and Sonth-Westem Railway, 
wnicn W brongnt SalLsbnry well within two hours of Waterloo, and 
J^yes Hampton Court sometimes an bonr and a half behind, yon haye 
time to reflect upon the oddity of tbe appellation of the district whither 
yon are, more or less, harrying. The natural disposition, in reflect- 
mg upon the Hew Forest, is to imagine a recent plantation, where 
tne young twigs wrestle with each other for space and breadth. But, 
as jou ijresently discover, the Hew Forest is really old. It certainly 
existed in the time of William: Rufus (so called on account of the 


colour of his hair), who was shot within a few paces of the place where 
the Squire of Malwood, with finger and thumb gently caressing his 
prenerous chin, meditates on tiie art of governing men. It is, 
mdeed, time that facts were boldly confronted, and, what has for 
centuries been known as the Hew Forest, should now be frankly 
recognised as the Old. 

You are thinking of these things as you cross the dewlapped lawn, 
that spreads itself nke a great green apron before the stately towers 
of Malwood. To the meditative mind, such as that possessed by 
your host, tWs is, perchance, tiie choicest season of the year at which 
to dweU in the glades of the Hew Forest. The hand of Autumn has | 
dainty touched the leaves on the immemorial trees, and, behold I 






228 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Novekber 9, i889. 


they glow with colon, which it would be difficult to match at 
Lebeety’s, in Eegent Street. The recent high winds have dealt 
hardly with the giants of the wood, robbing them, of the cherished 
companionship of the leaves, which now lie strevm in glade and road- 
way, covering the earth with what, in the distance, looks like a 
faded Turkey carpet. . , , , ^ ^ 

Through a long corridor, adorned with heads of deer bought of 
Jameach, and the colossal antlers of the New Forest stag which 
William Rxjeijs was stalking when he met with the accident above 
alluded to, your ho'st leads the way to' his study. As his tall figure 
lithely moves over the harsh kamptulicon with a brisk footfall that 
scorns eighteen stone and sixty-two years, you cannot help being 
attracted by the picturesqueness of his attire. It consists, to the 
outward view, of a single garment, once white, which envelops the 
stately figure from shoulder to heel. About the massive chest the 
garment is cunningly gathered in pleats, and boldly stitched. 

“Ah, Toby! old friend,’’ says the Squire of Malwood. “I see 
you are admiring my dress. You recognise the good old EngUsh 
smock-frock ? I always wear it down in the country. It combines 
ease with elegance, and I am told it washes well, though, as yet, I 
have not put it to the test.” 

Before the deeply mulhoned window I in the study where the 
Squire of Malwood sits and broods over impromptus that shall 
smntillate through the House of Commons, there is opened a broad 
glade of spruce firs, laurels and a row of radient rhododendra. In 
the intervSls of his interesting political career the Squire of Malwood 
has found time to carry out a notable idea. Hemmed in by the 
BO-caUed New Forest he could, as he pleasantly puts it, hardly see 
the wood for the trees. He has, accordingly, cut out glades in front 
of the principal windows, and you are glauomg down one facing the 
study, when your host, suddenly dropping into a high-backed arm- 
chair once the property of the father of Alfred The Great, tells 
you the story of his life. Inoidentally , and by way of illustrating suc- 
cessive episodes, your host reaches forth his hand, and takes from the 
serried ranks of books which fill the beetling recesses of the bearded 
bog-oak book-case a volume of Hansard, You notice that there is a 
remarkable simfiaxity in the contents of the book-case. They are, as 
you presently learn, all volumes of Hansard^ or scrap-books stoutly 
bound filled with newspaper extracts. You observe, that in each 
volume of Hansard pages are here and there turned down, m each 
case, oddly enough, at a speech delivered by your host, whilst the 
soxap-boo& are full of the stored wisdom he has generously dis- 
tribute in various parts of the country. Your host proposes, if 
you have nothing else to do, that you should spend the afternoon 
there, looking through the series of speeches over which the lambent 
light of wit flashes. But you remember you have an engagement 
In town, and must think of going. 

“ But you haven’t hmohed,” says your genial host, his handsome 
face aglow with the beams of hospitality, too rarely seen in your 
^ zecent wandemg. You admit that you have not yet lunched, hut 
^faBcrve (jocosely), that the day is young, Yonr genial host explains 
’ aLways lunches at twelve o’clock, and heartily invites yon 

^ mkfw hinu He leads the way, not into the dining -room as yoc 

expect, but out under the antlers of the New Forest stag, through the 
ancient porch of Malwood, under the brick gables of the old mansion. 

“ 'W'ait there a moment,” he says, and trips off, holding the smock- 
frock skittishly by the skirt, disclosing a pair of costly carpet 
slippers guiltless of heel. 

whilst you are musing in pleased anticipation of the coming 
symposium, regarding it as a favourable opportumty of learning 
more of the history of the remarkable man who is your host, the 
Squire of Malwood comes back, carrying a parcel wrapped np in a 
red and bine cotton pocketbandkerchief . He leads tbe way by the 
belt of spruce-firs and laurels, crossing and re-crossing the limpid 
waters of the willow-fringed brook, till you reach a field of magnifi- 
cent mangel-wurzels, which stretches iu illimitable length, till it 
threatens to impinge on the distant Wiltshire Downs. You begin 
to think that the question of lunch has escaped your genial host, 
but are promptly undeceived. The Squire oi Malwood scrambles 
on to a low wall skirting the broad pasture-land, and untyiag the 
red and bine cotton handkerchief discloses its contents— a thick 
chop of bacon, half a loaf, and a crust of Dutch cheese, 

‘^I always lunch here,” he says, as you gaze in some embanass- 
ment on tbe prospect. “ Guite tbe thing in the qouutryj you know. 
(3ut np on the waU, and fall to. Got a pocket-knife No ? Always 
carry a pocket-knife with you. I ’ll lend you mine in a moment ; ’ 
and your host produces from a recess in the skirt of the smock-frock 
a buck-handled steel implement, which he opens, and_ proceeds to 
slice the slab of bacon, f alliag-to at his meal with alarming gusto. 

On the whole, you decide that it is rather early for luncheon, and 
your host, still seated on the wall, and working lustily mth the ^ck- 
haudled implement, continues the story of his life, which, somehow, 
seems to have lost in interest, and yon are not sorry "when, the’crust 
and cheese having followed the bacon and the bread, your host descends 
from the wall, and, stiH gaily chatting, walks with yon through the 
quiet Autumn fields towards the hustling railway station. 

A IT HEREDITARY GRAND PAXCOlirER, \rlio, thougli yW- 
ijL vided with a shilling handbook on “ the management of ffie 
hawk,” hoods, claw-hells, and other requisite paraphernalia of his 
calling, has had, in consequence of the operation of domestic and 
economic reforms, to relinquish his situation, together with its 
emoluments, would he glad to hear of some other post, hereditwy 
or otherwise, where he would he expected to discharge duties of a 
similar light and fanciful character at an equally^ adequate ^d 
satisfactory rate of remuneration. As, though nominally a Fal- 
coner,” owing to the fact that in his last place, in consequence of 
the entire absence of any birds, his aeqnamtanoe with the 

1 ment of the falcon mignt be regarded as theoretical rather th^ 
practical, he is not particular, in seeking another situation, to d^ote 

1 himself to the charge of this particular kind of feathered creature, 

‘ hut would willingly undertake the care of canaries, a few parrots, 
j or even, under certain conditions, a dozen or two of the con^on; 
i domestic fowl. Indeed, for a suitable stipend, which the Advertiser 
L chiefly requires, he would not object to devote his attention to tae 

L charge of a collktion white mice, rabbits or guinea-pigs. 


^ K0!I^CE.--*B€geeted OexnmitideaUonB or ComtributionE, ^etlwr MS., Treated Matter, Braxdnge, or Pictnies of any deeoxiption, wffl 
in no ^6 re turned,^ not eVbn when afcfcbmpttnifed by a Stamped and Ad^'eni^ed 3^yetope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this mil 
there wul he no enuepluon. 
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UNTILED; OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

« Tres Tolontiers,” repartit le demon, “ Tons aimez les taWeanx changeans : je venx vous contenter,” 

Le DiahU JBoitmx, 

XI. 

‘‘ Mad mirtli, and sullen misery ! ^ M 

These divide ^ 

The empire of the night, 0 sha- ^ 


‘‘ Mad mirth, and sullen misery ! ^ M 

These divide ^ 

The empire of the night, 0 sha- ^ 

In this colossal city ! ” Y 

So I, ^ on^w^sged. “ Scarce 

Dulness ot wild delirium, poor or 

“ Earnestness always either, fogs 

Chuckled^ my*c^cerowe. “ Eash- 

Save that. To ^ see ’tis’ not/ amu- 

*Twould ?end an extra chiU to If / * ( 

Winter’s snow, i 'Uu «|1MB 

And dull the sheen of Sum- ^'1'^ i jy /gpp''T'lv^' ‘ ' 

mer. 

** Xot to amuse oneself ! That crowning Laughs with hysteria’s high and crackling 
curse ^ ^ laugh, 

M!eans excommunication. Power of Purse, Whilst he, her partner, at the risque chaff 
Brain, Beauty, all are Vanity, Shakes, well-nigh apoplectic. 

If they bring not what the world calls * good << "v^rine mounts, wit flows, such wit as wine 
fun;’ [‘run,’ evokes 

With ^t bad form or vulgar farce wiU go^g ^ which the Ughtest social yokes 
Though void of taste or sanity. burdens to be lifted. 
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Though void of taste or sanity. 


‘ These throngs at least amusa themselves ! ” Laughter with loosened zone is charteredLere. 


I saw I 

A scene to ffU a ffunkey’s soul with awe— 
Gay garments, glittering jewels ; 

The raven ^oss of swell-ont broadcloth close 
With whirling ^clouds of satin milk-and- 
rose, 

Bare laces, radiant “ crewels.” 

The walls were’ wide, the stiU electric 
I sheen, [scene. 


Different from yon dark slum, whose shadows 
With rare gas-jets are rifted ? ” [drear 

Different, indeed ! I heard the shrill of song 
Ciude-hurthened raising echoes loud and long 
Of mellow maiden-merriment. 

How curious the response when stealthy skill 
In coarseness on the polished world’s good- 
Makes cynical experiment ! [will 

The fire of passion and the feverish fret 


Lay like rose-softened sunshine o’er the Of speculation rage, Bon~moi and bet, 


Bass murmur, treble' twitter. 
Mounted in mingled cadences from lips 


Wager and amorous whisper, 
Alternate sound on our ubiquitous ear. 


Lingering o’er mirthful mots and amorous Begard that girl. When saw you eyes more 
quips, ^ Lips redder, curl- crop crisper? [clear, 

Amidst the glow and glitter. would say, should still he cloistered up 

“ These bacchanals,” said my Guide, “ are At home with poetry and her pet pug-pup, 
truly ‘ tiled,’ [smiled Her music and her novels. 

“ Save to ourselves. The Maenads might have Yet_here she smiles where stage-stars strut 


TJ]pon such secret orgies ; and flaunt. 

Scenes of such varied and voluptuous ease What does young Innocence in a gilded haunt, 
Wealth’s deft, audacious caterers planned to Where Caste in coarseness grovels ? 

please , . , _ “Caste? Innocence? We must not look too 

The Caesars and the Georges. [rose,” 

“ There stands the clever caterer of to-day ! Some here, scarce roses, have lived near the 
Silenus might have squeezed his winy spray My gtdde responded drily. 

On Hs Bardolphian features. ^ “ The * aleatic tendency,’ yon know, 

Trim-shaven, smartly clad, with a still smile, As Bobest Louis calls it, must have flow 


And a subdued half swagger, in Ihe style Or openly or slUy. 

Of Mammon’s chosen creatures. “ Sense-stir, and Speculation, and the taste 

“ He schemes, he manages, he nnderstands, For the adv^turons, move the most chaste, 
But lolls with smile-wreathed lips and white ^ And tickle the most prudent. ^ 

fat hands In- proper ’ breasts oft lurks a craving hot 

Against the curtained portal ; For the equivocal— even when not 

Mercury, Bacchus, Ganymede in one, Immaculately pudeut. 

But to &ese strange Olympian better ftm ^ curiosity about the ways 

Inan any old Immortal. q£ j)eclassees^ in our period, plays 

‘ ‘ Purveyor he of fashionable mirth, Its part in ‘ good ’ society. 

A genial mask, though earthy of the earth, ’Tis so ‘ amusing,’ this haH-world, so rife 
You see the clever schemer With ‘ incidents’ that lend to iow s dull L 

Of tedium-proof amusement serves his kind Some touch of chic variety. 

More M inters of the March of Mind, .. gambling-heU and the lupanar ? ! 

Or p hil a nthr opic dreamers. Zoni. adds a zest, high play a glow 

** At least they think so, these ‘ smart ’ nojen, To moral tedium vitce. 

light maids, Think you yon caterer, aiming to Amuse, 

And frisky matrons. Mirth has many grades ; Of scurril Momus does not gauge the use 
That girl there glittering, hectic, And venal Aphrodite ? ” 


“ A curiosity about the ways 
Of the Declasseesj in our period, plays 
Its part in ‘ good ’ society. 

’Tis so ‘ amusing,’ this haH-world, so rife 
With ‘ incidents’ that lend to ion’s dull life 
Some touch of chic variety. 

‘ ‘ The gamhling-hell and the lupanar ? ISfo I 
But Zola adds a zest, high play a glow 
To moral tedium vitee. 

Think you yon caterer, aiming to Amuse, 


“TWAS A GLORIOUS VICTORY, "-AND 
ADVERTISEMENT! 

Dead Mb. Pijbch, 

I HAVE read with the greatest in- 
terest a letter to your contemporaries from 
Mr. AtrausTirs TTabbts, in which that accom- 
plished and patriotic gentleman suggests, 
that there should be a grand collection of 
relies in honour of the 75th Anniversary of 
the Battle of Waterloo, which is dne next 
year. 

As the Lessee of Drury Lane Theatre 
invited co-operation from everybody, T im- 
mediately set to work to pick up mementoes 
of the glorious victory with— as you wiU see 
—some success. It is my desire that the 
esbibition should be as complete as possible, 
and if any feeble efforts of mine can con- 
tribute to mat end, I shall be more than repaid 
for any trouble 1 may take in the matter. 
Subjoined is my first list of exhibits. 

Portrait of the Great Duke of WELinsra- 
TOir, published some years ago at the 
selLmg price of a penny plain, and twopence 
coloured. 

Bronze coin, bearing the head of Napoleon 
THE Thibd. It is a strange fact that this 
valuable piece has been refused by two omni- 
bus conductors, showing that latent animosity 
still exists between the English and the 
French. 

Broom carried for many years by the junior 
crossing- sweeper of Waterloo Place. 

Cards used for playing Napoleon. A pro'pos 
of this game, the expression “ going nap ” no 
doubt referred to the deposed Emperor’s de- 
parture for St. Helena. 

Set of wheels from a broken-up Waterloo 
omnibus. 

Draft application to the Council of the 
Boyal United Service Institation asking for 
the loan of the skull of Shaw the Life Guards- 
man, which has somehow or another found 
its way into the Museum of that valuable 
organisation. 

Gate of the North Toll-house on old 
Waterloo Bridge. 

Naj^oleon^s JDream Booh^ a cheap and in- 
I terestmg treatise upon Fate, said to have 
been used by the greatest General of his age 
before all his victories, proving that his success 
^ might have been attributable to the power of 
witchcraft. Sold even to this day at a penny 
L a copy. 

^ Acting edition of the Battle of Waterloo, 
drama ;]^yed at Astley’s. 

' Pair of quaint old Weliington hoots— an 
heir-loom. 

) Card of admission to the “Extra Booms” 

’ at Madame Tussaud’s, where “Napoleonic 
5 relies” are always on view. 

There, Sir ; I do not think this bad for a 
beginning. But why not have other celebra- 
tions ? 

Next year the 824th Anniversary of the 
Battle of Hastings will be due, when there 
might he a grand exhibition of boarding- 
house farniture, in honour of the victory 
having been gained at a now favourite water- 
ing-place. Then we might have the anniver- 
saries of other things — the invention of the 
umbrella, the discovery of sugar, the first 
mixing of lobster-salad, and so forth. 

Of course the difficmty would be to find 
a site for the holding of exhibitions appro- 
priate to the celebration of these interesting 
events. 

In the case of the Battle of Waterloo, Mr. 
Attgustus Habbis had a new panorama ready 
to hanL For all that, I cannot ima^e how 
he came to i^biTtk of such a clever thmg ! 

Yours truly, 

Simon Simple Simple-Simon. 

Crackup Court, near Puffhorough. - 
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UP-HILL WORK. 

Mr, launch (to Mrs. LoTidon County Council). '* CoNaBATULATE yott, Ma’am, on bbtainino such a oapitai. Chaibman* He'll get you along, if anyone oan I 
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AN ACT OP UNIPORMITT. 

It is an open secret that, should the 
Austrian idea of ijnttingr the Civil Service of 
the Crown in uniform he adopted in this 
coxintry, the following dress-regnlations will 
be enforced in the Government offices hereunto 
referred:— 

Admiealty. FirsUgrade Cocked 

hats, blue spectacles, epaulettes, regulation 
blotting-paper, with inch bullion border and 
gold-tipped ruler. Gold pen. 

All other Grades, — ^A. B. seaman’s costume, 
with chevrons, ink-bottle, and lanyard. Steel 
pen. 

Attdit Oppice. First-grade Officials , — 
Cocked hats, green spectacles, epaulettes, 
relation blotting-paper with Jaalf-mcn 
bullion border, and silver-tipped ruler. Gold 
pen. 

All other Grades, — Costume of Audit Ale- 
brewers’ draymen. Steel pens, 

Ltjnact Commission. Commissioners, — 
Burlesque cocked hats, and heavily buUioned 
strait-waistcoats. Secretary, — Robes of a 
Barrister-at-Law, with the wig decorated 
with bits of straw. 

Post Oppice. First-grade Officials, ^Cooked 
hats, decorated with Christmas cards, and 
sample coats, of .various, patterns. Gold 
pens. 

All other 6rrades.— Postman’s uniform of 
the period, augmented. 

Teeasxtet. First-grade Cocked 

hats, eloth-of-gold coats, with guinea-but- 
tons. Waistcoats of various colours, fresh 
from the Mint die. Pens gold. 

All other Evening dress of the 

theatrical treasurers, with orders for the Pit 
and Upper Boxes. Pens steel. 

War Oppioe. First-grade Officials,— 
Cocked hats, armour from the Tower, con- 
demned maps of the Intelligence Department 
converted into tail-coats. Blotting-paper, 
with regulation S-inch bullion border. Red 
tape. Gold pens. 

All other Grades, — Cast-ofE uniforms of 
Royal Engineers engaged upon purely civilian 
work, and therefore not required for service 
in the Army. 



"a clean breast of it.” 


The Magistrate, Oh I—yoit admit making Counterpeit Money then ? ” 

Prismer {airily), “ Well, the paci is, yoxjr Washup, the supply o* the Genuine 
Article is so extremely limited, and things generally are so very tight commer- 
cially, THAT A POOR EeLLOW MUST DO SOMETHING THESE TIMES TO TURN AN HONEST PeNNY I” 


UP-HILL WORK, 


THE NINTH. 


Mr, Punch loquitur : — 

Up-hill work ? To be sure. And, my very dear Madam, 
Up-hill’s always stiffish whatever the road, 

Whether gravel provincial or London Macadam ; 

But much, very much, to your “ Chairman” is owed, 
Eor choosing straight courses and obstacles clearing, 

And pullmg and hauling with hearty good will. 

I congratulate you on the prospect most cheering, 

At least for a time, of retaining him still. 

If anyone can pnll you straight ne will do it. 

You’ll freely admit you ’re a pretty good weight ; 

And were yon to lose bom just now you might rue it, 
That’s hardly a thing that admits of dehate. 

And you. Mister Rosebery, Punch is delighted 
To know you ’ll remain for a time at your post. 

By pitchforks and pelting you ’ll not be affrighted ; 

’Tis true English fashion onr rulers to roast ; 

And when a new broom is found making a splutter, 

And not so much clearing as raising a dust, 

“ Olympian” critics, and others, will utter 
Some quips which appear, and perhaps are, unjust. 

Some L. C. C. doings nave roused cynic merriment, 

But Councils, like Rome, are not built in a day ; 

Mr, A wishes well to the mighty experiment, 

And he will take care it is given fair play. 

Meanwhile, Ma’am, if you will but just “ cut the cackle,” 
Some rushers restrain, and some chatterers burke, 

Tour excellent Chairman his task then may tackle 
With every prospect of less “ Up-hill Work ! ” 


The Lord Mayor’s Show, arranged by Mr. Lewis Wingitbld, was 
a great success, and Mr, Punch presents Baenijm lunior with the 
freedom of Fleet Street. The biggest crowd assembled to witness 
it that has been seen for some years. Lewis Le Grand himself sat 
in a carriage with three City magnates, and tried to look as if he had 
got there by accident, and his friends were merely “giving him a 
lift.” In the evening the scene in the Guildhall was brilliant. Mr. 
Stanhope spoke boldly about national defences when he looked 
round and saw General Atlas in a brand new uniform, with a 
sword by his side, “ready, aye, ready,” and Colonel Briefless, 
ablaze in scarlet, looking like a County Court Martial, burning to 
draw pleadings, defend the innocent, or charge a prisoner at the 
bar. Lord Saiisbxiry was heavy. He had nothing to say, and said 
something less than that, as he omitted to propose the Lord Mayor’s 
health, and had to be stirred up again, when he rose hi Ms place 
and gave the toast as a sort of after-thought. Sir Henry Isaacs 
spoke well, clearly to the point, and, above all, briefly. Arthur 
Balfour received a big ovation, and assumed an air of quiet 
surprise, as if uucertaiu whether the applause might not have been 
intended for some one else. Altogether a Hotable Hinth. 


NotRing Like Lather. 

The Scentenary of Pears’ Soap was celeb rated with a banquet 

f iven to Mr. Babratt, Sir Algernon Borthwick, Bart., M.P., 
eing iu the chair. Heedless to say that ^ there was a plentiful 
exMbition of soap on the occasion. The cMef feature of the menu 
was of course the cakes of soap. Sir Algernon made, as he always 
does, an excellent speech, and, as if he were at a double wedding, 
drank the health of The happy Pears.” 
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ANOTHER METROPOLITAN IMPROVEMENT. 

Patent Netting for taking Males on Board” when at Full Speed. A Saving of Time 

AND Horses. 


A EEAL “G-RAIN ELEVATOR.” 

It is the truth, the reality of Mr. 
CoBNBT Gf-EAiN’s sketches that ren- 
ders them so popular. He never 
attempts to improve our minds ; he 
tells us what we all knew before, but 
he puts everything in such a comic 
light, that he sends us away laughing 
at our misfortunes and making fun 
of our miseries. If we were in doleful 
dumps we would go to Mr. Cornet 
Grain to raise our spirits. The most 
recent addition to the Comeycopia is 
no exception to the rule, and the 
miseries of movingj the Irouhles of 
housekeeping, the irritative (luality 
of relations— and one’s relations are 
perhaps one of the ^’eatest troubles 
of life— are celebrated in song, sketch, 
and story, in most diverting fashion. 
The latest social satire by the popular 
entertainer is called, I^ve tatm a 
Souse, It will he certainly found 
this novelty has “ taken the house” 
at St. George’s HaU, and will pro- 
bably fill it for many nights to come. 


L. C. C. Prospects. — ^When Lord 
Rosebert retires from the Chairman- 
ship of the L. C. C., it is generally 
feared that they ’ll make a nice hash 
of it. It is now certain that ii not a 
hash, there’ll he a considerable taste 
of Haggis about whatever they do. 


HOW HE MANAGED IT. 

{From Our Own Thoroughly JteliaUe Correspondent at Constantinople,) 

“I am told that it is the Sultan’s chief care to give the Emperor no 
opportunity of entering into political conversation with him, and con- 
sequently everything is done to keep his German Majesty as much pre- 
occupied as possible. "What would he like to do or see, and what presents 
would he be pleased to accept from the Padishah ? As for the Emperor, 
he has already accepted four magnificent Arab or other steeds of snow-white 
colour, wMle a variegated pile of precious stuffs has been given to the 
Empress,” 

The result of my inquiries as to the reliability of the above 
paragraph, taken from the telegraphic communication of the repre- 
sentative of the Times^ that appeared iu the pages of that journal 
on Tuesday last, which you have sent to me with a request that I 
would either verify or contradict it, I herewith subjoin. Fortunately 
notes I had already made for my own use came opportunely to my 
aid, and enabled me fully to endorse and confirm the view of the 
situation as here suggested by the leading journal. 

I had heard from an infiuential and weU-informed diplomatist 
that the Sultan’s apprehensions were well founded, and that the 
young German Emperor’s sole object in paying his visit was literally 
to “ pump’’ his host upon the several Eastern questions now looming 
on the pofitical horizon, and that, determined to make himself under- 
stood, ne had got up a whole striug of questions with a Turkish 
Ollendorff that he meant to fall back upon as a last resource, if the 
Sultan pleaded, as he was informed it was his intention of doing, 
j his ignorance of French, German, English, Italian, or of any 
European tongue whatever, so as to avoid the chances of being drawn 
into a private conversation. 

But to resume. Perhaps there is no better method of furnishing 
you mth a precise account of what actually took place on the day of 
meeting, for instance, than placing before you a page of the Sultan’s 
scribbling diary, to wMch, owing to the politeness of an amiable 
backstairs Palace Official, I have been fortunate enough to obtain 
access. Here it is verbatim 

** 6 a,m:.— Aii;.told by my Master of Court Ceremonies that I ought 
to meet this German Christian Dog, arrayed, if possible, in some 
one of the milita^ dresses assumed by his own conntiymen. Allah 
is great I but tbis is a bore. However, I resign myself to the hands 
of my wardrobe-keeper.^ I appear, therefore, in a white nightgown, 
worn under a cuirass, with a dfragoon’s helmet, surmounted by a bed- 
room candle extinguisher, and in a pair of Jack-boots— (Allah is 
gwatl But, ohl^ these boots are tight!),— that reach up to my 
nips. Perhaps this disguise may save me five minutes of his con- 
versation, Al la h be praised ! It has. He has embraced in turn 
Rabat Pasha, Lakouic Bet, and Koumis Efeendi, taking each of 
wna^mmtake for me. At length, however, we are infioduced, 
Christian Dog seems struck with my appearance, as I limp to 


the carriage (Oh I Allah ! these boots !) ; but no sooner are we seated 
than he immediately begins the conversation, as I knew he would, 
with ‘ Well, worthy and well-beloved Second Cousin twice removed, 
what about Bulgaria f ’ My only answer is to smile, and shake my 
head, to indicate I do not understmid. He puts the same question in 
seveml different languages, but I merely repeat my snule, and 
continue to shake my head. He then begins his Turkish, and it is 
time to stop him, so I call an interpreter, and explain that I wish to 
make him a present. There are two tramway omnibuses passing, 
and I, on the spot, present him with these,— drivers, horses, passen- 
; gers and aU. I indicate that they shall be sent round to him at the 
lildiz Kiosk. The Christian Dog seems pleased, but again begins 
about Bulgaria. I again smile, but cut the conversation short by 
saying I must show him my soldiers. He takes to this, and is appa- 
rently absorbed in their manoeuvres for several hours. Allah be 
praised for this ! I can evidently keep him“quiet with soldiers. But. 
going home, he begins again about Bulgaria. I agaiu smile, and 
shake my head, and present him with another tramway omnibus. As 
I fancy he is going again to begin about Bulgaria, I add that I should 
like to present the Empress with some trifling memento, and we stop 
then and there at a haberdasher’s establishment, and I order several 
bales of chintz, curtain fringe, and glazed calico to be sent in to her ‘ Im- 
perial Majesty’ at once, and entered to the ‘National account.’ Fearing 
that he is again about to begin about Bulgaria, I tell him it strikes 
me he has not yet tasted our celebrated ‘ Ra-hat-la-koum,’ He 
shakes his head. I at once order three tons to be sent round to the 
Tildiz Kiosk, and also entered to the ‘National account.’ After 
warding ofi Bulgariajby presenting him in turns with a shower-bath, 
a complete set of bed-room furniture, a handful of unset jewels, a 1 
brass band, an iron-clad, and several more tramway omnibuses, all 
entered to the ‘ National aecount,’ I at length got rid of the Chnstian 
Dog till dinner-time by dropping him at the Bureau of the Mmister 
of War. 

“ 10*30 P.M.— AUab. he praised ! The Banquet is oyer, and I have 
as yet managed to steer clear of politics with the little Christian 
Dog. He made one attempt, after drinking some of his sour 'TOe 
from the Rhine with which I had provided him, but I again smiled, 
and shook my head and said, ‘ Ho, no ; dinner and polifles not good 
together. Afterwards with the coffee.’ But when the time for the 
coffee came, I hurried bi-m off to see the illuminations. Those were 
an afterthought. I wondered how I should get rid of him. ‘ Wl^I 
not illnmiaate the Bosphorus ? ’ suggested Riaz Pasha. A good idea. 
I gave the order at seven. By ten the whole city was a blaze of 
lanterns from the woods to the water’s edge. Allah he praised ! I have 
just seen the Christian Dog off in a caique, I can now letixe to r^t 
in peace. But there is stfll to-morrow to face. Well, I must giTe 
him some more tramway horses ; show bim some more soldiers. Let 
him have the run of the barracks. Then he has got to look at the 
Black Sea. Perhaps, too, he might he induced to run, over to Asia 






THE SHAMROCE PUZZLE. 


lx is aa Age of Fui^zles, and one meets 
The Sphinx — a penny one — about 
streets, 

Roying in maddening manner ; 
Whilst at our shops she offers you a lot 
Of mystery and muddlement for what 
The Docker calls a tanner,” 


He’ll whirl, he’ll twirl, he’ll twiddle, and 
he ’ll tip, [slip— 

This way and that the stubborn spheres may 
They stray, collide, and scatter. 

He mutters, “ Patience ! I shall get them in 
In time, and if at last the game I win, 

Delay is a small matter ! ” 


CHRYSANTHEMUM. 


“Its Japanese name signifies ‘the Queen of 
Flowers,’ and ‘ O-Kiktj-San ’ (Chrysanthemum) is 
a designation common enough for a Japanese girl.” 


She ’n ebon hair and almond eyes, 

CIl- _ 1 . - -1 •! 3 


She looked at me in mild surprise ; 

, The ‘ ‘ foreign devil ” then had come, 
i I sighed— it was in far Japan— 

And murmured, “ Sweet O-Eiku-San, 

Be mine, my own Chrysanthemum ! ” 

She smiled, and though of course she heard, 
She only understood one word. 

And so the smiling lips were dumb ; 

She knew I called her (Queen of Flowers ; ” 
I gazed each day for several hours 
IJpon my quaint Chrysanthemum. 

I set myself to try to please 
This fascinating Japanese ; 

I even played the native drum. 

She laughed, and clapped her tiny hands ; 

At last, I thought, she understands 
My ardent love— Chrysanthemum. 

But ah I they married her, A swell 
Of noble birth bore off my belle. 

And I was left exceeding glum ; 

And still a melancholy man, 

In memory of O-Kiot-Sait, 

I wear fhe gold Chrysanthemum ! 


STILL BAENUMMINC! 


Peripatetic Sphinx 1 Q,uite a new notion, 

But one which seems to stimulate devotion 
In every puzzle-lover. 

This (Edipxts a job has found, however. 
Which well might foil the champions, keen 
and clever, 

Who * ‘ do ” the * ‘ Pigs in Clover.’” 


Baeittjm— bar none, is the greatest Show- 
man of this or any other age, including all the 
heroes whom Ceobge Augusttts Pluiaech 
Saxa brought together in his effective speech 
last Friday. To what a Bamumie oration the 
bid Showman himself treated us! He has 
travelled aU over the world, but he never 


The Pigs in Clover ? Pooh 1 A docile lot 
Compared with these. Marbles to coax, or 
shot. 

Into the pen together. 

Takes time and patience. But these devious 
dodgers 

Within that centre to make common lodgers 
Strains wit beyond its tether. 


wandered further afield, or in more pleasant 
paths, than when he mounted his hobby and 
took us over so much of his old ground. 

Forty -five years ago Albbet Smith 
wrote in Bentley^ s Miscellany a paper en- 
titled, “A Qo-a-head Day with Baeettm.” 
The article wound up by saying : — “ As we 


expressed our fatigue at supper, Baeitijm: 
said, ‘ Well, I don’t know what you call work 


Circumgyrating in that Cretan maze. 

They wander in a manner that would craze 
The j^fifullest old Collie ; 

Whilst to unite them in that Shamrock 
centre ! — 

I The task, old (Ediptjs, is a tormentor ; 

The effort seems sheer folly. 


in England ; ibut i£ you don’t make thirty 
I hours out of the twenty-four in Merekey, I 
don’t know where you’d be at the year’s end. 


But (Eniptrs, though aged, is astute, 

And chances with old Coceee can compute. 

‘^Give it up ” ’s not his motto. 

Once he ’s commiUed to a certain game. 


Bezique or Solitai re, ’ tis aU the same ; 
Legilamate Whist, or — ^Lotto ! 


don’t know where you’d be at the year’s end. 
If a man can’t beat himself in running, he/11 
never go a-head; and if he don’t go a-head, 
he’s dbne.’” The Great BAEiniM: is appa- 
rently as active in 1889 as he was in 1844. 
He is as enthusiastic on the wrong side of 
eighty as he was on the right side of forty. 
If he has not beaten himseS in running, he 
has allowed no one to beat him. He has caught 
most people, but the old bird himself has never 
yet been caught. If you look in just now 
at Olympia, you will fmd him up to time and 
smiling, and going a-head more wan ever. 


SoET Roze akd To AST.— Our toast is ‘ ‘ Maeib 
Roze— her health!” We are very glad to 
hear that Madame Maeie Roze has entirely 
recovered from the effects of her fall. The in- 
cident may be summarised thus,— for there 
must always be something of the summa^ 
about a Roze,— “Maete Roze; Maeie fell; 


Maeib Roze up again, and her foothold on Ihe 
ladder of puhlio mvour is firmer than ever.” 
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CUE BOOKING-OrPICE. 

The plots of some of Mr. W, S. Q-ilbeet’s Plays, collected in a 
volume called Fogert^s Fairy and other Tales, told as stories 
filJ Ohi necessarily lose mnoL. in the 

'Ifni ft 1 ip narrative form, except in 

f F/y /J ! ^ ^<eQSJSQoiFogerty^s Fairy, 

!‘\\ I ilMkx 

ill 111 i 1 ^ t One of the shorter sketches, 

if V \Vi caUed Idttle Mim, is, as 

f 'll.." j MM/I/.fUfjmM John Smaulker^s con- 

^ versation,S‘ * W erry pretty ; ” 

hut the gem of humour in 
" a- short passage 

^ in Maxwell and I, descrip- 

% tive of the performance of a 

\ ^ couple of Acrobats in a 

Music-hall show. This is immensely funny. In his satirical paper 
on Authors, Actors and Audiences, the Author, makes some good 
common-sense observations on the distinction between the work 
requisite for even the very best adaptations and for the production 
of a genuinely original play. On a cognate subject, Our ^Dramatists, 
in The Fortnightly, I agree with a great deal that Mr. Geoeoe 
Moobe writes. Prom a literary point of view, the article is unworthy 
of Mr. Geoeue Moose, while as to acquaintance with the subject, if 
he knows any more than he has here written, he has not given us the 
res^tof his knowledge. Perhaps he is reservmg Ms force. He justly 
praises ^e Middleman, but has not put his critical finger on its 
weak point, wMch was spotted in Mr* FuncKs columns. 

I see it stated a publisher has in hand some work of the late Miss 
Amt Levy the authoress of Feuhen Sachs, a book of undoubted 
devemess, and as remarkable, in its way, as was As in a Looking- 
Glass* Yet, as in -4 Babe in Bohemia and JDr* Phillips, only the 
sewny side of Jewish Life is represented, but of its nobiUty of 
mmd, its fideHly, its unsectarian, and truly catholic charity, of 
wMeh we have daily proof, we read absolutely nothing,^ As a rule 
of romance, given a Jew or a Jesuit, and the author is bound to 
make him more or less of a villain. There is a tide in Jnovel- 
wnting, and perhaps we are on the turn when the original idea will 
occur to some one to give us a Jew whose conduct puts Christians to 
diame, and a Jesuit who, like the man in the song, ** Cannot teU a 
lie if he were to try.” 

There should be a new Court appointment made immediately— 


“ Mistress of the Eobms,” and Lady Lendsat should be invited to 
fill it. Stern Naturalists have said rude and unkind tMngs about 
our picturesque red-waiscoated friend, but Lady Linesat glorifies 
him to Ms heart’s content. She tells us what tiie poets have sung 
about him, she shows how he has entwined himself in our nursery 
lore, she paints his portrait in delightful pictures, and she sin^rs 
graceful songs in Ms praise. All these good things are to be found in 
a charming volume called, About Bolins* (Roittlepge.) It might 
as well have been called. All About because the talented 

autixoress. has left nothing for anyone else to say on the subject. 
The book is excellently got up— if on a shelf, everyone will wish to 
get it down— and “ robinism” pleasantly pervades it. The blithe 
Ettle birds flourish on the cover, chirp on the frontispiece, and 
flutter throughout the pages generally. A dainty volume, wMoh 
everyone will like for a Christmas present if he can get it. 

My faithful Co. writes: — “I have recently been revelling in 
research. That benefactor of the human race, Mr. Joseph Fostee, 
has added another magnificent volume to Ms already considerable 
reference library, in the shape of the Graphs Inn Begister, wMch 
gives from the earliest date the admissions to the Hon. Socie^ 
I up to 1889. Besides IMs mass of valuable information, the entries in 
the Marriage Register of Gray’s Inn Chapel are also furnished. The 
index to the names of the students is simply admirable— as clear as 
crystal, and as easily understood as A B 0. Mr, John Foster 
deserves well not only of Ms county but Ms country. His Men cd 
the Bar is also first-rate. In tMs last work, it is scarcely necessary 
to add, he leaves Folk Lore to describe law folk. 

Baeoh EE Book-Woems & Co. 


GREAT ART STREET, 

Bore Stbeet diould change its name to the above at once. 
Mr^Punch says so, and the L. C. C. should see that the exceRent notion 
is at once carried out. A capital little Show has been opened at the 
Fine Art Society of Studies for Pictures. Sir Feeeeeick Leiohtoh, 
Professor Legeos, Messrs, i Stacey Maehs, G. D. Leslie, Alma 
Taeema, Professor Ritseih, E. J. Poyhter, and C. C. Setoh are 
among the most notable contributors thereto. A charming collec- 
tion of pictures of the modem Butch and French Sch(^ls is now on 
view at Messrs. Bovobswells, and an interesting E:i^bition is that 
of the American and Colonial pictures in the Burlington GMlery. 
There never was such a street for pictures as Bond Steeeti By aR 
means let it be christened Pictorial Place — or, better still, Great Art 
Street, for at aR the GaReries they give you an ’arty welcome I j 
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STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DOXX IV. Mr. Arthur James Balfour at 4, Carlton Gardens. 

Mr. Arthur Balfour, wending his way across the Horse Guards 
Parade from a late sitting of the House of Commons, can never reach ! 
his home without having his mind attuned to lofty thoughts. Behind I 
he has left a tumultuous assembly, where vulgar hate finds voice in * 
rasping words. Tim Healy may have been fiinging hard sayings at | 
him, or Joseph Gillis may have bent upon him that look oi benig- ! 
nant contempt which is harder to bear than spoken words. But as, ! 
with long, swinging strides, your host crosses the gritty roadway in 
the rear of the Horse Guards, and hears behind the silent footfall of 
the two plain-clothes denizens of Scotland Yard, he always feels the 
soothing influence of the Duke of York’s Column. There, planted 
advantageously on the crest of a noble flight of steps, uncarpeted, 
and even unswept, there rises, sheer and round, the lofty column. On 
it stands, in solemn loneliness, the figure of the Great Duke, staring 
out straight before him, as if watching the retreating figures of Ms 
famed ten thousand men. As your host lightly skips up the steps, 
taking them two at a time as if they were Amendments moved hy 
an Irish Member, a strange calm settles tover his erewMle fluttered 
soul. There, under the flaming gaslight of the House of Commons, 
is hurry-scurry, turmoil, ^d tribulation. Here is long rest after 
labour, majestic peace, wMch may, some day, be his. 

You also take the Duke of York’s Steps on your way to Ho. 4, 
Carlton Gardens, but these sentiments are not appropriate to your 
case. You think, rather, that the stairway is a little steep, the 
Ste^s a trifle frequent, the Monument sometMng of a monstrosity. 
Ainved at Ho 4, you are warmly welcomed by one, whose expressive 
dark eyes, olive complexion, and finely cut features afford abundant 
evidence of Ms ancestry. Arthur James Balfour, though a Cabinet 
Minister and in control of one of the most troublesome Departments 
of the State, is stfll a young man. He looks more like a troubadour 
than an Irish Secretary, an illusion fostered by the dress in wMoh 
he receives you. A robe of rich violet velvet is girdled at the fllim 
waist hy a rope of silk, wrought in dead gold colour. As he leans 
with negligent grace, one arm resting on me molten marble mantel- 
piece, he toys with his left hand with a lyre that reposes on a cabinet 
tilled with me rarest specimens of Majolica and Sevres. 

“ Hot that I play you know,” your host says ; “ hut Orpheus 
usually carried a lyre vdth him. A flute one would suppose would 
have been more portable. But it was a lyre, and so 1 keep one 
handy.” 


expressive eyes, a sad, pained expression comes over his face, as if 
he were tMnking of the lost Eomans. 

It is from a silver box used hy the first Marquis of Salisburt 
duxiog a visit to Carlton Gardens many years ago, that the CMef 
Secretary to -the Lord Lieutenant extracts a cigarette, wMch yon 
smoke while he tells you something of a career tiiat has led, step by 
step, to the Mghest honour which, in present circumstances, it is 
possible for an nncle to bestow upon a nephew. You think that 
whilst he was extracting sometMng he might as well have made it a 
cigar. But the more varied your experience in life, the more 
extended your peregrinations, the less sanguine are your hopes, ^e 
poorer your expectations. 

“ La vie est breve : 

Un peu d’amovr, 

ITn peu de r4ve, 

Et p-uis-— bon jour ! ” 

your host hums, gently touching the lyre. Yon say, “ Certainly,” 
though you wish that tMs tendency to drop into German may he 
restrained. You find, for yonrself, that one language is jiuite enough 
to express your desires, and indeed that the facilities it affords 
for asking for things considerably outnumbers the opportunities for 
securing them. 

You begin to feel that if your host is going to sit and stmm the 
lyre, trolling forth what may he German drinking-songs, it 
become exceedingly diflS.eult to fill up the allotted space in the forth- 
coming number. 

“How do you get on with Lord Randolph Churchill?” you 
ask hy way of changing the subject. 

‘ Grandolph,” says your host, with a sharp touch on what you 
believe to he the bass notes of the lyre, “is a very interesting person, 
though not quite so attractive as he used to he. I remember him 
very well in the House of Commons in 1880. Indeed, I had some 
mought at the time of joining his Party. I might have done so, 
but for an nnfortunate habit he had contracted when delivering a 
speech of audibly interpolating a request that one would go and fetch 
hima glass of hrandy-and-water. Gorst did not mind, andWoiLFT, 
with Ms spectacles and Ms diplomatic look, was able to invest the 
mission with an air of respectability. But I didn’t care for it; and 
so we broke off our relations.” 

Prom tMs point your host, still vexatiously toying with the lyre, 
proceeds with the story of his life. He went mto business very 



ALL IN THE DAY^S WORK. 

“ What, Gus I Leavinq the Office alrfadf.? Why, it *s 
HARDLY Four ! ” 

“ Well, Governor, a Fellow mvst get Westward in time to 

DO THE ARCADS , YOU KNOW.” 


early, being appointed President of the Local Government Board on 
the first opportunity his uncle, the Markiss, had of distributing 
offices. Previously he had dabbled in Literature, and Ms hrochure 
on Philosophic Doubt received the signal honour of being ordered to 
he read in all the Churches, In 1887, on the resignation of 
Sir M. H. Beach, he was appointed Chief Secretary for Ireland. 
“ And now,” he says, “ as Leonidas of Tarentum hath it— 

On the shining point of Pailas^ spear 
I perch, a warlike grasshopper,” 

As he moves across the tMck pile of Turkey carpet, with here and 
there a rug of rich colour toning it up, you cannot hdp thinking, as 
you look at his lithe figure, that the simile is quite apt. Oddly 
enough, Ms long strides take him clear out of the room, and, after 
waiting awhile, and there being no sign of Ms return, yon pick your 
way out past the tangle of nastuTtiums, geraniums, marigolds, and 


clad portico, and so gain the street. The window is partly open, and, 
as you pause, you hear the jingle of the lyre, and a familiar voice, 
tiiat sings, — 

“ La vie est vame : I Un pen de haine, 

Un peu d’espoir, | Et puis— bon soir ! ” 

HARDIHG’S AHHUALS. 

What are “ hardy annuals ? ” Chrysanthemums ? Don’t know I 
Don’t care I At any rate wken chrysanthemums blow Habdino’s 
Annuals show. This year there is a braver exMhition than usual 
at 45, Piccadilly. The Temple Show is all veiy weU, hut Harding’s 
beats it in colour and variety. All kinds of novelties in the way 
of CMstmas Cards may here be seen— all produced by British artists 
and Britisk workmen. Fishing, yachting, ooachmg— in fact no 
cardinal point of sport is omitted— graceM, pretty, sentimental — 
especially appealing to the cardiac reMon — grateful, comforting, 
exhilarating — as essence of cardamoms would be. Go and look at 
’em now we have shown you the way, and doubtless you’ll vmy 
much enjoy this refection of “ cards and way.” Ha ! ha ! ! 
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THE MOAN OF THE STATION-MASTER. 

Special Instructions ! Yes ! oh yes 1 They come in a ceaseless stream ; 

ICfJ 11 .I IMi ■ 1.1^ 

From dawn till dawn, and from night to night the hours fl.y fast, or creep, 

But it’s all one round, and the fretful sound of the needle seems to mark 

The pulse unseen of that dull machine, my life, though day and dark. 

Special Instructions, another hatch ! And my walls scarce hold the space 

For another “ Note.” How the papers float sometimes in this dingy place 

Before my eyes in the lamp’s dull glow, when the winter nights are arear, 

And the rattle of rails, and the drag of wires are the only sounds I hear 

Above the wail of the restless wind— like me, it knows not rest, 

That wandering sorrow, that vagrant voice of a thing with toil opprest. 

It is only a dingy shanty this, with its poster-patched drah walls, 

A sordid stage for the tragedy of one of Toil’s tired thralls. 

Tragedy ? That ’s an imposing- word, a touch too high ; and yet, 

Is death hy dagger a loftier thing than death from fever and iret? 

’Tis more “ dramatic,” I grant you that j but the harpies of classic Fate 

Could hardly harry a man much worse than the thought of a train too late, 

Or a way-hul wrong, or a signal missed, or a grievance or complaint 

Not duly noted, although they ’d tax the soul of a patient saint, 

These petty grumbles, and trivial taunts, and muddled moans all round. 

No wearier pest than the fussy fool who grumbles without good ground 1 

Long hours ; indeed, it would puzzle me much to say when'^my work is done. 

(No doubt the Directors would tell you a difEerent story — ^but that ’s their fun !) 
But all day long, and every day, I must bear the worry and weight 

Of responsihility undefined, and duties ’tis hard to state. 

Only if anything should go wrong, from a train to an old maid’s cat, 

Or a lamp let out, or a ticket lost, I am certain to hear of that 

Yes, Eailwaydom is a wondrous thing ! Does the Public know or care. 

What lies hdund the blessing and boon of comfort and cheap fare, 

O’er which they cackle pomplacently ? Has it any feeling or thought 

For my long, long day in this dreary den, tired limbs, and brain o’erwrought ? 
The “ System” stands with its myriad hands, like old Briarens, and serves 

The general need, and the huge routine from its course so seldom swerves. 

Good folk forget that those coimtless “ hands ” hold lever, Hght, and pen ; 

Are the hands, indeed, of no giant machine, hut of living sunering Men ? 

So the work is hard^ and the pay is small, and each unit fillR his *^06 

On Engine, or Station, or Signi Box ; who troubles to scan his fece 

For the lines of care and worry and wear that my wife can see in mine, 

A Station-Master for twenty years on the Huxry-and-Haxry-’em Line ? 
Time-Tables, Way-Bills, Special Notices, — ^those are the things /read, 

Not the sort of Eailway Literature you recognise, indeed. 

Fair lady there with the languid air, and the last Sensation Novel. 

No time for BEAuaAEi) or Besajst, Ma’am, in tMs poster-cumbered hovel ! 

Fluny and worry, fever and fret, long labour, petty strife, 

’Tis these, Ma’am, that make up—and mar— a Station-Master’s life ! 

^ A Weak Point. — Sie, — I am not a Theologian, hut if I am, without knowing 
it, I’m as good as any other Theologian. Protestants always triumphantiy 
attack the Pope’s Infallibility. ^ Everyone knows what a bull is. It’s a blunder, 
a mistake. Now, Sir, I’m going to bring forward one argument which will 
desteoy once and for ever the whole doctrine of the Pope’s Infallibility. If thdi 
Holinesses are infallible, they can’t make blunders, can they now ? “ Certainly 
^t,” says Father Tom. ‘Well, your Eivirence,” says I, “consult youi 
hutoiy. Haven’t the Popes all along made any amount of ‘bulls’?” Ath^ 
mth lfeet I, turned on my heel, wmstlijig, “ioywe Waters and left Bh 
BiviJSanne bothered entirely. Ne Plus Ulster. 

EOBEET ON EPPING EOEEST. 

After a rayther long xperience, I shood say if there 
ever was a hard-working set of Gennelmen as dewoted 
theirselves to the performance of their werry harduous 
dooties for the good of Public with an amount of 

bienergy and detummination never hexelled, it must he 
the Epping Forest Committee of the Grand Old Coppera- 
shun of the Citty of Lundon. 

Take, for hinstance, their larst xpedition there. What 
did they care about the Fore-Cast m the Morning Papers 
— ^which is amost as off'en rite as it is rong— a saying as it 
was a going for to rain, why nothink, so off they set by the 

10 o’clock train, quite hurley in the morning, as fur as 
Lowton, and then jumping merrily into the carridges a 
waiting for ’em off they drove to all the warious pints 
of the hutiful Forest where deppytations of the Local 
Swells was a waiting for ’em, to surgest warious bim- 
provements as wood make it, if possibel, ewen more 
butifuller than it was afore. 

With their jolly thick boots, and their ekally jolly 
thick Gaiters, and their grey friz Coats, and their little 
round Ats, and their jolly thick sticks, they looked more 
like a Band of Eohbing Hood’s Men than Forest Wer-^ 
derers— witch I bleeves means sumthink green, tho that 
was about the larst culler as anyboddy as Isnowed ’em 
wood apply to sitch a jovial set. And tho the Sun 
favoured them with just a gleam or 2 to welcome ’em at 
starting, it soon came on to rain Cats and Dogs.^ What 
did they care about the rain who had their work to do, 
and bunder the watchful eyes of their fust-class Chair- 
man, and their fust-class Souperintender ; so they worked 
away, as only Lundoners can work, till ‘ ‘ the Sun set, and 
hup rose the yellow Moon,” as the Pote sez, and then, as 
they coodn’t see their ands afore ’em, much less behind 
’em, they went away to their warious homes rejoiemg 
over a hard day’s work thorowly well done. 

And now cums the staggerer for the Copperashun 
libellers. ‘ * How offen,” asks these snearing ninnys, “ did 
they stop for refreshment ? “Probably at ewery place where 
improvements was wanted, and at werry great xpense.” 
Ah, that ’s all as they knows about it. For it did so 
appen, as I herd one on ’em say yesterday, that all they 
had to support ’em in their long day’s work was a Lunch I 
hut such a Lunch as praps was never ekwalled for both 
hahundence, and helegance, and warm-artedness. “Ah, 
and at a pretty xpense,” says the grumblers aforesaid. 
No, my noble but stingy Swells, nothink of the sort, for 
it was all a free gift from one of theirselves, who lives 
there ; and, jest to shew the sort of Gennelmen as they 
has among ’em, this same hor suitable Werderer, and his 
ekally horspitahle Brother and Werderer, had acshaUy 
hoit and paid for out of their hone pockets, no less than 
twelve and an arf acres of privet land, which they has 
presented to the Grand Old Copperashun for them to 
hadd to the five or six thowsand acres of Epping Forest, 
as they held afore, for the helth and enjoyment of the 
People, with all its hutiful Mountings, and all its hutiful 
Walleys, and its thousands of Trees, and its millions of 
Blackberrys, and its Thickets, and its Thinnings, and its 
Arnt SaUys, and its Donkeys, and its Coker Nuts, and 
everythink else as is necessary for their pure Puhlick 
Enjoyment, and hartistick wreckwreation ! 

Ah, them’s the sort of rich peepel as I admires ! The 
more’s the pity as there’s so preshus few on ’em 
foller such grand xampels. But never mind, let the rich 
and liberal ones keep on pegging away, and the rich and 
stingy win he compelled to foller suit if ony for werry 
shame. I owerhead, too, what a jolly sell one of the 
Werderers, who is a Tea Totaller, pore fellow, played off 
on this same hard-working Committee a year or 2 ago. 
He mwited ’em all to Lunch, and a werry good Lunch 
it were, with, aperiently, lots of Shampane on the Table, 
to which, it being a jolly hot day, they in course helped 
theirselves plentyfully in Tumblers, and took good drafts 
of it, and before they cood stop theirselves found out it 
: was that fearful mixture called B-arsherry Shampane! 

' The effect was so awful upon their unfortnit hinsides, 

, being,^ in course, not accustomed to such xtromary mo- 
l duoktions, that they wun and all with wun acord, xriien 
: proceeding on. their murney, ordered the Coachman ip 
r pull up at the fust Ihib, and there they restored their 
r usual equelihreum with glasses of hot Brandy and Water 

L all round ! A soUem warning, I takes it, never to play 
j not no tricks with that most himportant part of our 
hanatermy, tiie hinteiier. Bobebt. 


0:^“* KOtIOE.--Eejeotod Communications or Contributions, whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
m no me be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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‘‘HISTORY MADE EASY,” 

Ir you pay a -visit to Messrs. Aonew’s Gallery in Bond Street, 
yon -will tliat Idstory is no longer a study, but a delightful 
recreation. You will shahe your fist at the dry historians, who 
taught you in your youth with their 
pens, and you wiU hail with joy the 
accomplished gentlemen who instruct 
their pencils in the present day. 

The pencil speaks the tongue of every 
land”—and there is no reason that it 
should not relate the history of all na- 
tions. When the pencil is wielded by 
artists as Sir James Lintom 
^ 7aice)s Onnooz, history becomes 

w pleasant indeed, and the recital of 

the life of Mast Queen of Soois, most 


delightful to experience. The principal 
^ unfortunate 

w Queen have been admirably depicted by 

/# ^ James LiNTOisr, who has rarely done 

m anything better than the twelve 
/J traits and the picture of the' “ 

tion of Mary Queen of Scots Among 
£/^ the portraits especially notable are the 

Earl of Moray, Mary Seton,^^ 
Senry Stuart, Lord Darnley and King of Scots, Mary 
Stuart Queen of Scots,^^ and Mary Eaton f The scenery in 
^8 eventful history has been conscientiously painted in over 
a hundred drawings by Mr. James Obuock; Bolton Castle, 

** Falkland Balace,^^ Peterhorough,^^ ^'Linlithgow Palace, 

'' Jedburgh Ahhey,^^ " Criffel from the Solway, " Bunhlane Cathe- 
dral,^^ are among the many bright examples that will gladden the 
eye of the lover of art and student of history. Altogether it is a 
deHghtful exhibition. Sir James Lintoit and Mr. James Obeock, 
have set a good example. It is to he hoped other teachers wiU follow 
in their footsteps, for most people will prefer to learn history from a 
huntod good pictures than a dozen dry volumes. 


Many a folly and a crime I’ve committed in my time. 

For a lawless and a chequered life I ’ ve led ! ( T^w-tum-i^wm -0 
StiU I ’ve kept the promise sworn— flannel next my skin I ’ve worn, 
And I ’ve always burnt a night-light by my bed ! ( Ywm-tum !) 

Itefrain. 

All unhallowed my pursuits, 

(Oft to bed I ’ ve been in boots !) 

Still o’er n^ uneasy slumber has been shed {Tum-tum-tum J) 
The moderately bright light 
Afforded by a night-light. 

In a sancerful of water by my bed ! (Twm-tum !) 

Third Verse* {To be sung with increasing solemnity.) 

A little while ago, iu a dream my aunt I saw ; 

In her frill-surronnded night-cap there she stood ! 

( Y«m-tum-^Mm /) 

And I sought to hide my head ’neath the counterpane in awe, 

And I trembled— for my conscience isn’t good I (T^m-tum !) 

I But her countenance was mild— so indulgently she smiled 
I That I knew there was no further need for dread ! ( Tum-tam.-tum !) 
She had seen the flannel vest enveloping my chest, 

And the night-light in its saucer by my bed ! ( Yw^n-tum !) 

Eefrain {more pianissimo still.) 

But ere a word she spoke, 

I unhappily awoke ! 

And away, alas I the beauteous vision fled ! ( YMm-tum-toz /) 
{In mournful recitatiorij — ^There was nothing but the slight light 
Of the melancholy night-light 
That was burning in a saucer by my bed ! ( Y^m-tum I) 


MR. PUNCff S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. | 
Ifo. XII.— The Plaihuvelv Bathetic. I 

A Mxrsic-BALL audience will always be exceedingly susceptible to 
Pathos— so long as they clearly understand that the song is not 
intended to be of a comic nature. However, there is very little j 
danger of any misappreliension in the case of our present example, I 
which is as natural and aflcecting a little song as any that have been I 
moving the Music-EMs of late. The ultra-fastidious may possibly 
he repellei by whan they woifld term the vulgarity of the title,— ! 
" The Nighi-'light Ever Burning by the Bed ^^ — hut, although it is 
true that this humble luminary is now more generally called a 
** Fairy Zamp,'^ persons of true taste and refinement will prefer 
i the homely simplicity of its earlier name. The song only contains 
three verses, which is the regulation allowance for Music-hall pathos, 
the authors probably feeling that the audience could not stand any 
more. It should he explained that the *' tufii-tum” a^t the end of 
certain lines is not intended to be sung— it is merely an indication to 
the orchestra to pinch their violins in a pizzicato manner. The 
Singer should either come on as a serious Black Man— for burnt cork 
is a marvellous provocative of Pathos— or as his ordinary self. In 
either case he should wear evening dress, [with a large brilliant on 
each hand. 

THE NIGHT-LIGHT EVER BURNING BY THE BED. 

First Verse, 

I ’ve been thinking of the htoe where my early years were spent, 
’Neath the care of a kind maiden aunt, {Ttmt-hmAum !) 

And to go there once again has been often my intent, 

But the fare is so expensive that I can’t ! ( Ywm-tum !) 

Still I never can forget that night when last we met : 

“ Oh, promise me— whate’er you do ! ” she said, {Tum-ixxm-tum !) 
“Wear flannel next your chest, and, when you go to rest, 

Keep a night-light always burning by your bed 1 ” ( Y^w-tum !) 
Eefrain {pianissimo.) 

And my eyes are dim and wet ; 

For I seem to hear them yet— ^ 

Those solemn words at parting that she said : {Tum-tom.-tum }) 

“ Now, mind you bum a night-light, 

— Twill last until it’s quite light— 

In a sauoerfnl of water by your bed ! ” (Ywm-tum !) 

Second Verse. 

I promised as she wished, and her tears I gently dried, 

As ehe gave me all the hab^ence that she had ; {Tum-imxi-tvm !) 
And through the world e’er since I have wandered far and wide, 

And been gradually going to the bad ! ( Yttm-tum 1) 


WHAT MR. PUNCHES MOON SAW. 

TWENTT-SIXTH EYENING. 

“Have you ever suffered from what the Germans caH’^ATa^z^^z- 
/ammer?” asked the Moon the other evening,— “ you remember 

„ ,, how I told you long ago about 

j,' ■ I the poor Ant who suffered from 
' ■ - 'J' a hopeless passion, which I at 
first took for Welt-schmerzf 
Well, Katzenjammer is very 
like only worse. 

The sufferer creates all his 
unhappiness himself, and no 
tortures inflicted by other 
people could possibly be more 
cruelly ingenious. Not long 
ago I saw an unfortunate man 
^ who had Katzenjammer very 
^ badly. I looked through his 
^ window and saw him sitting 
in a comfortable chair by a 
cheerful fire ; the room was 
most luxuriously r furnished, 
and I, who have to roll on all night in the cold blue ^ with only 
the stupid little stars for company, quite envied him as he sat there 
in the warm fireli^t. But that was before I knew how terribly 
unhappy he was. He was all alone : none of his friends had come 
near mm, he more than suspected that several of them had decided 
to drop his acquaintance of late ; there was no one, no one in all the ] 
world to core lor him, which was most distressing. Then he looked 
at his dog, which was lying stretched out on the hearth-rug. Even 
the dog didn’t really love him ! No, he was certain of it. By way I 
of experiment he called to it softly— and the hardhearted animal I 


was selfish— like the rest of the world ; he was alone,— quite— quite I 
alone ! And, as he realised this, the poor man leaned his head on I 
his hand and gave a heart-broken sigh, that awoke even^the dog. 
Discovering, by some mysterions instinct dogs have, that his master 
was in low spirits and needed consolation, he rose and stretched 
idmself, and then came and laid his head on the man’s knee, looking 
up into his face with eyes that spoke too plainly of honest affection 
to render any further doubt possible. 

“ You would have fancied that the poor man would have been 
comforted a little, would you not?— but not at all I He turned 
away Ms face with a heavy sigh— more miserable ^an ever. ^ The 
dog loved Aim— that was natural enough— but a dismal conviction 
had just begun to oppress him, and it almost made him, strong, man 
as he was, cry when iie thought of it, and yet it became more and 
more clear every moment. Ke didnH hoe the dog! Ahl this 
Kodzenjarnmer is a terrible complaint, and it is oMy very rude and 
unsympathetic persons who would mock at it,” said the Moon, with 
real feeling in her voice, and, as riie spoke, ^ a cloud hid her face, 
and Mr. Punch saw no more of her that evening. 


▼ox. XCTO< 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


November 23, 1889. 



HAIRDRESSING ADONIS 

Who finds his own Head (in the G-LAsg) more interesting to study 
THAN HIS Patient’s I The result is Disaster. 


TOILEES OP THE SEX. 

Acting on your orders, I have just completed a round of houses in the slums 
of East London, in order to^ find out how poor work- women are housed, and 
what sort of life they reaUy live. 

I began with Paradise Place, Whiteditch, and regret to report that I was 
here assailed by cries of, “G-ive us a copper, Gentleman!” emanating from the 
juvenile population. Passing on, I entered a dilamdated dwelling where resides 
a band-box maker, [named Susan M., and knocked at the door of her single 
apartment. At first she appeared to resent my visit, and inquired with 


some emphasis, “ Who the dickens I was ? ” My impression is that she took 
me for the broker^s man, as she began to babble of unpaid rent; but being 
reassured ou this score, she was at len^— with some difficulty— induced to 
give me an account of her day’s work, which may he of interest to yonr readers. 

** I start working at 3 A.M, Yes, every blessed morning of my fife. When 
do I go to bed ? When I can. You may call it eleven, or twelve, or one, if von 
like ; it don’t make no odds to me. Don’t I feel sleepy in the day-time ? Not 
with seventeen brats to look after. Is my husband in work? No, he’s in 
gaol. How many hand-boxes have I to make ? 1 can make as many or as few 
as I like, hnt the pay is half a farthing per dozen band-boxes, and find my 
own card-board, gum, scissors, and thread. How much money can I make in 


weaker. No, I won’t join no dratted Union — 1 ’U keep out of the Union as long 
as I can. I don’t care if it ’s a Trade’s Union, or what it is.” 

As my interlocutress misunderstood, or was even inclined to resent" my 
remarks, I heat a hasty retreat, avoiding as well as I could the yawning holes 
in the stairs, and gettinp: off with nothing worse than'a bad sprain. 

The next place I visited was a room in Screw’s Rents, Shoreohapel. The 
woman I interviewed supported herself by making waistcoats for the sweaters. 
How she contriyed to support the odours of the place, as well as herself, I 
cannot imagine. The rain came through the oeiling as 1 talked ; 1 therefore had 
to carry on the conversation holding an open umbrella with one hand, and my 
handkerchief to my nose with the other. She said 

No, I am not sixty, though I look it. My age is thirty-five. Yes, it 
does smell rather bad sometimes. Has the Sanitary Inspector called? No, hut 
the Rent-collector calls regnlarly, as so did the Parish Doctor when we were 
all down with typhoid. The man I work for says ‘ times is hmrd,’ and he can’t 


afford me more than twopence a waistcoat, and find 
everything myself, including buttons. I am glad when 
I make half-a-crown a we^, workiag sixteen hours a 
day. Thank you for your sympathy, hut I’d rather it 
had been the price of a blanket. Mind you don’t fall 
into the dust- bin at the bottom of the stairs. Who owns 
these houses? Mr. Screw— he’s on the Vestry. He 
on^ht to he on the Treadmill. Don’t tell him I told yon 
this, or we shall be turned out. Complain to the In- 
spector ? If he interferes, Screw ’ll turn him out.” 

Mr. Turnscrew would seem a more appropriate name. 

I will (if I manage to escape blood-poisoning, of which 
I have every symptom at present) continue my investiga- 
tions in another locality. ^ 

[N.B.—This must be seen to.] 

A CLOSING OHOEUS AND EINALE. 

{Brief Dramatic 'Cmtata produced before an Bast Bnd 
Audience with immense success last week,) 

[“Mr. Montagu "Williams himself visited the locality, and 
pronouncing the ‘dwellings’ in their present condition, as 
‘totally unfit for buman habitation,’ then and there, had 
them closed.” — Folice Beports.l 

The Scene remesente the exterior of several Bast End 
Model Dwelling Somes, somewhat out of repair, 
A crowd of haggard, half-starved, ill-clothed and 
invalided tenants discovered hanging about, who, as 
I the Curtain rises, sing the following Chorus— 

Chorus op Slum Lodgers, 

We are fainting, wasting, worn and weary, 

Eighting^ with a fate that nothing mends ; 

Hid away in alleys dark and dreary. 

Wanting even sympathetic friends I 
’Mid an atmosphere with poison reeking, 

In a stifiing room some eight feet square. 

Roofs that let in water, gutters leaking, 

Dust-hins, drainage,— all beyond repair ; 

Here we drag out our existence daily, 

Wondering if we can bear much more ; 

Yet the Landlord takes his “rents ” quite gaily, 

And upon ns seems to set some store ! 

Let iUness come, and one be stricken, 

On one alone the blow will not fall ; 

Pent up in here, we ’re hound to sicken, 

Fever for one means fever for all 1 
Yet some perhaps for a change may crave, 

And, willing enough to change their camp, 

Glad to get rest iu a parish grave. 

That pr’aps may prove a trifle less damp. 

So life grows drearier day by day. 

And it sinks in squalor as ’neath a curse. 

The Yest^ may have its feeble say,— 

Yet things merely move from had to worse ! 

So we, in our chains all helpless bound, 

Strain our eyes in hope to see the end. 

And stretch out hands as we gaze around. 

Beseeching the aid of one kind friend. 

Will he come and cheer ns in the fight ? 

Will he utter the word to set us free ? 

Is there none who will make what ’s wrong go right, 
And give the Slum Lodger his liherty ? 

The Good Genius of the appears in a blaze of light. 
Good Genius. 

There is I At any rate I meau to try. 

My friends. The aid to help you, it is II 
[He waves a Local Act, As he does so, the dilapidated 
Model Dwelling Houses crumble and disappear, and 
a Fairy Falace ofWorhing-MerCs Improved Modern 
Sanitary Lodgings rises in their place. The Slum 
Lodgers, overcome with wonder, fall into attitudes of > 
graceful thankfulness as Curtain slowly descends,, 

Fusion, 

Sir Michael Hices-Beach recommends a “fusion of 
parties ” as the cure for current evils. W ell. Sir Michael, 
]i you can secure the dj^fusion of common sense, an 
tnfusion of patriotic unselfishness, sMjTfnsion of the party 
bosom with good feeling in place of spite, and do this ^th 
less oratorical jwofnsion, and without creating complete 
parliamentary confusion, then perhaps yonr specific may 
work, hnt, Jfr. Funch greatly fears, not otherwise. - 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Instead of Messrs. Blackib and Sons keeping eyerything dark, 
as, if they acted up to their.name, they ought to do, they hurst into 
^•'=5=5 >n early^ advertisement of their 

Christmas hooks, and at this 
time,— it makes one change 
colour to think of it,— 
^ Blackie is Eeddy, aye, 

V ^ Beddy ! Here ’s Thom,’- 


M jf Manor, hy Mabt C. 

^ ^ -n. Rowsell, yrho has a very 

^ ■- Pl'®®‘Sant manner, and a 

L, ^ Beooke to mn throngh this 

literary pasturage with his 
illustrations. Then BArnyo 
GouiD gives ns Grettier the 
Outlaw^ and I hope^ this 
^12 resnlt in “hearing” 
plenty of “ Goold ” hack to author and puhlisher. This being a good 
hook for boys, it will not he much of a puzzle to find the good boys 
for the hook. 

G, A. Hentt, anything hut a Non-Hentity at Christmas time, 
tells us a capital story about a young Yirginian Planter, who served 
With Lee in Virginia. Browne's his artist and Blackee’s his 
puhlisher. His Tales of Danger and Daring are most fascinating 
for the youthful reader, and the Brave Baron also has already 
enjoyed it, seated in an armchair before the only fire to which he 
<^sto expose himself, and that’s his own, or a friend’s, hut not 
the enemy’s. 

The Lcssj^ John Humlle. By G. Noewat. Sounds like a story 
hy Uriah Meep, hut quite the conirary. It is all about the Arctic 
regions, TJghl So cold! pile up the logs and King Cole for 
Heaver ! 

I thank Geoege Phiup and Son for C. R. Markham’s Life of 
JohnDavis, the “navigator ”1550-1605. John Davis was anElkahe- 
than Gent, who discovered Davis’ Straits. His descendants are still 


dis&guished. They have long since got out of the straits, I 1 
believe one of them. Miss Davis, is the chieftainess of the corps of 
Lady Guides, 

The most useful hook-present at Christmas or any other time, is 
Routledge’s series of pocket volumes of standard works, which, 
on account of their durable binding, their size and print, are simply 
perfect, whether taken up for a few minutes’ recreation in the study- 
chair, or as charming travelling companions. Then there is CasseWs 
National Library Series in paper covers, highly and deservedly 
praised hy John Bright ; cheap portable hooks adapted to almost 
any pocket. 

Macmuxan’s reprints of Miss Tonge’s and Charies Ktngsiei’s 
Hovels would he gratefully received by any one commencing a col- 
lection, and are worth tons of ephemeral hooks which merely glitter 
for a Christmas season, and tnen are heard of no more. In these 
three series I have mentioned there is reading enough for a 
Hfe-time. I should like to see a re-issue of the best French works, 
selected, in the original language, not translations, brought out in 
the style that Messrs. Routiedge have published their pocket- 
volumes. What chances the present generation has of becoming 
acquainted with the pick of xmiversal Literature, at a very small 
outlay, which were denied to those who can now call themselves 
Mediseval, ^ ^ « 

Fishee Dnwin publishes Mow Men Propose, hy Agnes Stevens. 
This work has evidentlv been a labour of love. 

Jtambles in BooTdand (Eluot Stock). Mr. W. Davenport ^ams 
has, if I mistake not, been our agreeable companion aforetime in 
the by-ways of this pleasant country. He is a good guide, and we 
are glad to be once more “ personally conducted” by him. He never 
stays in a place too long ; he gives us plenty of change— no end of 
variety. He takes us to out-of-the-way spots ; he lets us rest when 
“ so dispodged ; ” he gossips pleasantly as we go along, and we never 
feel duR in his society. We can cordiaRy recommend mtendmg 
traveRers in “Bookland” to take one of these “throneh tickets” 
withont delay, especiaRy as by this system ^ey are able to break 
their journey at twenty-eight different places, it they toel so inclined. 

Baron db Book-Worms & Co. 






JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 

FifiST Entet. 


of mouataiiieering. I not. If Governor’s friend would provide , 
me witli 2 i'Uft jnst here, it would come in useful. 

“ Old Tim. Geegoet” turns out to be not half a bad chappy. i 
Gives me comfortable chair to sit down in while he reads the letter. ■ 


Much the rummiest product of Nineteenth Century are its Tm is a bit of a wag:, it seems. Says, at end, 

** Governors.” Name perhaps rather a mistake, because in most “Tour father writes that he hopes if I can’t see you now, I U 

- £ l • '■'jl % t «« • . _ A A P . ^ J O Tj. M 



^ * ‘ What you ought to do,” he remarks, I admit the accusation, readily. A wild idea crosses my bram. 

I “ now that you have left College and are Is Tim Geegoet going to crown my aspirations? Picture him' 

II looking about for an opening somewhere, rising from his seat, coming towards me with benevolent aspect, 

IT j is to gain success in life by steady placing a hand on my shoulder, and saying in a broken voice , 

application.” “For the sake of my long friendship with your esteemed father, I 

w My reply is, I fancy, rather able. vsill give you an appointment, and at once. A valuable one, too. 


^ “ Steady application !” I exclaim. “I beginning at £700 a year, and rising to £1500; when will you be 
haue applied steadily twice a week for ready to take it up ?” Asa matter of fact, this is what Mr. Tim says : 
BoandmCalf. the last two months to various Govern- “Appointments are rather scarce nowadays. Of course, /have 

ment Departments for a first-class berth, and nothing’s come of it.” no power whatever to get anybody anything. It all rests with the 
“ Now I think of it,” the Governor suddenly says, after a pause ; heads of the Department, especially Sir AiEXAHDEE-ySir Albxaepee 


Sounds rather promising. The institution of the Governor may Saiouson— with our Principal^ you know, ha, ha, ha ! 
be worth preserving, after all I ^ SteoU towards Whitehall, Tim pulls himself up abruptly in his fit of merriment, and asks me— 

Am pretty well-known by this time at Expropriation QjBice. Con- “ Are you a Scotchman ? ” I admit that I am not. 

seguenriy Usher, or Door-keeper, or whoever he is, whom I tipped “Ah, that’s a pity!” he ruminates. “Sir Alexanebe’s Scotch, 


at Christoas, ad^ts me into the Presence before my proper turn, and these Scotchmen hang together so. We,” he whispers, with a 
Intense indignation excited thereby in breast of individual with hoarse chuckle, winking, — “wehereoften wish they woWi? all hang 
large red muffler, who looks like a bosun’s mate, or skipper of a together, like this,” — and he compresses his windpipe temporarily 
North Sea fishing smack run up to town for a holiday. by adjusting a bit of vrindow-cord round it, and pretends to be 

We hear his loud expostulations (as if he were hailing a passing choking. Rather unofflcial, perhaps, but amusing, 
vessel through a imeakmg-tmmpet) echoing down corridors till we “ Got any friendly M.P. who ’d make things hot for our Chief ni; 


gentleman is. “ That old fogey ? ” he replies. “ Don’t know, and “ No,” i reply, and reflect what a traitor in the Expropriation camp 

don’t care. Let ’im bellow I ’ ^ Tim is to try and “ make things hot ” for his own Chief ! 

Fe^ though I am glad to be admitted first, that I can understand At end of our interview he tells me he ’ll be sure to let me know 
attitude of people who call these Ushers jaoks-in-office. when [the next vaoenoy occurs, and “he ’ll mention my name to pir ' 
But why “ JadtP” Go up no end of steps.' Udier used to this sort AitEXiHESB.” 
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“ A pity,” are his last words, “ a great pity you ’re not Sooteh,” 


Olldsis on tiJlG - ^ ^ O ^ JT ^ J VMWJ MMIhM.A.WM VU Tf Ml V W IV VM W*-.v ^ 

not Englisli”— when a Scotch fellow tries for an appointment of any flashes of real lightning; and then lots of ^lendid gold cars, snm 
kind at Edinburgh ? ... , drawnby horses, stun by helefants, sum by ETamels, one on ^em three 

Passing a door, hear somebody inside getting what sounds like an story high, with a wicked Hemprer at the top, and drawn by lots of 
official ‘^wigging.” “Didn’t know who the gentleman was?”— a horses, and a lady a holding of a large fan of feathers over hished, 


consists of lots of regements of soljers, almost all on horseback, and 
aH wearing such lovely suits of most butiful banner that, when 


stern voice is saying. “ Did you ask ? ” a fannin him if he felt ot, and crowcS of dancing Ladies, a 

“ No, Sip, I didn’t is the reply, and I at once recognise the away in the middle of the road, and singing all the while, ai 
i tones of tiie friendly Usher who let me in before the indicant sea- all afraid of being^ run over, and crowds of other swells all 


horses,^ and a lady a holding of a large fan of feathers over his hed, 
a fannin him if he felt ot, and crowds of dancing Ladies, a dancing 
away in the middle of the road, and singing all the while, and not at 
all afraid of being run over, and crowds of other swells all in their 


“ Then let me tell you tnat me gentleman you jrept waitmg nsie cuon't Jfcnow 'em, as, uniortnateiv, i never learnea iiatm wnen i was 
that, and treated so disrespeotfuILy, is the Earl of Baocaea.t, Lord at my Parish Skool, and then, all of a sudden, aH the grate Citty of 
Privy Seal, and that he has been obliged to go away, not being able Eome is dishcovered to be on fire, and I left in such a state of bewil- 
to wait any longer. And next time let me advise you, i£ you want derment as I didn’t recover from till I found I had got into a Pirate 

to keep your place” Here the door is shut from inside, and I Omnibus, who charged me dubble fare, and larfed at me into the 

am lefi to go down the stairs solus. _ _ « bargain. Eobebt. 

So the sea-captain with the muffler was the Earl of Dacca eat! ■ - ■ ■ — 


So the sea-captain witn me mumer was me hiari oi jpaccaeat i 
Why didn’t I let him go in before me? In that case he might 
have given me a post in the Privy Seal Office. If I ’d given place 
to him, would he have ^ven a place to me ? How angry Baccaeat 
was with that Usher ! Perhaps only natural for a Privy Seal to be 
wax^ ! T hink of going back and repeating joke to Tm, who would 
appreciate it, I know. 

Console myself with a few weeds. Must really think of some new 
and practical line. Is the Army a “practical Unef^^ But much 
too old for that 

EOBEET AT OLYMPIA. 

My hentrance to the'plaee was jest a leetle startling, to begin with. 

I arsked a reel gent at a little winder how much I was to pay, and 
Ajmjijlps he sed a shilling ; but seeing; I suppose, as I 
didn’t look zactly. like a shilling kustomer, 
he, in the werry kindest manner, gave me a 
Jk ticket for a reserved seat, which it was 
'I it which I have kept as a qriosity, t 

1 1 1 l;f| for it took me into one of the werry best places 
jllllf' in the great Sho, and showed me such sites 
j|| i as I fears I shall never be able to propperly 
Ilijil describe, and all for a shilling I 
if rijr Just to begin with, there was 3 Gowns, all 
in full heavening dress, the same as I wears 
^CT|yr on grate ocasiohs, and they tumbled over every 

rolled up in 

^ I y I carpets, and had to chivy their hats all 

^ I rA place, tiU the people all roared again ; 

>== but they never moved a musseU, but looked as 

ajJ grave as Churchwardens. 

Then we had munkeys a riding races, jist 
like reel jockeys, except that not one on ’em was gilty of pulling 
suttinly not ! There was heEfants by the duzzen a doing of their 
xercise like reel sojers ; Kammels by the score, and thurrow bread 
bosses by the hunderd, and such races with ’em as makes poor Epsom 
and the New Market hide their deminished beds and blush ! Then 
we had Nights in Chane Armor, and Nights .in Steal Armer, and 
Nights in Cold Armer, almost by the thowsand I Then there was 
Paries a flying about the Sealing like werry full-grown Doves ! ^d 
reel live Ladys a warkiag on the Sealing with their Heds a hanging 
down, without not seeming to have no hed ake I 
Then, just byway of -contrast, there was most lovely Lady Dansers 
by the hundred, a dancing about most butiful on the ground, and in 
such lovely dresses, and so werry becoming, as wood have sumwhat 
surprized Mr, Mack Doogall, of ihe Kounty Counsel! 

And then again, to show how werry shuperior the j^errycane 
dancers is to oars, ewery now and then, when the butifuHy drest 
ladies was jest a leetle tired of dancing, they aE struck up a jolly 
chorus, and didn’t seem the least bit out of breth ! 

Going out for a few minutes jist to get a little snack for lunch, I 
wandered into a place I hadn’t seen afore, where there was a most 
bootiful Lady, who looked jest as if she had been cut ofi at her 
waste! I stood and I stared at her with perfound estonishment, 
when presently she smiled at me, and took up her fan and fanned 
herself, for her breathing showed as she was rayther warm. I 
didn’t like to speak to her, becoz I thort praps she didn’t kno my 


BALLADS OF TO-DAY. 

TEDDINGTON LOCK. 

By Archie Smiler, 

’Tis noon, joyous noontide, by Isleworth clock, 

As we speed with the tide up to Teddington Lock. 

So fast and so full is the bountiful flood, 

Forgotten and hidden are shallows and mud. , 

The sun flashes up from each eddying 

The tiees*keep their tresses in crispest 

Each glance is a laugh, and each word 

jl-\M As we strongly and steadily paddle 

And the pains of the past and the future 

As we urge our light shallop to Ted- 
W dington Lock, 

There ’s a call, like a blackbird-’s who sits on a branch,— 

The mellow salute of an oncoming launch. 

Our shallop discreetly gets out of the way, 

Aa it drives through the water all billows and spray ; 

And it brays like a donkey, and crows like a cock, 

As it proudly’precedes us in Teddington Lock. 

Ah! why does my rubicund countenance blanch, 

As I scan the white gossamer gowns on the launch ? 

Is it love that thus claims to-be honoured at sight ? 

Would I woo, would I win, those fair women in white ? 

No, gladly I ’d sink through the floor of the boat, 

Eegardiess of whether the rest of us float. 

The sunlight is dulled, there ’s a mp in the breeze, 

And the curl is gone out of the hair of the trees, 

And the Lock flils as slowly as ever it can 
As I gaze on a waist I no longer may span, 

And the past shakes like jelly at memory’s knock— 

I have met my old sweetheart in Teddington Look ! 

She sits so serenely unconscious and cool, 

While I feel like a culprit and look like a fool : 

At the blink of her een I am fain to forget 
The captious caprice of the cruel coquette, 

And all our fond follies come back in a flock, 

As I suddenly see her in Teddington Look. 

You may row on the river, or sail on the sea, 

You may sparkle at dinner or five o’clock tea, 

You may revel at Eamsgate, or sulk at Sou^end, 

You may swagger at Southse^ at Yarmouth unbend, 

You may crusn your fine feelings with husiness cares, 

And blight your romance with political airs ; 

But the past springs to light like a jack-in-the-hox, 

When you meet your old sweetiiearts on launches in locks. 


didn’t like to speak to her, becoz I thort praps she didn’t kno my qUj WITH “ THE dUEEN’S.” 

tog, and praps it might have been thort rude, as we had not bin of APartflud 

interdnced. Presently snm other peeple came up, and so, as I Mx Dekr Ebiend, Bolheytid^Ilikebemg ft-nd • 

tought it rmht, I left her, I quite ment to see her again, hut wot Mghtoed to by being oninionthat . 

I saw when I got back to my reserved seat, drove her out of my bed, hounds that are thimting X- a,t all 

so I shall have to go again, when I quite means to arsk her how she I personally enjoy the sport for the ® InA^pd -nn then, 

cum for to lose hotii hw legs, and n^ly all her body, poor thing ! , he is labouring under a delusion 

.AndiwwwZ latemptfortoSte the mo^rtWerffflest let out for aruu by 

site that hover I seed, a^TL I wSly thinks, as anyhoddy else ewer' county. Wt I say is-let all taka part m this emel 

seed, not ewen an hei miter f 

i^y faney a perciasion as doesn’t seem not to have no hand, and Tours, broken-hartedly, • 




JOSEPH IN EGYPT. 

J^y suis et fy r«a<e— for a time. If the poet Pdittaotte could but see 
Modem Thebes, he would surely discover a new inspiration in Me I 
How I pity that epical Copt, whom old Rimeses seemed to retain 
As a generalutility rhymester ! His subj ects lackedbusiness-like brain, 
His metorio’s almost Swinburnian sometimes, but wants “ ideation,” 
And what Oscija Wilob calls “Modernity!” Now for complete 
incarnation [smile— 

Of that none need look beyond me. Yet I now find myself— with a 
(Like an earlier Joseph) set down by the side of the secular Nile. 
Extremes really meet in this world ; fancy Brummagem, OaucuSf and 
Screw [was a “ do,” 

Meeting Memnon,— or was it Amenophis? Humph! They say he 
The Yocal One was. Always spoke when the rays of the sun smote 
his lips ; [have lent tips. 

But clearly those priests to our wire-pullers might, had they liked, 
My,— well, let us say predecessor, — possessed a sly stone in his lap, 
which uttered oracular sounds in response to a well-managed tap 
From the hands of the priests or their myrmidons. Memnon saluted 
the Sun, [had fun. 

His father. If they ’d had the Caucus in Egypt, the Copts had 
Yes, history truly.“ repeats itself.” Our Grand Old Memnon at home. 
He of the fine “nowing tide ” (don’t he wish it may speedily come ?) 
Responds, as his sycophants think, or pretend, to the “ quivering 
touch ^ [— “ not much ! ” 

Of Titan’s ray”— meaning the dawn of Success. But no, Memnon 
Wire-pullers, political priests, “work the oracle” even at 
Hawarden. [Englishman’s garden, 

As once in old Thebes. Humph! An orchid that’s cut from an 
Or lotus-bud culled from Lake Mceris— what much, after all, does 
it matter r* [chatter ! 

How little our eager “ hear-hearers ” can gauge the true drift of our 
Not Memnon, the son of Aurora, am I, nor Amenophis. No! [“Joe.” 
I am he whom the Caucusite lovingly,— not so long since, — would call 
But my “brethren” just now are less sweet on me. Fancy ’twas 
I digged the pit [doesn’t fit. 

Into which they have frllmu My ooat, many-coloured, they think 


Ah! how ancient Egyptian— and Hebrew— analogies crowd on my 
mind ! [find. 

But Memnon or not, I am Joseph, as some of them some day shall 
My dreams may come true, after all, though my enemies laugh them 
to scorn. 

Meanwhile, I am very well here — anyhow, till the coming of mom 
Makes it needful again to be Yocal : for that I ’ ve the eye of a lynx ; 
But until it is really at hand, I will try the old ro/« of the Sphinx ! 
Why, what did I say to the Bakers at Birmingham ? “ Bread- 
making now 

Is very much like what it was some five thousand or more years ago 
A^t the time of the Phahaohs ! ” Precisely. And bread-making’s 
not the sole art ^ ^ [iug his part 

That has changed very little since Phaeaoh ’s chief baker was play- 
As a dreamer of dreams. Hawarden’s Oracle flouts the Septenmal 
But I fancy ’tis only because he perceives in that popular pact [Act, 
Seven years of Conservative fatness. Ah ! w^, they are not yet 
run out, [I about. 

And what may come after who knows ? But, I think I know what 
Like — ^well, like the earlier Joseph, the dreamer whose vision came 
true. 

To prepare for the seven years leanness is what, after all, I must do ; 
Ana Egypt is not a bad place to think over a question like that. 

And BO on the whole I am glad to sit here — ^where Amenophis sat— 
Away from the fogs and the fumings ; here, where every glance is a 
feast, . 

Like Memnon in dignified silence— keeping my eye on the east ! 


Notes by The Lord Mayor’s Fool. 

Glad to hear that Alderman Yoce Moose has once more iGOOvemd 
his Vox. After that brutal assault Voce was nearly reduced to 
—not the Sheriff ; but in future he must not walk home alone. 


meant, in international pronuneiation, to imply Sav’bt and Mooee I . 
This is the effect of being a Liveryman of the City ! ! 









VENEZUELA. ■ 

Tse Place to spend a Happy Day I 

[“United States Consul Pltjmacher sends to 
Washington from Venezuela a very remarkahle 
report, especially interesting to students of natural 
history.”— Pagh^ and London Papers,'\ 

Of vermin, on a liberal scale, a 
Variety has Venezuela ; 

In fact that favoured land must be 
A School of Natural History ! 

And quite a rising health-resort. 

Read Consul Plumachee’s Report ! 

The Student starts with being bled 
By vampires as he lies in bed, 

And he will be relieved to know 
They 'U only tackle his big toe. 

At breakfast time an omelette 
Of Alligator’s eggs he ^11 get, 

With (he ^11 grow of the dainty fond) a 
Cut from the juicy Anaconda ! 

And when his morning walk he takes, 

He ’ll meet some interesting snakes ! 

The Boa, inclmed to be “ constrictive,” 

But seldom (till annoyed) vindictive ; 

^e Tiger-snake from “ MacaureV^ 

JTis easy, from their bite to tell : 

The one is deadly, savants state all, 

The other’s fang is merely fatal. 

The Sohadora ^ould amuse him, 

^specially if it pursues him) 

Por when, as cads would say, it “ cons” him, 
Th^ sarpint sets to work and whops nim ! 
ri! I’® 1 ^ ^ superintend the whacking, 
tail, like any horsewhip, smacking, 
the smart our Student soon 
Will take a dip in some lagoon ; 


^ould he disturb the grim Qymnotm eel ! 
I Uncomfortable too wRl he be, 
j If spotted swimming by “ Caribe^^ 


They ’re- tiny fish, to sharks in greed alike. 
With double rows of teeth— all needle -like 1 
Should he contrive to gain the shore. 

His mind he ’ll turn to insect-lore : 

The capture of a Scorpion 
May yield him scientific fun, 

But cautious handliug it wOl need. 

(’Tis likewise with the Centipede.) 

A casual nip from some Tarantula — 

To use a hybrid phrase— will “ plant you IdP 
Next, if no accident he dreads. 

He ’ll interview the quadrupeds ; 

The Peccary, or native hog. 

When tame, is faithful as a dog ; 

If savage, on the contrary. 

It chivies hunters up a tree ! 

Big apes (they term them '‘^Araguato ”) 

Pill forests with their loud staccato. 

There, too, are monkeys ” known to Buffon,” 
And most who furnish, at the Zoo, fun ; 
With ardour, too, he be warming 
To find Carnivora are “ swarmiug,” 

He’ll soon acquire, we may assume, a 
Pandliar knowledge of the Puma, 
Distinguishing the faithful Ounces 
From Wildcats, merely by their pounces ! 
But, Plximachee, a wicked w^ you are, 

To teU him ” not to mind the Jaguar ! ” 

And then, it sounds so braggadocious ! 

To add— These beasts are all ferocious.” 

In our prosaically kept isle, 

We only sport one noxious reptile. 

Carnivora we have to go 

And study at a Wild Beast Show. 

And your report is so instructive, 

It pamts a picture so seductive, 

Our NaturjQists will long to meet yours, 

And see all those eocentno creatures. 

So on a visit they’ll determine 
To Venezuela and its vermin. 

{Punch doesn’t know what wiR become of ’em, 
But trusts they ’R aU return— or sottic of ’em 1) 


LATEST FROM THE LAW COURTS. 

{A Spimter in the Pox . ) 

Question, How old are you ? 

Answer, I reaUy don’t know— besides, it s 
rude to question a Lady, 

Q. WRl you swear you are under forty ? 

A, No — ^butlmaybe. 

Q, Is it not a fact that you wRl never see 
your fiftieth birthday ? 

A, So I have been told. 

Q, Have you ever had an offer of marriage ? 

A, Never— to my knowledge. 

Q, Is it not true that you are one of the 
ugliest of your sex ? 

A, So it has been said by other Ladies. 

Q. Ladies I That is the second time you 
have used that expression. WiR you swear 
that “females” would not be the better 
word? 

A, WeR, perhaps it might. 

Q. And you are the sort of woman that 
would stay m Court during the Besant trial, 
in spite of Mr. Baron Httodl’estoit’s remon- 
strances, are you not ? 

A. Yes. I suppose I am. 

Q, And can you imagine anyone more 
degraded or horrible ? 

A., Well, to be frank with you, I cannot ! 

I But there, pray excuse me farther attend- 
ance, as I wish to see a man sentenced 
to be hanged ! 

IThe Witness then hurriedly withdrew, 

Mem. About the Colsxoh BAirauETS.— I 
wonld rather dine at the “Dolphin,” where 
one would be expected to drink like a fish — 
as they do, I snppose, on “The General Por- 
poises Committee” in the City — ^tl^ be 
invited to the “ Anchor ” to dine with the 
Anchorites. 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[Novbmbi® 23 , 1889 . 



A MEDICAL OWL. 

[An Owl has taken up his abode in a tree at Guy’s Hospital.] 

Ant Owl seen at Guy’s I We may surely surmise, 

That the bird of Minerva seeks knowledge ; 

And comes to the place to find favour and grace 
At the hands of the men of that college. 

They may say, “It’s absurd to encourage this bird,” 
Like the hero of Lear's fasciculus ; 

But why that should be so we really can’t see, 

There are many things far more ridiculous. 

Ho man can deny that, in ages gone by, 

The Owl for his wisdom was famous : 

This bird may aspire, with a clinic desire, 

In medical culture to shame us. 

At the lectures we feel he will certes reveal 
Strict attention, in every attitude ; 

With a wink in his eye (Do owls wink, by the bye ?) 
When Professors indulge in a platitude. 

Minerva we know, in the ages ago. 

Was the natron of physic concoctors ; 

Why should not the Owl, as the goddess’s fowl, 

Be enrolled on the list of our Doctors ? 

Let us see that he gains the result of his pains ; 

Make him free of each medical mystery ; 

Till we hail Strix M.D,, as he sits on the tree. 

To practise,— the first time in history ! 

KOD AND (HARD) LINES. 

Mr. Justice Mark (in giving judgment for himself and 
Mr. Justice Wonts) said “ This is a case m which we 
are asked to give our judicial decision as to whether caning 
is, or is not, a suitable punishment to inflict on boys. A 
school-master is charged with assault, for having caned a 
recalcitrant scholar on the hand ; and the Learned Counsel 
V- ril\l M f-TTIr rrrinir^ for the Defendant naturally asks— If a boy may not be 

If 1) I I IT ' T * ^ caned on the hand, where may he be caned ? What, 

‘ > I li I i I ^ ’ then, is the ideal punishment we should be disposed to 

/I'll * T 1 1 Tmr ^ recommend ? My learned Brother and myself have come 

'I I ( I ii I ill it III ill n I the conclusion, that if a boy who had offended were 

^ / 11 f ' ' 1 1 1 I M ' ’ made to read twenty pages of the ‘Law Reports,’ he 

' ' wo^d never commit the offence again. Flagrant cases 

pypi McivP insubordination might involve a perusal of Coke on 

c,A.ui.uaiYE:. Lyttleton^ or even attendance at this Court for a whole 

Our Philanthropist {who often takes the Shilling Gallery-^to his Neighbour), day to listen to the proceedings. We— and we think 
“ Only a middling House,” boys as weU— would prefer this system to either of the 

Unwashed Artisan. “Ay — t hat Sixpence exirYj ’rather heavy for the two methods which the Learned Counsel has humorously 
LIKES o’ Huz, y’know. But THERE ’s ONE Thinq — IT KEEPS OUT THE RiFF- described as the *ualm-oil’ and the ‘switch-back’ plan. 
Raff ! ! ’’ The Defendant is discharged.” 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXXXV, The Marquis of Hartington at Devonshire House. 

As you descend from your ’bus in Piccadilly, pleased to hand the 
attendant conductor the penny he modestly demands, you observe on 
the right-hand side (going up) a high brick wall, once red in hue, but 
now held in the grip of the smoke of London. Passing between the 
jambs of a fifteenth century doorway, you find yoursefl in the great 
courtyard of Devonshire House. Although the date 1379 still 
lingers on the principal tower, the mansion, where the heir to the 
dukedom of Devonshire lives when in town, is not of great antiquity. 
Tt stands on the site of Berkeley House, built in 1658 by Sir John 
Berkeley, created Lord Berkeley of Stratton (whence Stratton 
Street.) Here Q,ueen Anne lived before she died. In 1693, she 
quarrelled with William the Third, and, fearful for her young 
life, escaped to Berkeley House. Here she dwdt with Lady Marl- 
borough for sole companion, ^d your host presently shows you a 
relic of the staircase, up which, at cockcrow every morning, she 
Hghtly stole, and gazed across the park towards distant Westminster. 
Lady Marlborough, standing at the foot of the staircase, ever put the 
anxious question, Sister Anne I Sister Anne ! Do you see anyone 
coming ? ” There is a break in your host’s voice as he tells how the 


that WiLUAH and Mary were dead, childless, and hailed this Inst 
mmimT of the Stuart Family, daughter of James the Second and 
gr^daughter of the renowned Clarendon, Queen of Great Britain 
andlrelandl 

j Berkeley J^use i^r^ied in the flames in 1733, and Wlluam 
of Devonshire, built on it the massive but simple 
in whose low pillared entranoe hall you linger. Beyond 


is the winding marble staircase at the head of which, upon occasion, 
yonr host stands and heartily welcomes Mr, Wiggins^ Mr. Jesse 
C oLLiNGS, and other statesmen and luminaries of social life. As 
the ancient servitor throws open the State Drawing-Room and 
announces you, you observe your host standing on the costly hearth- 
rug in the act of yawning. The action is so perfectly coincidental 
with the opening of the door, that, for a moment, you suspect 
some cunningly devised connection between the Norman doorway 
I and your host’s facial arrangements. But before you leave you 
hpe opportunity of observing, that the gesture, so to speak, is 
distinct fropa the doorway. "Tour host is always ready to fill up 
any pauses in yonr coaversation with a hearty yawn, 

Spencer Compton Cavendish, Marquis of Hartington, leads you 
from the State Drawing-Room into the Saloon, calling your atten- 
tion as you pass to the beautiful ceiling, earliest work of Bellini. 
But, before you go, you find yourself enjoying the varied beauties of 
Paul Yeronese’s “ Adoration of the Magi'' over the doorway ; 
Giacomo Bassano’s Moses ana the Burning Bush" \ II Cala- 
brese’s Musicmm" \ Michael Angelo Caravaggio’s Barrel 
organ'' the musician earnestly regarding the upper windows of a 
modem house; Cignani’s ** Virgin ana Child" and Jordaens’s 
Prince Frederick Henry of Orange^ and his Wife." Yon notice 
the picturesque feeling, quite unusual in this Master, in the arch 


both dark, against a dark sky, the better to bring out the light on 
thekdy’s forehead.. You say this to your host, who yawns. 

Your host, firmly Rising his right hand in his tronsers-pocket, 
his left arm swinging loosely hut gracefully by his side, leads 
way into the Saloon, where you pause to admire a number of family 
^rtraitSj by Sir Goderey Kneller. Here is the first Duke of 
Devonshiie ; and in the courtly curl of the lip, the swf t glancing of 
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cosy table, wMob stands erect on fonr legs, the light from a coal 
fire flashing here and there adown its manogany limbs. Tonr host 
leads you round the room, pointing out on the walls the various 
Yakdtkes. Here is Margaret, Countess of Carlisle, and her little 
daughter ; here Eugeitia Clara Isabella, daughter of Philip the 
Fourth, of Spain, widow of the Archduke Albert ; and here Lord 
Straeeord, happily taken previous to his execution, which affords 
you opportunity of noticing his massive jaw, his curling whiskers, 
and his haughty brow. Your host will presently take you across 
the hall into the Blue Yelvet Koom, where you notice Murillo’s 
“ Infant Moses^^—z. chubby little boy. seated, proud delight gleam- 
ing in his eye at the discovery that he has five toes to each foot. On 
the opposite wall, Ouino Reri’s Perseus^ and AndromedaP 
I Standmg under this, while “Joe,” the long-haired Maltese terrier, 
and “ Randy,” the London waif, curl themselves up comfortably on 
the hearth-rug, their owner, with a ring of a Grand Master of the 
Drury Lane Lodge on his finger, tells you the story of his life. 

The Cavendish history goes back further than the bold Baron 
Caveisrish of Hardwick created in 1603. Since then, there has 
always been a Caveitoish in the Commons, and a Devonshire iu 
the Councils of the reigning sovereign. Your host points proudly 
to the great seal that dangles from Ms waist, carrying the arms of 
the Family. You have scarcely time to notice the tmee bucks’ -heads 
oabossed, argent, when your host calls your attention to the crest, a 
serpent nowed, proper, supported by two bucks, proper, each wreathed 
round the neck with a chaplet of roses, alternately, argent, and azure. 

“ You see, Toby,” says your host, “ we were always for Union.” 
You pleasantly suggest, that your host probably does not include 
matrimonial umon. Spehoer Comptoh Cavendish, Marquis of 
Hartington, steres blankly across your head, fixing his regard on 
the portrait of Ms ancestor. Lord Richard Cavendish, painted by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds in the very prime of Ms power. You are 
about to explain your joke when the sight of Ms carriage out among 
the poplars in the wooded garden reminds him that he is abeady 
due at the House of Commons. “Roasted Chestnut” and “Hot 
Potato” are conveying the future Duke of Devonshire rapidly 
South-west, while you, emerging from the walled garden, stand 
once more on the pleasant pavement of Piccadilly, and hail the 
returning ’bus. 

FISTS AND GLOVES ; OR, THE OLD STYLE AND THE NEW. 

The Past. 

The battered pugilist at length became conscious. For a fortnight 
he had rambled m Ms talk in the throes of delirium. His eyes were 

Pelican Club.' asked the sick-almost- 

unto-death bruiser, as 
well as he could minus three-fourths of Ms teeth. “ Has he come ? ” 
Then entered Ms patron, who, placing in Ms hands a bank-note, 
exclaimed, “ You nave deserved it, my lad ! Six hours’ hard 
fighting with your fists is enough for any one ! ” 

“ Five pounds ! ” murmured the nearly dying prize-fighter ; and, 
with a si^ of intense relief, he fainted away for joy ! 

The Future. 

The hoxer was smoking a cigarette at Ms Club and sipping a lemon- 
sqnash* He paused for a moment to adjnst a piece of stlcking- 
pLaster, about the size of a three-penny-pieoe, on the little finger of 
his left hand. 

“Just my luck!” he growled; “just my luck! I always get 
knocked about when I put on the gloves ! 

He lighted another cigarette, and, taking out the gardenia from 
Ms button-hole, inhaled its perfume. 

“Will Ditchwatbr never come?” he continued. “Surely an 
appointment with me is more important lhan *a debate in the 
Lords.’ ” At moment the Duke entered, and, bowing to the boxer, 
with some hesitation placed in that gentleman’s hands a cheque, 
“Oh, mil What’s this? EG. I here!” shouted tiie indignant 






»THE LITTLE STOWAWAY.” 

A (LAW) COURT LADY. 

I LECE^to Hsten to— well all that sort 
Of tMng one wouldn’t hear except in Court. 

I ’m of tile class that ’s “ privileged.” The Judge 
Can’t turn me out of Court, so I don’t budge, 

But sit to hear wigg’d barristers with three tails 
Describe what journals call “ disgusting details,” 

At which, next day, they scarcely dare to hint. 

So, being deprived of reading it in prmt, 

I go to Court to hear what I can’t read, 

And I enjoy it very much indeed. 

Yet there may come a day (forbid the thought !) 

When rudely I may he “ ruled out of Court.” 

Public opinion is a strong sledge-hammerer, 

I may be crushed, and cases heard in camera^ 

As was a recent one we know. But then, man. 

The Baron, bless him ! doesn’t rule bke Denman. 

When there ’s another like tins last, or near it, 

I, as a lady, hope that I may hear it. 

And if the Baron’s there the sex to chaff, 

He ’R be satbioal, and we shall laugh, 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

. {Fmanoial IndependenU) 

Guldeiess, — ^The return from your New River Debenture Stock is 
much too low. Buy a few City of Tmibuctoo Waterworks, This 
Company holds a monopoly from the . a — 

ruler, and, as a large part of the city is f 
situated some distance from the river, 
the demand for water is great. The 

natives certainly; use wells at present, ^ 

hut the bad quality of water from such 

a source is well known, and tMs fact is l|) 

merely another proof of the need of a 
better supply. The capital is only 

£200,000; and actuarial statements exist T flinttHfl HInCIRiI 
showing that, if only thp hopes of the F I lIp r 

promoters are fulfilled, a dividend of 10 1) IllillMSvili 

per cent, can be paid. These hopes may I M jll | • W|njy™4 || 

DULLCUSU. JLLC J^OiUBOU. XVII. tL UXVIUlCXLlI bVI OiVLJ UOVi ^XCV20 VIX l!>bl.Ul\J.U^- I possibly be exceeded. | i W \ | | bl||||\ f 

pLaster, about tiie size of a three-penny-pieoe, on the little finger of Father or a Family. — Sulphates i H n 
his left hand. have again been depressed by the Dears, -r—M 

“Just my luck!” he growled; “just my luck! I always get but we advise you to hold on. The well- W 

knocked about when I put on the gloves ! ” known financier who rules the market 

He lighted another cigarette, and, taking out the gardenia from has just bought a new country-house, and An Inquiry for dm siive^ 
Ms button-ho le, in haled its perfume. it is, we think, rightly pointed out that this portends something good, 

“Will Ditchwatbr never come?” he continued. “Surely an A Country Clergyman. — ^We hear well of two Mining ventnies. 
appointment with me is more important tiian ‘ a debate in the One, the Sweet Hope Mine, has bought a farm, about eight imles 
Lords.’ ” At this moment the Duke entered, and, bowing to the boxer, west of the famed Josephshurg gold-field. Surveys have shoTO that 
with some hesitation placed in that gentleman’s hands a cheque, the estate is in a direct line witk the run of the reef at Josephshurg. 

“Oh, mil What’s thin? Hi I here!” shouted the indignant The vendors have been generous enough to take £90,000 out oi the 
pugilist. “I was at it with the gloves for nearly seven minutes, £100,000 capital in cash, thus leaving the public the benefit of any 
soratohedmy little finger taking ’em off, and yon haven’t given me increment in valne. The second is a more ambitiontfundertamg. 

more — ^hang me! — than a thousand pounds! ” And uttering an Mr. Doem Brown, the vendor, has discovered that the Nne, at a 

sxpressioai of intense disgust, he absolutely swore! certain spot at present kept secret, contains gold in its bed. By a 

^ , simple process— also a secret— the NilG Diversion Company w 

- , . divert the river into a new course for a few miles, and mus ob^ 

, WoRKf — The LarJcs for Ltmcstics* By the Author possession cf a rich gold-field. The first issue of capital wiU.ue 

Can0iHe»for Consttfnpfives, £1,00(>,ODO, and is sure to he largely over-snbeorihed. 


Bejected Gommunications or Contributions, whether HS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wffl 
m no ease D0 letumed, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To tins tul® 
there will be no exception. f . » xr 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


UNTILED 5 OR, THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

** Ties volontiers,” repartit le demon. “ Yous aimez les tableaux cbangeans : k veux vous contenter.^' 

Xe Xiahle Boiteux^ 


XII. 

“Maithood,” my 'guide remarked, 
“ is a great dower, 

The hope of fglory, and the prop of 
power, 

In every prosperous nation. 

O’er its displays]; the daintiest critic 
gloats, 

And half its hours a polished world 
devotes 

; Unto its cultivation. 


“ With what results ? Our visits of 
to-night 

Upon that question, friend, should 

throw some light. - ' -- - 

In the great Titan tussle ^ 

Called Civilisation, sense may not _ 

refuse _ 

To recognise the ever-growing j ::: 

use ^ 

Of nerve and brawn and muscle.” 

“Incarnate sneer ! ” I said, “ you shoot awry. 1 “ ] 
To doubt the virtues of virility 


1 omen'd 






i 





mim 






Were surely sheer insanity. 

Else what tiie meaning of the athletic rage, 
Or that peculiar portent of our age 
Called ‘ Muscular Christianity ’ ? 

“The running ground and the gymnasium 
now 

Are adjuncts to the Church. Youth’s noble 
brow 

Must sweat— or soul will sicken — 

If not at labour then, of course, at sport. 

The boxing-chamber and the tennis-court, 
The idler’s pulses quicken.” 


“ He howls applause, he whom one swashing 
blow 

Eiom'a down’s fist would suddenly lay low. 

See there, hard by his shoulder, 

A vulgar, vulpine visage, smile-wreathed, 
peers, 

And whispers hideous hints into his ears— 
As base a brute, but bolder I 

“ Bolder, and, so far, better than the boy 
Who finds a frantic, yet effeminate joy 
In such fierce mutual mauling 
Of venal ruffianism. There are men 
Engaged in ‘ manly’ sport in this shy den, 
Though like mad Msenads bawling ! ” 


“Most true!” rejoined the Shadow. “Come “Mammon and Manhood,” murmured I, 
and see ^ appear 

The majesty of muscularity The twin divinities of this strange sphere.” 

Crowned in the modem manner ; “It sees their mutual action, 


appear 

The twin divinities of this strange sphere.” 

“ It sees their mutual action, 

Xot with the parsley^ chaplet of the Greek. Replied my cold companion. “Mammon rules, 

A modest champion is as far to seek, Whilst ‘ Manhood’ it bewitches and befools, 

Xow, as a stainless banner.” To their joint satisfaction. 

A curious scene ! Full midnight, and a mob < ‘ Ask any keen expert at modern Sport 

Of moneyed ruffianism! Purse and fob What ‘ Champions ’ are. He’ll answer in a 

Well filled and smartly furnished, sort, 

Broadcloth in sable acres ; faces fine If frank, which may surprise you. 

Or brutal, fiusbed with furious zest and wine. That burly brute’s a champion— atitbis game ! 


Bronze cheeks, like copper burnished. 
All eyes concentre on two brawny churls, 


Exactly how he won, or stole, that fame 
inquire not, I ’d advise you I 


Whom diplomats and dandies, * * Sports ” and < * At least, not 'here. Sharp words, and blows. 


earls. 

Eagerly scan and measure. 

Two coarse athletic animals, whose might 


come quick [trick, 

From sleek supporters of the ‘Champion’ 
When fearing its exposure. [leech 


l^udely displayed, moves many a brilliant Ask awkward questions, and some lurking 


light 

Of learning or of leisure. 

“This,” smiled the Shadow, “is the shrine 
I of Sport ! 


Of the blood-sucldng brood upon your speech 
May put most summary closure. 

“ Sport ? The true sport of all these greedy 
knaves [slaves, 


The monarch Muscle here holds secret- court, ig pigeon-plucking. They are Swelldom’s 
. In smew like to languish. Sycophants soft hut sinister ; 

Whilst wealth and culture find delight acute They ’re panders and purveyora to the mob 
In the achievements of the human hrute, Of affluent noodles ; but those guUs they rob 


Careless of fleshly anguish ? 

‘ ‘ It must ennoble manhood to look on 
In safety, as in days fools fancied gone, 
i And watch men pound and batter 
f aces and forms out of all human shape, 


To whose base tastes they minister. 

“ Mark those two shiny, silent, black-browed 
men! 

They are the ruling spirits of this den. 
Should we their footsteps follow 


Whilst they, the well-dressed watchers, bet Into their private room, where, without fuss 
and gape. Of morals or of manners, they discuss 

And curse and chaff, and chatter. Their business brutish, hollow ; 

“Look at tliat low-browed peer ; no coarser “Strange side-lights on the wondrous ‘World 
cub [pub. of Sport,’ 

E’er ‘ spread biTnApl-P > at a low sporting So popular from clerkdom "to the Court, 

See how his fool face flushes Our darkness n^ht illumm ate. ^ 

As one grim gladiator makes strong play, Shall we ? Nay, from the task I see you shrink. 

I And one, the gentler, vainly strives to stay Such harpy-souls are ^ loul seeming sink, 

Brute mows and fierce huU-rushes I O’er which ’tis ill to mininate. 


SASSIETY SMALL-TALK. 

(From the “ Twopenny Twaddler,**) 

BEeb. Majesty, on her return from Scotland 
last week, travelled the greater part of the 
way in a railway carriage. The weeit (who 
is in excellent health) closed her eyes several 
times during the journey. 

It is reported in literary circles that Mr. 
Smith is writing a life of Mr. Jones, and that 
Mr. Jokes is engaged on a biography of Mr. 
Smith. 

The new Loed Ma.yoe is very popular in 
the City, and has given great satisfaction to 
his guests at the Mansion House by intro- 
ducing turtle soup into^the menu of ks Lord- 
ship’s dinners. 

The rumours that Cueeh Akne died'some 
years ago has uow received confirmation. 
This piece of intelligence will be welcome 
news to the Historical Research and Investi- 
gation Society, of which Mr. Tomicin^ the 
eminent antiquarian, is the respected Presi- 
dent. 

Next week Monday will be followed by 
Tuesday, and Thursday be preceded by Wed- 
nesday. It has been arranged that Friday 
and Saturday shall come before Sunday. 

We are authorised to state that the an- 
nouncement made in this column some time 
since, which we denied, and subsequently 
confirmed, is entirely devoid of foundation. 
We shall, no doubt, have more to say on this 
subject on some future occasion, when the 
pressure of news on our space is less than at 
present. 

=== I 

. A CHEAP SCCTCH TCUR. 

See the ToothDrawing Exhibition at Messrs, 
Tooth’s (why not call themselves “The 
Teeth” at once?) Gulleryinthe Haymarket. 

’ The Firm should be known as “ The Wisdom 
Teeth,” since they rarel;^ if ever make a mis- 
take in their Show. This time it consists of 
over fifty pictures of the Rivers of Scotland, 

I by Mr. Davii) Faequhaesok. Notwith- 
standing the large number^ it is astonisl^g | 
the variety to be found in the Collection. 

! No two pictures are alike; they all have i 
the impress of being painted on the spot, 
and have no “ studio-taint” about them, 
too often acquired by re-touching a fresh 
’ transcript from Nature in a murky town 
I painting-room. They are broadly painted, 

I but with a marvellous knowledge of effect 
j and feeling for colour. There is such a 
I wondrous breeziness and reality about them, 
that you be^ to wish you had come as a 
Philiheggar in a kilt, ready to have your 
^ fling, and after “a wee drappit in the ^ee,” 

» reel out again. We present this little notice 
® as a conmhntion of “ Butter Scotch,” and 
advise everyone to at once take the Cheap 
Scotch Tour, personally conducted by Mr. 

^ DAvmlFAEairHAEsoK. 

^ Robeet de Pabis.— At the d^euner given 
by Lord Lyttok to H.R.H. the Peikce and 
Pbikcess op Wales, the first item on the 
menu was “ CEufs d la Roh&rV^ A certain 
City Waiter of our acquaintance not un- 
known to fame looks upon this as “ a ninter- 
3 TiflahTial cumplimint.” “ Heggs is Heggs, 
nowerdays,” he writes to ns; ‘^speshully in 
Parris, where a ‘Uff aller Robert,’ must 
mean a neg as kostes a bob.” 

Rbvivai. op PuerimsM.— Great (^lehration 
of Boxing Day this year at the Pehoan. 
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There was a mxLiiijQ.ce]it host 
At the sign of “ The Tankard,’^ whose hoast 
Was this, that the Poor 
Never turned from his door 
Without having had sip and sup from his 
store, 

And feeling as warm as a toast. 

And oh! what a snug, cosy world it would he 
Were only all Landlords as hearty as he ! 

The name of mine host was Ned Gtjinness ; 
He knew what the right use of “ tin ” is, 
To earn, save, and spend, 

Bless the poor, help a friend. 

And they who dispute the more generous end. 
Must he the most miserly ninnies. 

But oh I what a many starved mouths might 
he fed, 

Were all Landlords as wise and as kind as 
was Ned! 


And there were three jolly Trustees, 

Who sat with their hands on their knees, 
Like the Postboys of song. 

And they thought, ** It seems wrong 
That the Poor should he horribly housed for 
But theni«?e can’t do as we please, [so long. 
We would give them snug homes, if we could, 
without doubt ; 

Meanwhile, let us call for a tankard of Stout! ” 

They csJled for the stout, and they drunkit. 
(There was Rowton, and Ritchie, and 
There they sat, these Trustees [Pltinret) 
With their hands on their biees. 

And they said, “To give labourers sweet 
homes and ease 

Is a very stifi job, and all funk it ! ” 
“What, allf^^ cried mine host. “Well, I 
pnjLst that you won’t [don’t ! ” 

Talk like that in my house, for I certaMy 


Then he came from behind his snug bar. 
With a bottle (some say ’twas a jar) 

Of a Pantomime sort. 

And he said (in his sport) 

“ Here ’s a magnum, my boys, not of Cham- 
pagne or Port, 

No, no ! something better by far. 

Ton ’ ve heard of a big pot of money, no doubt, 
W eU, here ’s a big bottle of— let us say Stout! 

Those jolly Trustees they all stared ; 

To beheve their own eyes hardly dared. 

It was such a whopper, 

Pure gold was the stopper. ^ 

Cried, Plttnket, “dreat Scott! ” (The re- 
mark was improper.) 

Whilst Ritchie and Rowton looked scared. 
But the Landlord laughed loud and cned, 
“ Test it, this minute ! ^ ... 

The great Inexhaustible One is not in it I 
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“ Do I look delusive or shifty ? 

Well, Thousands Two-Hundred-and-Fifty 
You U1 find there secure, 

And it ’s aU for the poor ! 

I have earned a full right to give freely, I ’m 
sure, 

By being successful and thrifty. 

There His, boys ! You three wifl make good 
use, no doubt 

For the poor, of this bottle of —shall we say 
Stout ? ” 

Bravo! 0 munificent host ! 

Your magnum is something to boast. 
Magnanimous man. 

You have hit on a plan 
To encourage in giving the many who can^ 

And shame those who shrink from the cost! 
A rare pot of money, indeed ; all made out 
Of other big pots— of your excellent Stout ! 

No wonder those joJly Trustees 

Sit struck, with their hands on their knees. 
But each must be goose 
If he can’t find good use 
For so noble a g^t without waste or abuse. 

Mr* Punch will just watch, if you please. 
That big bottle’s future. Just now he gives 
honour 

To good Edwabd Guinness, its generous 
donorj 

“ Dabniet v.Melnotte.”— Strikingnamea. 
The one recalling the history of Mart Queen 
of Scots, and the other the celebrated Claude^ 
likewise the Dame Melnotte, in Lord Lygcton’s 
Lady of Lyons. Therefore generally inter- 
esting, but specially so to dramatic authors 
and actors, as showing that for once and 
away there is a Judge willing to understand 
theatrical terms and customs, and not above 
observing to Counsel, who was questioning 
Mr. Pinero as to what he has written for the 
stage so as to identify him, that ‘*Mr. Pinero 
required no introduction.” This was very 
nice of Mr. Justice Mathew. A great im- 
provement in courtesy since The Chief 
expressed himself absolutely ignorant of 
the existence of two such celebrities as 
Cornet Grain and Cornt,— no, Connie, 
Gilchrist. 
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THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF BRITISH ARTISTS. 

The good old ship in Suffolk Street sails 'on her winter voyage 
with less press of canvas than sometimes, but posdbly that canvas 
is of a better quality than usual, and better able to withstand -^e 
blast of rude Boreas, the critiq, Gone are the startlers, with which 
the Whistlerites, the S^phonists, and the Impressionists used to 
deck the walls ! Yanished are the Spanish pictures of Hxtrlstone. 
the mUd lands^es of Gosiino, and the prismatic, half-dressed 
young ladies of Woolmbr, which fiourished in this gallery in a more 
remote age. And the good ship— which has weathered many a storm 
—sails ^easantly and smoothly on an even keel. Though the 
number of pictures has been redueedj there are over six hundred 
and fifty works of art— more or less— in the present show. Among 
them may be noted two clever landscapes in Provence by Miss HnnA 
Montalba, Moonlight ” and “ Planting Potatoes^ “ TJmeiled^'* 
by H. T. ScHAEER, seems to demonstrate that all Mr. Horsley’s 
expostulations are unavailing : “ The Some of the Sea Fowl,^^ by 
Horace Catjtt, bright, fresh and true; “ The Rehear sal, by J. 
Clark, somewhat sombre in tone, but carefully painted ; “ ^ Connote- 
by W. D. Almond, full of character ; “ In the Wake of 
Wirder^^ By F. S. Spenlove, a very clever landscape ; “ Ashore^^ 
^ F, Brangwyn, a good sea-story well told. This artist also con- 
tnbutes a powerful bit of reality, called ‘ ‘ Spinning YarnP “ Home- 
toardsP by F. C. Eobinson, is a careful transcript of Nature ; “ Be- 
rrayed,” an excellent water-colour, by C. Cattekmolb ; and w Old 
Aomawce,” by P. H. Calderon, E. A., is well worth attentive perusd. 

a number of excellent sea-pieces by G. S. Walters : “ The 
Mm Stream,^^ by J. H. Snell ; “ Wken the Sun is Low, by L. 
Grier; “ A Misty Morning, by E. Halenight, an appropriately- 
jamed artist to paint such a subject ; a clever picture 6om Sketches 
^ Boz, by W. H. Ptkb (where was Pluck f ) ; On the Loddon^^ by 
abend ; and others that well merit the attention of the spectator. 


FEENCH HOSPITALITY. 

“ France has been able to offer her sympathetic hospitality to millions of 
foreigners.”— of M. Tirard, 

\ “ Sympathetic hospitality ” ’s a very pretty word 

For inadequate hotel accommodation, 

0 gushing Monsieur Tirard, don’t you think that it ’s absurd 
To advance a claim like that for your French nation ? 

Folks visited your wondrous Exhibition, a vast crowd 
Thronged fair Paris to the end from the beginning ; 

But, in more than one hotel, it ’s universally allowed, 

That they underwent a process known as ** skinning.” 

There is little doubt you welcomed every nation with good will, 
And we know what great attractions Paris offers ; 

But it ’s hardly hospitality that sends us in a hill, 

Nor do hosts expect their friends to fill their coffers. [Yankee, 

You were welcome to our sovereigns and the dollars of the 
ATid your Show was worth the utmost we could spend : 

But Ldteha, for our largesse, might at least, we think, say 
And not boast of hospitsdity, my friend ! [” Thank ye,” 

Baunted Houses.— Typhoid, according to the DaiVy Telegraph re- 
port, seems just now to be the awful spectre appearmg in many 
ancient conntry houses. The only way of laying this Xnsmiitary 
Spectre, is by sending round the Sanitary Inspector. 

*• Something in the City.” — ^It is^ understood that Augustus 
Druriolanus, in consequence of his distinguished Pantomime and 
Operatic Spectacular services, and Mr. Lewis WiNGPpiLD, for hia 
noble effort in the cause of artistic effect on Lord Mayor s Show day, 
will he elected honorary members of The Worshipful Company of 
Spectacle Makers. 
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“ There is no analogy whatever between medical practice and very awkward. I wish I could The TJmperor, Q-uite so. Pray 
Mr. Spxjitsee’s absolute political ethics. Yah! dar’n! Go home see my way out of it, [Aloud.) proceed, [deferring to card.) 
toyourmo^er! , ^ ^ m -rr « Government,” in- “Provisional Government” ? 

“lam, Sir, your obedient Servant, T. E. Hexlet.” deed ? What do I know of it ? Then I conclude there has been 
Worse and worse ! I wonder if there ’s any more of it ? Oh, yes. . People.—^ you are some change ? 

still Ignorant, we^U soon enough Retired SoV “ 


Screws another letter from Spubtser— I thought “the controversy »WUJ. xguvJxatJULU, YTO XI. DWJX C^JUVtLgXL j J^,GUlTf^U OUl/iUZlOT". JL n CT g lias, 
was closed, as far as he was concerned,” Then there’s another, naanageln enhghten you. Know, your Majesty. The fact is the 
from Spexeet or Huptsee— I mean, HtncsrsEET or Spexer. What’s ^©tehed Despot, that your rule is country is no longer an Empire, 


“Provisional Government”? 
Then I conclude there has been 


Retired Solicitor. There has, 


it matter ? I ’ll just glance through it. (Reads.) 


Federated ^public but a Eepublic ; and you, Sire, I 


“ SiE,— It seems to me to be a pity that the discussion which has and Indivisil^ rei^s su- almost regret to have to inform 
been carried on in your columns should come to an end before You, vile traitor to your 


Mr. Laidler’s able letter has been considered on its merits.” x 

But I never read Mr. Laedlee’s letter. Positive— ladle, compara- ^ ^mperor, Ine ± 
! tive Laidleb. If I ’d only had the Laidier, of course he ’d have i faced. 


country as you are, are deposed ! break the truth to you as deli* 
^^e Emperor, The Emperors catoly ^possible, are deposed.^ ^ 


he learns from me ‘ that the principles of physiology, as at present 
known, can never procure for a doctor an introduction to his^tient. 


helped me. As it is, I ’ll just leave out that part. Here ’s a postscript! I V tolled only at the Iasi 

“Mr, Spuitser, in the letter wMch you publish to-day, says that | to o^rwlmJmmg^orce,^^ 


The Emperor. Dear me ! This 


at the last | is very interesting. Coming, 
however, of a long line oi 
Royal ancestors, I feel bound, at 
least, to say that I can “yield 


known, can never procure lor a doctor an introduction to his patient. ^ of the ^ople, [pulling him least, to say that I can yiciu. 

Kothing of the kind is discoverable in what I have said. Without Ha* miscremt, we only to force. 

-fnrATiA iTiflto.-nt fl. filoHA Atifttoo-v liAtxirAftn onrq had torcseen this, and had_ taken Retired Solicitor. Jvst%o. Your 


i'yooUJLU.s 'JJI- WJ.C JIXUU. xo ujL9wvcjLa.uxc XU. Wjustu X jJLavc oaiu., tt xbuuub V,„;i x:" xv:.- J x-1— . -fk x * jfv 7* t x -xr 

denying for one instant a close analogy between social and physio- l^ad foreseen this, ^d had taken Retied Soluntor. Just so. Y;^ 

logical laws, I never asserted that the connection was one of cause to meet it accordingly. Majesty, we had foreseen this 

a£d effect. If Mr. Spuitser were already acquainted with the a signal, upon which the display of your Imperial spi^, 

present relations of physiology and therapeutic^ no introduction ff^^^ 9 -doors of a hack drawing and had provided for it. 
would be required. You should bow, but not shake hands.” are flung open, duclojmg the whistUs. Iwo NewspaperEdttors 

WeU, I’m thankful, that’s aU. No more Spuetsley and Hexer 7 fdicitor, 

forme. Where’s this week’s Pwnc A f Spenslet and Hxtxer sounds Sorme.)Eoyfr,d^ ent^,hemng garlands of flowers, 

somethin^ like sherrv and seltzer. That reminds me-ah. Waiter ! ^ gracefidly entwine 


something like sherry and seltzer. That reminds me— ah, Waiter ! 



^7 


sh^ make short work of you. ahoutthe Emperor.) You see, Sire, 
The machine is in excellent work- thus we hold you in chains. You 
b H 0 R T ijag order, as you will soon find out. must confess that you are indeed 
X iThe Mob shout approval, our prisoner. 

“7 Qj ®®^ Emperor [turning slightly The Emperor [still smiling 

snort bun- pale). Be it so ! Struggle is use- blandly). I see. Struggle is use- 
day semce Jess. (Aside.) And now for some less. And now let us get a Brad^ 


The Emperor [turning slightly The Emperor [still smiling 
de). Be it so ! Struggle is use- blandly). I see. Struggle is use- 


smiling 


(Aside.) And now for some less, 


now let us get a Brad- 


witn wnicn disguise in which to effect my shaw, and see what tune the first 




escape. I must at any rate en- boat starts for Europe, 
quainted, is deavour to manage this somehow. Retired Solicitor, Your Ma- 
th at be- jSon of the People [anticipating tosty need not trouble yourself, 
tweeu Dover intention). And think not. Your passage is already booked; 
pd Cmam, myrmidon, to escape our watchful aud, to make matters pleasaut on 


in one of the 


A // eye. A guard is set upon every 

^ u // ^ orders are to fire 

Company's and spare no one ! Ha! ha! .Be- 
® ® AT Heware! You will find 

^ boats. No oxir bite every bit as bad as our 

PtTGILISTIC REVI7AI.. onboa^d^a^ 

Matches in Box, and Boxin’ Matches. usual. the case, and I see no reason to 

.izi.— . ■ ■ r=r donbt it, the sooner I get OUt of 

this decidedly the better. 

ROSE-LEAVES AND REVOLUTION ; OR THE LATEST DEPOSITION. [Mixes with the crowd, and even- 


lard is set upon every the voyage, I have been requested 
the orders are to fire to press your acceptance of this 
CIO one ! Ha ! ha ! .Be- little cheque for £50,000,000. 


vOffers it. 
aking ii\. 


PUGILISTIC REVIVAL. 
Matches in Box, and Boxin’ Matches. 


How (ACOOEniNO TO AIiL PEECE- j HoW (iN PACT) IT ACTUALLY DID. 
dent) it ought to have comb xhe Scene represents the Interior 


The Sceiie represents the Interior 
of a Reception-room in the Im- 
perial Palace on the morning 
of the violent^ outbreak ^ of a 
bloody revolution.^ Barricades 
are erected in all directions, and 
the air is dark with the explosion 
of shells and the hail of flying 
shot. As the Curtain rises, the 
Imperial Family are discovered, 
terror-stricken, and cowering 
in a corner, while a furious 
mob of desperadoes, headed by a 
* ‘ Son of the People, hursts into 
the chamber, and advances on 
them with threats and impre- 
cations. 


of an Apartment in the Em- 
peror’s summer retreat at Petro- 
polis, on the morning of a 
change of the Constitution of the 
Country. There is no outward 
and visible sign of any unusual 
commotion, the birds singing 
sweetly in the sunshine without. 
As the Curtain rises, the Im- 
perial Family are discovered 
finishing their simple breakfast 
quietly, while a Retired Solici- 
tor, arrayed in a red scarf of 
office, representing the New 
Government, isusheredintotheir 
presence by a Court Official, 
bowing respectfully. 

The Emperor [inspecting card 
which has been handed to him, 


IT bite every bit as bad as our The Emperor (taking it). 

irk. Thanks, very much. (Moved.) 

The Emperor [making hxs way I really shall often think oi 
trriedly to the lack). If that is “ poor old Brazil.” 
e case, and I see no reason to [ Wipes away a tear. 

>nbt it, the sooner I get out of Retired Solicitor. Do, your 

is decidedly the better. Majes^ ! And now, is there 

Mixes with the crowd, and even- anything else that you would 
tually having shaved off his like. You have only, believe 
hair,his eyebrows and whiskers, me, to mention it, and your 

and assumed a comic red shock Majesty’s wishes 

wig and disguised himself as The Emperor. s>o. [Cqn- 

a cabman, and borrowed one sidering.) Well, no ; nothing 
shilling and ninepence from his beyond. Stay; I may as well have 
Major - domo, finds himself the Crown jewels and— the 
towards the evening hanging throne ? 

about the docks in search of Retired Solicitor [with alacrity), 
some vessel bound to set sail They shall be made up into a 
that same night for Europe, neat brown-paper parcel for your 
and at length, after hiding him- Majesty at once. 
self away on several and getting [And, shedding a quiet tear of 
discovered and warned off, the joyful gratitude, with his family 


^e Emperor [facing the Mob), which ha^ been handed to him, 
ell, ruffians, do your worst! and reading). “ Representative of 


discovered and warned off, the 
‘ * Emperor,” now with only a few 
pence in his pocket, succeeds in 
secreting himself in the hold of 
a second-class collier, and in 
the midst of privation and cold- 
fusion, sets sail for Europe as 
the Curtain falls. 


comfortably around him, and 
his pockets full of the ready 
money provided for him by 
“ poor dear old Brazil, the 
deposed Emperor starts, amid 
every luxury and comfort, for 
Europe, as the Curtain falls. 


Well, ruffians, do your worst! and reading). “Ri 
I -^d you, who call yourself a the Provisional 
Son of the People,” know that [Smiling blandljy) 


Government.’' 


Oh Commission. — As it has been supcgested to me that some ac^ow- 
ledgment should be made in recognition of the graceful compliment 


I defy you ! but I do not quite understand. aDiniy snown oy myseii ana imose uuuexa w wxxum uuwxiw* 

[Attempts to get under the table. Retired Solicitor. No, Sire! We in the management of our part of the Special Commission. I have no 
Son of the People. And know, hardly expected you would. But hesitation in stating that it is my dehherate opmon that them I^rd- 
too, Imperial Wind-bag! that I we thought the best way of pre- ships will show equal talent m perfomung what ^ 

am here to beard.youinyour den, serving your Majesty from any done in hnn^pT l^toncal mquest to a final yid satim^tmy 
and proclaim as the herdd of the impleasant shock, which, I feax, cond^n. fifwes me the neatest rieasMemtrn^(m^^ 
proletariat the doom of yotir is meritahle imder the dionm- &attlmy wmtocpTerae^th. When fonnd,mw no doubt ^ 
accursed house and race ! stances, would he for me to caU Press assist m pubHshing it. I fi^ve ^ 

The Emperor (aside). This is personally and explain matters. [ Lordships a respectful adieu. (Signed) A. Briefless, Junior. 


Excuse me, 


^t i dS noTS'undSitod ’ Swiity shown^m^lf “th<«e otherito whom tlu^ axe dne,^ 


I have the honour to hid thdr 
Led) A. Briefless, Junior. 
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ENGLISH AS SHE IS SOMETIMES SPOKE. 

Sostess, *‘YotJ ARE Late this Morning, Monsiexj-r Alphonse !” 

M, Alphonse {who is fond of English Idioms), “Yes, Madam, I *ad zb misfortune to sleep over myself zts Morning, and I 

COULD NOT DESCEND IN TIME ! ” 


THE NEW CRUSA.de. 

At last I The aiiti-hxLmaD Demon, long 
By aid of mortal selfishness so strong, 

Now stands at hay before the banded league 
Of nations. Euthless power, or sly intrigue 
Wni scarce avail him now to force or foil 
The ranks that close around, or snatch his spoil, 
Insatiate ogre, in the old safe way. [day ! 
Clarkson, you should have liven to see this 
■Welrereorce, Garrison, and all great hearts 
Who played far-scattered solitary parts 
Against the common enemy of afl, 

In days when Civilisation held the thrall, 
Lucre^s fair prey, and luxury’s mere tool, 
When even Christianity sought to school 
The emancipatmg''gospel to the need 
Of haughty indolence and huckster greed, 
How would you in this welcome scene rejoice 1 
Lavigbbxe, triumph that your rallying, voice 
Has urged the nations to the New Crusade, 
Not against Paynim force but godless Trade ! 
Once more the Cross is lifted, not alone 
Agaiust the Crescent as when Godfret shone 
Amidst the ranks of Europe’s Chivalry ; 

No pfallant Saladin indeed is he. 

’Gainst whom these Christian swords you fain 
would urge ; 

The Demon of the Shackle and the Scourge, 
Lowering and shrinking hideously, stands 
Circled and trapped by those cross-hilted 
brands. ^ [base 

Not Goethe’s mocking fiend was black and 
As this vile ogre of the Afrit face, 

Africa’s subtle bane and potent blight, 

Last, s^ngest champion of the powers of 
night; 


Still strong, for all those swords, and not yet 
slain; 

At bay, but till stretched stark, too sure 
again 

To rear his hateful crest in some foul lair, 
And, like an incarnation of Despair, 

Dominate riven hearth and ruined home 
Of those to whom the New Crusade should 
come 

Like the cool water-drop of Lazarus 
To Dives in his agony. ’Tis thus, 

And thus alone, this fiend may yet be foiled. 
He, quintessential devil, hath despoiled 
Earth’s fairest scenes for ages, taking tithe 
Of the poor simple race, who might he hlithe 
Even in ignorance, save for that foul foe, 
Whose breath lays hope’s most humhle blos- 
soms low, 

Blasts in their birth the germs of happiness, 
.And make of Life a synonym for Distress. 
Now he ’s at bay, like Mephistopheles 
Before the students’ cross-hilts. And will 
these, 

Civilisation’s gathered champions, hold 
The cross, the blade at need, loyally bold, 
Unitedly impregnable, until 
The hideous incamation of all ill 
Fails utterly before them, fails and falls 
No more to shackle or to scourge his thralls, 
No more to traffic blood for gold, no more 
To strew the sands from tropic belt to ^ore 
Of the Dark Continent with his dusky 

Butchered in wrath, or fallen on the way 
Beneath the lash ? England looks on with 
hope. 

She, the first Champion who dared to cope 


With the great Slavery Demon. Not alone 
She standeth now, for Freedom’s Guard hath 
grown. 

Good Cardiual, and you magnanimous king. 
Who brought your Belgium into the, great 
ring^ 

Of exercisers, Punch applauds ye both, 

And hopes no hidden greed, no selfifch 
sloth, 

Nor calculated callousness of Trade, 

Will eat the heart out of your New Crusade. 


“What’s Your Little Game 
All the world’s a playground, and everybody 

in it merely 

Ail 

iS^JAUDES 

vented the indoor 
- Z' games of Tiddedly 

Winhs (he should 
mtent 

a companion to iVhy), Chopsticks^ Hcslder^ 
and his latest is The Butterfly JSunt^ which 
can he made a very fuimy performance, oply 
it might have been so much better with 
coloured butterflies, instead of Httle scraps 
of paper. In indoor exercise nothing yet 
invented has beaten the ancient Battledore 
and Shuttlecock^ which can be made nearly 
as scientific as Lawn-tennis. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The industrious Sutherland Edwards has given us a delightful 
couple of volumes about The Idols of the French Stage, published 
by Eemdtgton & Co. The chapters dealing with the life and death 
of the witty Sophie Arnauld are as interesting 
as tiiey are entertaining. Poor idols ! everyone 
with a history, and all the histories bearing a 
strong resemblance to each other, In the bio- 
graphies of men we say, Cherchez la femme; but 
here it is always, Cherchez Vhomme I Poor talk- 
ing doUsl worshipped as idols, then shattered 
or neglected, and the cult transferred to a rival. 
Charmingly cynical is the story of the vestal 
Raucourt, whose virtue brought its own reward, 
and had its price in the betting[-list ; and curious, 
,, nowadays, when the Cur^ of St. Roch invites 
^ the Company of the Comedie Eran 9 aise to cele- 
brate the tercentenary of Cornehib at his church, 
to read how Christian burial was refused to so many actresses, even 
when they had become “reconciled ” on their death-beds. Bossuet’s 
letter Sur la Comedie is evidence of the rigorous ecclesiastical rules 
then in force according to the Fituels de Faris, Mr. Edwards, in 
the course of his amusing account of the capricious Soprano, 
Madame Be Saint Hdbertt (afterwards the unfortunate Countess 
d*ANTRAiGUES, married to a Frenchman who might well have 
been named Count dTntrigues) tells us how, on one occasion, 
bein^ annoyed with the conductor of the orchestra, she declared, 
that if he appeared in his place at night, “ she would undress her- 
wlf, and remse to sing her part.” Surely Mr. Edwards has here 
inverted the sequence of events. Her refusal to sing, which wo^d 
be on the stage, must have preceded her act of undressinff, which 
would have been in her loge. Still in those days they did odd things. 
As usual, Mr. John Latet, Junior, brings out his Penny Illus- 
trated Christmas Number of the Fenny Illustrated Fayer weU in 
advance of all the others. Miscalled John Latet, evidently 
John Early. The cover shows travellers be-lated in the snow, 
wod, this, to begin with. Plum-pudding and turkey await them, 
John Early has written a story with a well worked-up sensation, 
and Fred Barnard shows us a straggle between somebody and a 


highwayman in the snow— most uncomfortable for both— but some- 
body gets decidedly the best of it, and consequently the highway- 
man the worst of it. The Fiery Furniss ends the Number — 
which, by the way, is aU snow andnre, t:^ieally Christmassy,— with 
hints for Tommy’s dressing-up in the houdays. Tommy being recom- 
mended by the Fiery One to cause great sport to his friends and 
relatives by trying to look as much like several distinguished persons 
as possible. Poor Tommy! And, if he’s caught making raids on 
Grandpapa’s linen, and requisitioning collars, m order to look like 
Gladstone, and Grandmamma’s cloaks, to look like Tennyson, and 
so forth, it will end in Tommy’s getting an extra dressing, which 
win be the reverse of what the gardeners call a “top-dressing.” 
Poor ToMikiY I 

“THE HOG CASE.” 

To be published, in one volume, with ecclesiastical binding, that 
is, if anySiing ecclesiastical can be binding in such a matter, a short 
history of this important case, to be entitlea, Hoo Hoo and WhaFs 
What f It win be illustrated with snatches of song by T. Debdin, 
a specimen of which, entitled, “Hbo Cares {vide Bibdin’s 
BaUads, Bohn’s edition, p. 91) we place before our readers. It has 
quite the nautical smack of Dibdin about it, as one might expect 
from one who assists in steering the ecclesiastical barque in the See 
of Bochester. Here it is 

And then when ill-fortune has crowned his endeavours 
'Twist parties the peace to restore, 

Well, what if so he if the public he favours 
With reasons why, Hoo, and where-ybrfi ? 

Now, bless the kina Bishop who treats with good-nature 
Priend, enemy, false or true, 

Though oppressed by Hoo cares, he will give a poor creature 
His beirson,— but what cares Hoo ? 

We do not know when the volume is coming out, but due notice 
will be given in the Hoo and Cry, 


T-ma Anti-Enjoyment-on-Sunday Society might turn its attention 
to the Sunday ’bus traffic, as represented in a letter to the Times of 
November, 19, by a Director of the Tram Car Company. 
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« HANSOM IS AS HANSOM DOES.” 

(A Ballad of a Police-Court Oase^ set to the ancient rhyme of 

^ Billy Taylor,") 

There was a young and Hansom Cabby, 

Wbicb be bad a sweet young wife* 

Annoyed by a willin base ^d shabby, 

Wbo werry nearly worried ber out of ber life. 

He dogged ber footstei^s wbeneyer be met ber, 

Wrote ber many a biUy doo ; 

But tbe sweet young wife gave every letter 
To ber Hansom bubby fond and true. 

So tbe Hansom Cabby, up to bim dasbin’, 

Descends from bis percb, — “ Take that ! ” says be. 

When be ’d given tbe wiUin a well-deserved tbrasbin*, 
He gave bisself into custodee. 

And tbe Magistrate says to tbe Hansom driver, 

“ I can’t help applaudin’ wot you ’ve done ; 

But I must bind you over in a fiver, 

To keep tbe peace to everyone. 

“ Wbicb, talking of * peace,’ you go to tbe Adelpbi, 
Where there ’a a melodrama fine ; 

You take your wife, and you’ll see yourself, I 
Think, as a Hansom Cabman Shine. 

As you know tbe science of fi8ticufS.n’, 

"V^ob the gent can say who felt your knocks. 

Tbe Gattis may Hansomly admit you for nuffin’, 

Or a friend will square up for a Private Box.” 


The Golden Gift. — Notice to Correspondents , — ^As by 
this time at least a quarter of a million repetitions of the 
one joke about “pounds” and “Guinness” (guineas) 
have been made in various forms, of which Mr, Punch 
has received bis full share, be hereby gives notice that 
on and after this Wednesday, Nov. 27, any perpetrator 
of this joke or anything like it, or anyone attempting to 
pass it off as original, will be proceeded against with tbe 
utmost rigour of tbe law. 

Brazilian News.— Tbe Revolution in Brazil will make 
no difference in tbe price of Nuts, nor in tbe cost of 
Crackers for Christmas. 

Quand j’etais roi de Boeotie, 

J^avais des sujets et des soldats,” 
is tbe air wbicb tbe ex-Emperor, wbo knows bis Paris 
uncommonly well, now contentedly bums to himself. 



STATESMEN AT HOME, 

DOXXXVI. Lord Randolph Churchill at Connaught Place. 

' Thebe is a certain fiavour of modernity about tbe name of tbe 
street where* Lord Randolph Churchill resides that abruptly 
strikes you as you seize the knocker at No. 2. There is, or used to 
be, an expression common in Ireland wbicb bracketed Connaught 
with an alternative place of destination. Probably Mr. W. H. Smith, 
Lord George Hamilton, Mr. Stanhope, and other coUea^es of your 
host in a recent Ministry may have thought of this saying as, upon 
occasion, they wended their steps towards Connaught Place. But 
tbe terrace which joxa host modestly shares with other eminent 
persons did not receive its name directly from tbe Irish province. It 
was so called after one of tbe Queen’s sons, an accession to tbe 
Parage which goes back but a few years, and stamps the locality 
with Itbe notion of newness wbicb struck you just now when, as 
mentioned, you were pulling tbe beR— signal of your desire to be 
ushered into tbe presence of tbe amiable nobleman wbo is impatiently 
awaiting you. 

But, mougb Connaught Place is new, tbe locally is old, and is 
connected with some of tbe most interesting semes in tbe social life 
of London. As you stand with your host at tbe window of tbe two- 
pair back, be shows you tbe very spot where Tyburn tree spread out 
its gaunt arms, and dangled its ghastly clusters of fmit. Hither 
came the condemned, riding in a cart from Newgate, carrying tbe nose- 
^y that bad been presented to him on the steps of St. Sepulchre’s 
^uicb, and cheered with tbe fiagon of ale be bad l^ted at 
St. Giles’s to drink. Here came to his death John Sheppard, a 

S Tson singularly unreliable in the presence of portable property, 
.ere came Jonathan Wild, wbo, as tbe Chaplain prayed with bim, 
picked bis pocket of a corkscrew. Forty years lator Mrs. Brown- 
Bi^, formerly resident in Fetter Lane, also rode to tbe comer of 
what is now Connaught Place, and never more returned. 


“You see,” says your host, tugging at the oveibangiQg eaves of 
bis moustache, they used to harbour pleasant company in this 
neighbourhood. But our occasional visitors were not all drawn from 
the classes wbicb Mr. Sheppard and Mrs. Brownbigg adorned. We 
bad tbe Rev, Dr. Dodd banned here for forgery ; and there was 
Earl Ferrers, wbo murdered bis steward, and was banged over 
there with a silken rope. I often think,” continues your host, 
reflectively, “that the re-introduction of tbe occasional use of a 
.silken rope in the House of Lords at this day might be attended 
with consequences conducive to tbe welfare.of the State.” 

Turning away from what yon gather is a favourite place for 
reflection, and casting a passing fijlimpse on tbe distant glades of 
Hyde Park, where across tbe valderness of fern and bracken you 
see the October aim glistening on tbe balustred bridge thrown across 
the winding sheet of artifiebU water, where tbe golden hues of the 
cbestunt contrast with the bright blue of the maple, the piquant 


hall adorned with old oak, Alncan weapons, antlers, ana inaian 
shields, nsbers.you into the dimly-Hgbted room where be is wont to 
compose letters addressed to Lord Salisbttrt or to Mr. Chamberlain. 
Seated at a blue-enamelled writing-table, with brass ban dies p endyit 
to its many drawers, Randolph Henry Spbncer-Chtjrchill, third 


fancy, and tbe acrid solution of bis humour, you would say that 
tbe narrative is superfluous. Tbe framed documents dose to the 
door commemorate all important epochs in bis career. Tbe first is 
a collection of bis speeches delivered in the House of Commons when 
be stiR sat below me Gangway, and led to death or victory that 
remarkable body of statesmen known to contemporary history as 
tbe Fourth Party. Tbe second, effectively divided mto four panels, 
contains, in the ixet panel, bis attacks upon Mr. Chamberlain in 
connection with tbe Aston Park Riots ; another panel in tbe same 
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framework shows his allianoe with the Member for West Birmmgh^ 
against Mr. toADSTONE, The third embraces proofs of CTOwmg dis- 
trust in connection with the representation of Central Birmingham. 
You notice. that the fourth is jnst now a blank. There is another 
very interesting collection, showing your host^s attitude towards the 
Irish Members at various epochs of his interesting career. This is 
charmingly diversified. 

Your host is delighted to find his versatility appreciated, and, as 
he lights another cigarette at the massive silver and ormolu electric 
lamp that stands upon the terra-cotta table at his side, whilst his eye 
rests upon a picture of Lord Saiisbuby, in which the master-hand 
of Rembeajjdx has brought out all the latent strength of character, 
he mnses on the past : “I don’t mind telling you, Toby, old fellow,” 
he says, “ that sometimes I regret chuokmg things over as I did at 
Christmas, 1886. The fact is it was Christmas that did it all. I 
was thinking of a surprise present for the Makkiss ; something, you 
know, that would make him sit up on Christmas Day in the morning. 
Turned over in my mind several little projects of the artificial toy 
order. Then it suddenly fiashed upon me, ‘ Supposing I was to 
resign?’ As you know it proved, nothing could have been more 
stamirig or unexpected. I had only been a month or two Chancellor 
of the Excheq.uer ; I was Leader oi the House of Commons ; we had 
had our Cabinet Councils, and settled a good deal of the business of 
the coming Session, We had squared HABTUsrGioijr and Chambeb- 

LAIN. Geajdstohe’s people were divided and disheartened. Every- 
thing looked blooming for us, and no Ministry ever anticipated a 
happier or merrier Christmas. 

“ Only the morning before I let fiy, Smith was talking to me about 
a turkey he had bought— the biggest in the market— and such a 
plum-pudding I His honest face, beaming with delightful anticipa- 
tion, was too much for me. Perhaps i£ I could have managed some- 
thing by which, as he stuck his knife into the turkey, the bird would 
have stood up on its hind legs, and fiapped what was left of its 
wings, it would have served ; or if I coiud have conveyed into the 
plum-pudding a little detonating powder, that would have gone off, 
as dear Old Moeaxity thrust in the expectant spoon, I might have 
been satisfied. I thought of these things, and then came the notion 
of the resignation, which would spoil all their Christmas dinners. 
Once conceived, I could not resist the temptation, and so it came 
about. It was a tremendous piece of fun; fuUy equalled my 
expectations ; hut it proved rather expensive.” 

A tear slowly courses down your host’s cheek, and, withdrawing 
from the sight of this sacred sorrow, you pass out on tip-toe, 
endeavouring, as you walk under the muUioned fanlight, and skirt 
the site of Tyburn Tree, to concentrate your thoughts upon 
Sixteen-stringed Jach, hanged here in 1774, for robbing the Princess 
Amelia’s Chaplain in Gunnersbury Lane. He suffered in a pea- 
green coat, with an immense nosegay in his hand. 

MR. PUNCH’S MODEL MUSIC-HALL SONGS. 

ITo. Xm, — T he Militaby Impeesonatob. 

To he a successful Military Impersonator, the principal reqnisite 
is a uniform, which may he purchased for a moderate sum, second- 
hand, in the neighbourhood of almost au^r barracks. Some slight 

acquaintance with the sword 
exercise and elementary drill 
is useful, though not absolutely 
essential. Furnished with these, 
together with a few command- 
l| fug attitudes, and a song pos- 

• sessmg a spirited, martial 

1 refrain, the Military Imper- 

' senator may be^ certain of 

ji i instant and striking success 

i upon the Music-hall stage, — 

especially if he will condescend 
1 to avail himself of the ballad 
; o b 9 provided by Afr, Punch, as a 

' vehicle for his peculiar talent. 

And— though we say it our- 
^ selves— it is a very nice ballad, 

BPR) to which Mr. MoDougaIiL 

himself would find it diffiL- 
jfe cult to take exception. It 

f^/Srz J}| is in three verses, too — the 
ifl JP limit understood to be form- 
approved by the London 
11 County Council for such pro- 

ductions. It may he, indeed, 

■ ‘ that (save so far as the last 

verse illustrates the heroism of our troops in action- a heroism 
too real and too splendid to he rendered ridiculous, even 
by Military Impersonators), the song does not convey a par- 
ticularly accurate notion of the manner and pursuits of an oideer 
in the (Guards. But theu no Mnsic-hall ditty can ever be accepted 
as a quite infallible authority upon any social type it may under- 
take to depict— with the single exception, perhaps, of the Common 
(or Howling) Cad, So that any lack of actuality here will he rather 
a merit than a blemish iu the eyes of an indulgent audience. Having 
said so much, we will proceed to our ballad, which is called, — 

m THE aUAEDS! 

First Verse. 

I’m a (j^uardsmauj and my manner is perhaps a hit “ haw-haw ” ; 
But when you ’re in the Guards you ’ ve got to show esprit de corps. 

\_Pronounce ‘‘ a spreedy cerre^^ 
We look such heavy swells, you see, we ’re all aristo-erdts, 

When on parade we stand arrayed in onr ’eavy bearskin ’ats. 

Chorus {during which the Martial Star will march round the stage in 
military order). 

We ’re all “ ’Ughies,” “ Bebtees,” “ Abchies,” 

In the Guards ! Doncher know ? 
Twisting silky long moustarches, 

the action to the word here. 
Bein’ Guards ! Donoher know ? 

While our band is playing Marches, 

Of the Guards I Donoher know ? 

And the ladies stop to gaze upon the Guards, 

'Bmg^Bang ! 

{Here a member of the orchestra will oblige with the cymbals, while 
the Vocalist performs a military salute^ as he passes to — 

Second Verse. 

With duchesses I ’m ’and in glove, with countesses I ’m thick ; 

From aU the nobs I get invites— they say I am “ so chic 1 ” 

\_Pronounce “ chichP 

It often makes me laugh to read, whene’er I go off guard, 

“ Dear Beetie, come to my At Home ! ” on a coronetted card ! 

Chorus. 

For we’re “ Bebties,” “ ’IJghies,” “ Abchies,” 

In the Guards ! Doncher know ? 

With our silky long moustarches, 

In the Guards ! Donoher know ? 

Where ’s a regiment that marches 

Like the Guards ? Doncher know? 

All the darlings— bless ’em ! — dote upon the Guards, 

'Bmg’-Bang ! 

Third Verse. 

[^Here comes the Singer^ s great chance, and by merely taking a little 
pains, he may make a tremendously effective thing out of it. If 
he can manage to slip away between the verses, and change his 
bearskin and scarlet coat for a solar topee and kharkee tunic at 
the wings, it will prod/uce an enormous amount of enthusiasm, 
only he must not take more than five minutes over this alteration, 
or the audience—so curiously are British audiences constituted-- 
may grow impatient for his return. 

But hark ! the trumpet sounds I , , . {Here a member of the orchestra 
will oblige upon the trumpet.) What’s this ? . . . (The Singer 
will take a folded •paper from his breast and peruse it with 
attention.) W e ’re ordered to the front ! [ This should be shouted. 
We’ll show the foe how “Carpet-Knights’’ can face the battle’s 
brunt ! 

They laugh at us as “Brummels” — but we’ll prove ourselves 
“Bay-yards ! ” 

{Now the Martial Star will draw his sword and unfasten his revolver- 
case, taking up the exact pose in which he is represented upon the 
posters outside. 

As you were! . . . Form Square! . . . Mark Time! . . . Slope 
Arms! . . , now — ’Tention! . . . {These military evolutions 
should all be gone through by the Artist.) Forward, Guards ! 

{To be yelled through music. 

Chorus. 

Onward every ’ero marches, 

In the Guards ! Doncher know ? 

AH the “ ’Ughies,” “Bebties,” “Abchies,” 

Of the Guards ! Donoher know ? 

They may twist their long moustarches, 

For they’re Guards! Donoher know? 
Dandies ? yes,— but dandy lions are the Guards ! 

BAng-Bang ! 

{Bed fire and smoke at wings, as Curtain falls upon the Military 
Impersonator in the act of changing to a new attitude. 

‘‘ In omnibus caritas ” — most difioult to practise when it ’s “ full 
inside” on a wet day, and you’re in the company of twelve damp, 
stuffy, stout, irritable and unyielding persons of both sexes* 


{j;^ ISlOTXCEc — E^jected Co ynmum catiDiiB or ContzibutioiLB, wlietlier MS., Printed Matter,. Drawings, or Fictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exceptio n 
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“ Tris volontiers,” repartit le demon. “ "VC^us aimez les tableaux ehangeans : je venx vous contenter.” 

Le DiahU Boiteux, 

XIIL , _ . [ ( 

‘‘A WoiLKMJLirseeldiig work he can- r >'il/ '‘'ii'/i'': ' i ''.i |1 ml Ij [3fil| I ill 

Than CEdipus or a^et ^ i!" .jlj , , I'. iTl 1 i . '1 1 i'l r ■' 1 11 ' 

So says, aUeaS^yo^ soberest ]^at- ' /"•! ^ 

Who little ^har^^^e^ we of ^ ^ | 

“Think you^Soeiety'^ would be be- i|| j '■ 

Society, to which the labourer lone I ! > ^ ^ 

In diul suburban su:ffering is un- Pj 

Well-nigh, ’as the GrandLama ? 

“ Well, we at least may watch it, if 

TJndecofateS sorro'v^ ^ 

This man, no CEdipus, knows not to-day Picture that daily talk fOr many^a week— 

How to procure his children food, or pay HebufEed all round, ^th^ever-paling cheek, 

The landlord’s claim to-morrow.” Xnd courage still congealing. 

I looked into a scantly-fumished room— “ Chance of a job ? ” The dismal shibboleth 
A lamp’s low flame scarce glimmered through Repeated with dropped eyes and bated 
the gloom ; breath 

And yet a certain trimness At entry after- entry, 

Of none too tasteful Cockney carefulness Becomes a burdening horror. New ’tis o’er, 
Spake in the pictured walls, the woman’s Hope’s latest portal’s diut, and at the door 
dress, ^ ^ Sullen despair stands sentry. 

Through all its doleful dimness. shame of it! The ouee fimaTt-vAstnTftd 


Picture that daily talk fdr many^a week— 
Rebuffed all round, ^th^ever-paling cheek. 
And courage still c'ongealmg. 


A head set smartly on, an apron clean, 
A face not vixenish, though worn and 1 
Hair glossy, though dishevelled, 


Hair glossy, though dishevelled, lhan any loud reproaches ; 

These mark the better sort of workman’s The hungry children’s clamour hardly hushed, 
wife, Their teaar-stained cheeks with ruddy health 

Who in the humble joys of labouring life once flushed, 

For prosperous years has revelled. On which the white encroaches. 


Revelled in almost radiant content, The half-strinped chamber, and the vacant 

The well-stocked cupboard, and the ready walls, [falls- 

rent, On which his dizzied glance, despairing, 

Materials for gladness. Ay, and that open letter. 

Modest, yet all- sufficing, were her own, "The angry landlord^ =last demand! His 
And not till now has the poor creature known head 

The sharper pangs of sadness. Drops o’er his knees. Hreat Heaven ! were 

Now f MO her » Man” is “ out of it nothetter ? 

Menacing phrase, in whose dread meading “ You read that in his eyes, andr^aright,” 
-1 r’ , , -L = rri... «• Come forth into the 


Ruin and helpless anguish ; 

To Toil it sounds the tocsin of despair, — 
Once raise it, and in many a joyless lair 
Lahonr unfed must languish. 


The Shadow said. “ Come forth ] 
night! 

Yonder ToUs on th6 river, 
Fog-hidden, silent, fascination wild 


1 £ S’or many a soul grief-stricken, sin-defiled, 

Footsore and famt, from a long foodless Lone girl, or evil-liver ! 


“ The poor to plead for, or to champion want, 
Strikes your great ‘Thunderer^ as Hhe 
sorriest cant 

And I am not a canter,” [small, 
Murmured the Shadow. “Nay, shopkeeper 
Artisan out of work, or Sweater’s thrall, 

’Tis better ‘ form ’ to banter. 

“ They ’re not heroic, are they, friend ?— to us 
Like halting Hamlet, fate-scourged CEdipus. 

And are they not protected ? 

‘ Freedom of Contract ] is their guardian boon. 
What more, by doctrinaires who dream and 
(Like Mobley)— is expected ? [moon, 

‘ * Freedom of Contract ! ’Tis delightful fun ! ” 
“ And what,” I murmured, “ has that bless- 
ing done 

For the wrecked workman yonder ” 
“Well, he contracted— freely— for his rent, 
(Upon his normal wage how much per cent. 
That means, let pundits ponder). 

“Freedom of Contract, plus that force 
majeure [secure — 

Which hinds the toiling throng in toils 
Stern need of shop or dwelling, 

And narrow limitations of their choice — 
There breed such bliss as scarce an angel’s 
Were adequate to telling. [voice 

“ For the resnlts ! Friend did you hear that 
splash ? 

Poor fool, dull, unappreciative, rash ! 

His idle hands deliver [heart, 

One o’erstrained head, and one impatient 
His ‘ freedom ’ bids him choose despair’s last 
part— 

A plunge in the cold river ! ” 

{To l& continued^ 


Through miles of City suburb, drear and “ The winter ^stsMde it. and it hides all, - 
damp, So dreams, at least, full many a hopeless 

In leafless, grey November ; ^ „ thraR 

Her husband has ietnmed. Behold him _ Of poverty or sorrow. 


there. 

Cowering and shivermg in the close-drawn 
chair, 

Over the fire’s last ember ! 


Of poverty or sorrow. 

The fate-scourged soul’s surcharged mth 
woe to-night ; [light 

What if the body, with dawn’s breaking 
Drift down wiat flood to-morrow ? 

“ The woe, at least, is over, and the strife 


The shame of it! The once .smart-vestured i 
wife . ^ ! 

Looking appeal that outs more, like a knife 
Than any loud reproaches ; 

The hungry children’s clamour hardly hushed, 
Their teaar-stained cheeks with ruddy health 
once flushed, 

On which the white encroaches. 

The half-stripped chamber, and the vacant 
walls, [falls — 

On which his dizzied glance, despairing, 
Ay, and that open letter. 

The angry landlord^ -last demand! His 
head 

Drops o’er his knees. Ureat Heaven ! were 
he dead, 

For them were it not better ? 


THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF PAINTERS 
IN WATER-COLOURS. 

‘ ‘ Oh, what a vast and a varied variety— You 
see in the Royal Water-Colour Sooiely ! ” Why 
shouldn’t I smg ? Why shouldn’t I ‘ *^drop into 
po’try”? It’s nice rimey weather. They 
wouldn’t allow me to do it at the Institute. 
It’s all right here! Fol-de-rol, lol-de-rol, 
lol-de-Tol-nety. Mr. Ridge, the Keeper, 
approaches. Looks as if he were about ^ to 
institute a de lunatico inquirendo—Ba.yB it’s 
rigidly forbidden, Ha 1 ha 1 Not had. But 
let us be serious. Eh! YHiat! The Fleet 
Saluting Suggests “Kiss me quick, and 
go ! ” Nothing of the kind 1 Charming study 
of Spithead last August, by Miss Claba Mont- 
ALBA, who has at least a dozen capital works 
in the Gallery. Stacy Mabks has some clever 
pictures. Stay, see Mabes, by all means. 
Look especially at ids “XZoyd’a JYiew?*,” and 
his “ Sulphur^crested Cockatoo Alebed D. 
Fbipp has only one picture. There is no frip- 
pery whatever about the “ Stair Hole, Han-- 
hury JDown^^ hut an excellent, an earnest 
study of Nature, paintedat Lulworth. Sir J ohh 
Gilbeet appears, with all his old force and 
rolendour, in jBisAog.” Good to look at. 
lust the Tnfl.Tt for a see* Hebbebt Mabshaix 
has marshdled his talents mostly in Holland, 
and only gives ns one view of London, namely , 
“ Westminst&r AH>ey,frmxTamheth^^ This 
is so good, that we cannot allow him to go out 
of London again for a long while. J. H.ECesn'- 


Hamlet, in fierce soliloquy near the throne, least,, is ove^ and the strife shall’s “ In Wonderland” is a cleverpiotee 

Larger, more searching, sorrow may have ? of a pretty httle damsel, with a pan: of shapi^. 


known, 

Not more complete prostration 
Of manly energy and straggling hope. 

They only know it who have had to cope 
With snob a situation. 

Mile after mile, with ever lessening force ! 
Shop after shop, with voice more faint and 
hoarse! 

StiU tramping, still appealing ! 

* Mr. John Mobley, at the “Eighty” Club, 


Hunger and Debt. Who knows them ? 
Not Hamlet and not OEdipus. They wage 
Ravaging war upon a pettier stage, [them. 
These scenes, good friend, disclose 

“ Spectres unpioturesque ! Ambition, lust, 
Yolcanically wreck j these twain, like rust, 
Silent, and slow, and stealthy, 

Eat into humble souls ; theic utter stress 
Strains not the imposing stragglers in life’s 
press — 

The wicked and the wealthy. 


sable-hosed legs, over the arm of a chair. We 
cannot help wondering what the little, lady s 
TriRTTi TYifl. ■will say when die sees her lolling and 
dreaming in tms fashion. F. Shaliedexd’s 
pictures, especially Saddk, and ** When the 
Bloom is on the Rye,” show his versatility, and 
demonstrate that his field of observation is 
anything hut smalL “And there are lots 
more I could name with propriety, That ^e 
hung at the Royal Water-Colour Society ! 

T -mg Wabbling Cbitic. 


TOL, XOTOt 
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A WORD FROM THE MOUTH OF THE BOURNE. 


Now that the erahject of winter resorts is before the 
world, some account may appropriately be given of that 
BoTirnemouth to which so many visitors return. The 
town seems to have been built in the midst of pine- 
forests, through which roads have been out in different 
directions ; and it is significant that every thoroughfare 
in Bournemouth, with but one exception, is stiH cSled a 
“ road.” The whole place, as Havdn, or his librettist, 
might have put it, is “with verdure clad”; the rich 
greens of the pine-trees and the firs being, in many places, 
relieved by the scarlet berries of the mountain ash, or 
the pink fiowers of the rhododendrons. Snowdrops and 
winter roses may here and there be seen ; but the general 
■uniform of the place is green sprinMed with red. 

At Bournemouth I was, for the first time in my life — 
but not, I hope, the last— inveigled into taking up my 
abode at a temperance establishment. It was not even 
an hotel— not at least by name— the proprietor of the 
house being specially forbidden by the terms of his lease 
from calling it one. He was prevented, moreover, by a 
clause in this formidable lease from applying for a wine 
and spirit licence. A feeling of depression comes over 
the visitor, when on crossing the threshold of the “ Im- 
perial,” he finds an announcement staring him in the 
face, to the effect that the proprietor does not possess a 
wine hcenoe, and is bound not even to ask for one. 
“ All ye who enter here, leave drink behmd,” the solemn 
inscription seems to say. 

But an hotel, even though it he furnished like a well- 
appointed private house, and bear no special designation, 
is stiU an hotel ; and though an hotel-keeper may have 
bound himself not to apply for a wine licence, this does 
not prevent him from enabling his customers to order 
wine from another hotel. A sort of cheque-book is 
brought to the visitor, who draws for whatever draughts 
he happens to require ; whether for lunch, dinner, or the 
intervals between regular meals. This plan of ordering 
wine beforehand might advantageously be adopted at 
all hotels. It would save delay, and that rushing to and 
fro on the part of the waiters, which must necessarily 
take place when wine is ordered only at the moment of 
sitting down to table. 

The rivers of Bournemouth and its neighbourhood are 
full of fish. The Bourne contains tittlebats ; the Avon, 
near Christchurch, is famous for its salmon — “ saumon 
de Christchurchj^^ as it is called in our London menus ; 
while the Stour, on the other side of Christchurch, is 
celebrated for its pike — ^the turnpike — ^that stands on the 
bridge by which it is crossed. 

In the beautiful cathedral-like church of the village 
of Christehurch, fine stone architecture and droll wooden 
sculpture are to be seen ; a remarkable example of the 
latter being an admirably-carved representation of a 
preacher in the form of a fox, holding forth to a congre- 

f ation of geese ; the duty of the clerk beii^ performed 
y a crowing cock. In the churchyard I noticed an 
epigram and an enigma— both excellent. The former is 
as follows : — 

** Live well, die never ; 

Die well, live for ever.” 


The enigma runs thus 
“ Wewerenotslaynebvt rays’d ; 
Eays'd not to life 
Bvt to be bvried twice 
By men of strife. 


“ “What rest covld th livinghave 
When dead had none ? 

Agree amongst yov. 

Heere we ten are one.” 


Hbit : Bogbrs Died Aprill 17, 1641.” 

The ancient explanation of this epitaph in the form of 
a riddle was a most unsatisfactory one— “ that ten men 
havmg been drowned, their bodies were recovered, and 
buried together in one grave.” What is evidently the 
true solution has been found by the present Rector of 
(^stehurch, who, starting from the fact indicated by 
me^ date, that the re-interment took place during the 
wvil War, came to the conclusion Aat CromweUian 
tp(wpg, in want of bullets, must have dug up the ten 
homes with a view to their leaden coffins, and then 
re-buried them in one common grave. 

Bosoombe, an interesting suburb of Bournemouth, is 
remarkable for the fineness of its sea- view and the 
humour of its inhabitants. At the entrance to its pretty 
httie pier may be read this exhilarating announcement .* 
Dogs are not allowed on this pier for promenading 
purposes.” I have made a copy of this strangely worded 



CHARITY THAT BECIHUErH NOT WHERE IT SHOULD. 

“ Axd what 's all this I HEAE, BaEBAEA, ABOUT YOTTE WAHTING TO rmD 
SOME Occupation 

“Well, you see, it’s so dull at home, Uncle. I ’ve no Beothebs oe 
Sistees — ^AND Papa ’s paealysed — ^and Mamma 's going blind— so I want to 
BE A Hospital Nuksb.” 


regulation, and sent it as a rare curiosity to the Academie des Inscriptions of 
Paris. Close to the pier is a lofty sand-hill, absolutely destitute of vegetation ; 
on which some facetious member of the Town Council has eansed a notice to he 
set up, entreating the public to “protect the grass on this slope,” 

Ultimately, I discovered on the top of the sand-hill, widely dispersed, just 
thirteen blades of grass ; and I have opened a subscription for the exhibition of 
a second notice which, I propose, shall he in these words : — 

If you ’d seen this grass before it grew, 

Tou give the gardener all is due. 

With a contented mind, a cheerful spirit, and enough experience of musical 
and dramatic performances, to render an occasional absence from them a 
pleasant change, one may pass a few days, or even weeks, agreeably enough at 
Bournemouth. The open sea, the jagged, many-coloured and picturesque 
cliffs, the golden sands, the green pine-woods, the nedges of laurel and rhodo- 
dendron, are delightful to the lover of Nature, But no amusements are provided 
which, to a Londoner, would seem worthy of the name ; and in this, above all, 
lies the inferiority of Bournemouth, as of all other English watering-places, to 
Nice, Monte Carlo, and the favourite health-resorts of the Riviera, i 


THE GOOD MUSICIAN. 

PooE dear Feeddy Clay ! No common Clay. Gone from ns last week after 
seven years of suffering. His disposition was as sweet, as were his melodies. 
He had collected about him a band of devoted friends ; nothing false or dis- 
cordant ever fell from his lips, or from his pen; he never ^de ^ enemy, 
and lived in harmonv with all who knew him, for au who knew him l^ed 
him. I knew him well. Hequiescat ! F. C. B. 


The Next Pope.— There can no longer be any doubt of it, the next Pope 
must be Mr. Stead, of the P. M. G, What title will he assume ? Pope Lpnrs 
was the immediate successor of St. Peteb, so Mr. Stead, on the strengm ot 
bis “Letters from the Yatican,” might appropriately style himself Pope 
Penny-a-Linhs. 
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The Wicked Abbe leans upon his stick, 
and mpes away a tear. 


PICKING UP THE PIECES. 

A Golden Piece at the Criterion--A TempeBtuous Piece at the Lyric, 
Casts is a masterpiece. It is full of those touches of nature which, 
as affecting the use of pocket-handkerchiefs, should gladden the 

A Caste at the Obi, and a' Cry at the 

Caste irresistibiy comic , it is 

irresistibly pathetic. With 
..rv. exceptions, namely, 
ITF W 1 1 ['1 fi^st, that speech of Esther's 
a^out “galloping over the 
THEATRf upturned faces,” and the 
M other an expression of Ger- 

mA/ iW ridge's about D'AIroy 

^ 

out° 

characters in whose mouths 
<m9B9V words are placed— -the 

iNHhH* piece is free from all tin- 

pot sentimentality;. Part of 
HHRiHlk > Eobeeison’s mission was to 

V ^ upset the conventional love- 

\Wr Braking which, tiU his time, 
expected from 
stage-lovers. In Caste the 
lows t^ as^^ey woul^ 

W raises a sympa- 

theticjmile by its perfectly 

The Wicked Abbe leans upon his stick, t Criterion, Bav^ 

and wipes away a tear. JATioiS, as Eccles^ is inimi- 

, , table. His business, eon- 

.siderably developed, when he holds the audience watching him 
as closely and as intently as though he were about to commit a 
melodramatic crime, when he is simj^y filling and lighting his pipe, 
.with9ut saying a word, is a triumph acknowledged hy a round of 
gennine appreciatiye applause. 

: ^e performance of Mr. Lbonaild Bovne and Miss OoiA Beandon, 
as George D Alroy and Esther EccleSf is as near perfect as it can 
*77^^ 7 scene with the bahy is perfect. Miss Lottie Yenne’s 
Polly Eccles is Ecclesent.— I should say, excellent. Mr. Brook- 
jJWi's Sam Gerndge is a living type of the honest mechanic ; careful 
and economical, he is bound to get on in tbe world; kind and 
generou^ he will wm the affection of those who come to know him • 
■yet capable of turning so nasty if anything rubs him the wrong way, 
that one trembles lest after the honeymoon is over, the lively Polly 
may occasionally regret her bargain. 

^'ROOK.^iE^D'-GerridgeJs genumely hearty and awkward shake of 
Eawtrees hand is an inspiration, hnt Major Eaiviree^ a hraye 
.soldier who has fought for his country, is not the sort of man who at 
that time place would turn round to pity his own squeezed hand, 
and shrug to shoulders byway of making a cynical apology, to him- 
self and society g^er^y, for his recent condescension in fraternally 
greeting a homy-handed grubby gasiitter. The Marquise is the one 
maiacter that Robertson couldn’t write. He meant her for a Grande 
Bame, and he has produced a Lady Snobhess. 

The Play is one which no lover of the Brama ought to miss seeing. 
It commences at the rational hour of 8 '45, May I he permitted to 
suggest, for benefit of those who hate “turning out of their 
h^es aft^ dinner,” that from the Criterion dining-room to the 
Theatre IS hut a step, and, if you don’t mind a few more steps, you 
worse, but scarcely better, than at the Cafe 
Koym m Regent Steeet,^ superior to any similar Restaurant in Paris 
certainly as to the wines, — and, ahem ! not much behindhand in 
pnces, which you i^l do well to study before ordering, remembering 
that it wsts ve^ little more for two persons to dme than for one 
-*^d then having smoked two-thirds your cigar, and taken your 
coffee at the table where you dine— a great boon, smoking permitted 
at after *8 o’clock — ^you can finish the other third as you walk 
quietly and digestively down to the “ Full Cri.” 

Tempesttwus Nights at the Xync.— In The Bed Hussar, Mr. 
^WARD Solomon has composed an Opera, and scored a success. 
His collaborateur, Mr. H. Pottinger Stephens, has just escaped 
TOtmg a ffood Libretto. It might have had a second title, The 
Mtlvt^y Edly Taylor , if that hadn’t been done years ago at the 
JKoyalty. The piece goes smoothly enough, yet it is nearly all 
Tempest. Act I., Tempest as a ballad-singer, nice little hussy, 
m which she songs a taking waltz; Act II,, Tempest as a dapper 
om^r, ni^ little hussy becomes nice little Hussar, in uncommonly 
^nt p^ts, ready, aye, reddy— very dandy hoots— and with a Song 
the Regimen^ which is full of ‘’^go” ; Act IH., Tempest again 
as an Heiress, m a sedan-chair, who marries the man she loves, 


but, being still of an eccentric turn, elects to reappear on her 
wedding day in the costume of the Bed Hussar, 

Billy Tayl&r was a “ fine young fellow,” and so is Ralph Rodney 
(Mr. Ben Bavies). Billy was pressed and sent to sea: Ralph, 
pressed hy debt, enlists and joins the army. Billy's young woman 
was a “maiden fair and free” (I forget her name, and hdieve she 






m ■ 




■yet capable of turning so nasty if anytMng rubs him the wrong way, 
that one trembles lest after the honeymoon is over, the lively Polly 


Tria Juncta in Pna. 

never had one in the ballad), so is Ralph Rodney's sweetheart, who, 
when Ralph is enlisted, follows him to the wars in the disguise of a 
soldier — a brilliant Red Hussar, “unattached,” except ^ Ralph— 
just as Billy's young woman follows him to sea dressed as a smlor, 
her hands smirched ‘ ‘ with the nasty pitch and tar,” ‘ * under the name 
of Richard Karr," Billy's sweetheart, finding^him faithless, shot 
him and his new fiame, and received the 
commendation of the Captain for the deed, 
as well as promotion in the British Havy from 
a Government, that evidently knew how to 
reward merit in those days. But Miss Kitty 
Carrol, when she sees RalphmihBarhara Belr 
lasys (Miss Flo- 
rence Bxsabt), 
doesn’t do any- 
thing at all, as 
far as I could 
make out — not 
having a “book 
of the words” for 
reference — hut, ' 
taking the situa- 
tion in the friend- 
liest possible 
spirit, dashes 
recklessly into the 
Song of the Regi- 
ment,. hy way of 
hrmgmg down the 
Cuxtaia on a gay . . 

Jmale, The Tmrd c )\ , 



Jmale. The Third , 

Act seemed unne- 
oessary, except for ^yric edition of 

Hatden Coffin’s ^ Henry Neyille. 

song, which is not the happiest of Composer Solomon ’s inspirations. 
To my mind, there ’s not an air in it equal to the “ Sake-a~roll" in 
Pickwick, It was a cold night. I came into the theatre myself, and 
I went out Coffin’, and haven’t been the same man since. Perhaps I 
may now get engaged as a tenor, or to replace one of the supers, who 
shaved off his moustachios in order to do his best, as he said before 
the Magistrate, for the success of The Bed Hussar, Bravo, super ! 

The scenery and costumes are charming. This Bed Hmsar ought 
to do what no soldier ever should do, and that is,-—run. 

Holland House at Monte Carlo.— Fogs, snow, Horth-east 
winds, sunless, joyless weather in London, and then to read the 
journalistic summary of the very summery state of the weather at 
Monaco and Monte Carlo, where the new M§tropole H6tel, under the 
Management of Mr. Alfred Holland, has just been opened fresh 
as one of the Butch natives. Would that we could take a month’s 
Hollanday, and he like the swallow flying Sontii towards the South 
Pole, or quite far enough to the M§tro-pole. Ho such luck, and 
luck’s everything at Monte Carlo ; so we hope there’s plenty of it, 
with the new and superior sanitary arrangements, at “Holland 
House,” in the Paradise of Principalities, where play is work, and 
demand-notes, Sohoolboardrrates, and taxes, are unknown. , 
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THE EOBIF. 

{With apologies to “ The Throstle ” that sang in Odoler.) 

“ Chktstma. 8 is coming, Christmas is coming. 

I know it, I know it, I know it ! 

G-oose again, gifts again, peace and good-will again.” 
Yes, and the bills again— blow it ! 

Here’s the tailor’s— new snit for my younger son Will, 
Eeseating the same, same repeated. 

“ Bill, bill, bill, bill ! ” Be thankful your bill 
Need not be receipted. 

Ice again, frost again, all the pipes burst again ! ” 

I wish Christmas came in the summer. 

You can’t get the plumbers to work, little friend ; 

At Christmas you can’t get a plumber. 

“Beer again, beer, beer, lots of beer ! ” 

Oh, yes, it ’s drink that ’s the reason. 

Christmas is coming, is coming, my dear, 

And I wish you joy of the season. 


A Golden Book.— The best of all the Christmas Books 
we’ve at present seen, the one that comes nearest the 
true spirit of Christian Christmas is Mrs. Meyneli’s 
touching story of The Sisters of Nazareth^ illus- 
trated by Geoege Lambeet, and charmingly got up by 
Messrs. Buens & Oates. Some years ago Geoege 
Atjgusttjs Sala i^owerfuUy pleaded for the funds of 
this noble Institution with the best results. Miss Met- 
nell’s delightful book must touch aU hearts and open all 
pockets, 

A Keal Musical Treat. 

* “ Six Song- Stories for Children^'* 

Will be to them a joy 
With pictures by Helen Mackeneee, 

And music by Jimmy Molioy, 

You ’ll sing them in Christmas play-time, 

The time for cakes, crackers, and apples, 
Though not to be sung in Churches 
You’ll always gettnem at Chappell’s. 



BISMARCK COMMITS “THE HAPPY DISPATCH 
TO THE POST. 


OUE BOOKING-OEFIOE. 

Ip her name is any indication of the director of her literary talents, 
Mrs. Sale Babkee ought always to write nautical stories. The 
^Idren will be as contented with her charming annual as must be 
RoTTTLimGE, and the Sons of Rotttledge, who put it before them. 

Pepin, the Dancing Bear, by Mrs. Macqxtoid, and illuBtrated by 
Peecy Macquoid. Get it from Skefpington and Son (if Skepfing- 
in, ask the son), and give it to your for-bears for Christmas. 

The JEncore Reciter sounds like a personage who asks twice for 
whiskey, but it isn’t. It ’s a collection,— most of us dislike coUec- 
kons, but you can put in your modest coin and get something out of 
it. Walkee. This pedestrian publisher turns out some bright and 
entertai^g books for children. I think if they ’re lured on to learn 
the Reciter by heart, they will be quite quiet till it is time to return 
to school, and they can give the recitations there. From Ja3IES Claek 
& Co. comes The Rosebud Annual, Blooming again ! Examine its 
leaves. I have to turn on a band of skimmers and a crew of skippers 
j to look into these Christmas books, otherwise the Bold Baron would 


ropes ) on all they pick out for choice. So the Baron ’s examining 
wiaplains pass as nrst-class in one line— here ’s the line Miss A, B. 
Edwaedes’s Midsummer Ramble in the Dolomites-^not quite a book 
for very little children. So don’t be misled— Miss (A. B. E.) led— by 
the sound of Dolly Mites, Elder children look out I So for Coopee’s 
Learner- Stocking Tales, and our dear old friend, The Last of the 
Mohicans, Hang it 1 This must be the very last of the Mohicans ! 
He d been lagging behind, and has lost his way. because he got out 
the company of The Pathfinder, That ’ll do lor this week. 

As for the Cards, they ’re pouring in. Old Father Christmas 
hasn’t himself, as yet, left his card witii us— at least, the Baron 
doesn’t see anything like his old friend’s face in the brilliant flowers, 
birds, and lovely designs worked out by Messrs. Hildeshetmeb and 
f ATJLKNER, for example, with whom he will begin, and, for this 
week, end. Plenfy more to review. The cry is sfill they come ; 
but I can only notice “here a one and there a one,” says, emphati- 
I cally, the friend of everybody, Baeon De B,- W, & Co. 


THE MYSTERY OF A CITY DINNER. 

There is a curious paragraph amid the rare fashionable announce- 
ments of the Daily News, It records how a dinner was given at 
the Albion Tavern, to Mr. J. C. Parkinson, Mr. Edmund Yates in 
the Chair, 

“ The guest of the ereniug (we read) was presented by the Chaiiman on 
behalf of the subscribers, in a feeling speecn, with a handsome service of 
plate, artistically designed to illustrate the most celebrated characters and 
incidents in the works of Chables Dioxbns. The presentation was from 
Mr. Pabkinson’s private friends in acknowled^ent of recent public 
services in connection with an arehseological and ^ilanthropic association, 
of which Mr. Pabkinson has been a leading member for a quarter of a 
I century,” 

I A flood of questions arises on this. What is the archaeological and 
I philanthropic association thus darkly alluded to ? Mr.^ PAEsmsoN 
! was, we fancy, once made a Bard or a Druid in connection with the 
Eisteddfod. Is that it? ’\^y^ag in Chahees Dickens? and what 
I was Edmund “feeling” for? Hispockethandkerchief ? Not we trust 
I for any stray item in the service or plate subscribed by these insorut- 
! able private friends to a hitherto unsuspected Public Benefactor. 

A Yeey Curious Coincidencb. — “There have,” the Pall-Mall 
Gazette complacently remarks, “ been two rather curious^ instances 
of journalistic coincidences this week. One is the Cartoon in Punch, 
arid the Cartoon in the Pall-Malt Budget, both representing 
Mr, Chamberlain as the Sphinx, The other, the Daily News and 
the Pall-Mall Gazette both adopting the parody form in revie^mg 
Mr. Morris’s Roots of the Mountains^ ^ Not the Jeast curious 
feature in the coincidence is, that it was a little late. Punch is in 
the London newspaper oflLces on Tuesday afternoon,^ the PaU-MaU 
Budget coming out on the following Thursday ; whilst the idea of 
reviewing htc. Morris’s book in the particular form aHuded to 
appeared in the afternoon issue of the entei^rising sheet, with mnoh. 


I 15, 

A Vert Much Over-rated Person .’’—The London citizen. 1 by degrees. 


else already familiar in the morning papers. 

The Pigmies of South Africa are, it is said, in a lette to the 
“ gradually disappearing.” A striking illnstration of small 
by de^ees, and heautifufiy less,” 







FMENDS (?) OF EDUCATION. 

A Song of the School Boaed. 

Air — ** Three Students were travelling over the Bhine,^^ 
Three Rtrangers were travelling townward one day, 

And together they paused to hobnoh by the way. 

Oh, far might you wander before you would see 
A grislier group than that terrible Three ! 


And the third of the Three, the strange spectre, and thin, 
With the cowl, and the bowl, and the skeleton grin ! 

Ah ! Pedantry callous, and Jobbery foul, 

Find companionship fit in the Thing with the Cowl I 


“ Drink, G-entlemen ! Fill up your cups to our Cause ! 
And they rap on the Board with efiusive applause. 

For the stuff in that bowl is right stingo, you see ; 

And they all love a dip, do those sinister Three. 


For not the Three Havens of legend looked foul 

As these Three with the “mortar-board,” “ stove-pipe,” and cowl; 

And not the Three Fates, when intent on their thread. 

Had an aspect more harsh, a demeanour more dread. 


And these be thy friends, Education ! The grub 
Who would ruthlessly cram the poor famishing scrub, 
The knave, of whose life base corruption is breath, 
And— auxiliar of aU things, destructive ! — pale Death. 


There was he of the “mortar-board,” pedant austere. 
With the book and the birch that the little ones fear ; 
The grinder of hearts and the racker of brains. 
Moloch-service the price of his dubious gains. 


Education ! 0 spirit benignant and kind, 

To the ghouls who dishonour thee canst thou be blind ? 
Hot this was the promised Utopian bliss. 

Of thy kingdom so lately established— not this I 


The Teacher as torturer, poverty's scourge, 

Who the lesson would force, and the school-fee would urge. 


Thy task is divine, but 'tis badly begun, 
Autolycus, Herod, and Moloch in one 


Though poor bairns to his rostrum should hunger-racked come, 
With the penny that left them all starving at home. 


Appears this new idol that some would set up, 
To drink childhood's bane in a poisonous cup. 


And who is his villanous plump 

Of the visage suffused with such sinister gl 


Of the visage suffused with sum sinister glee ? 
That ruddy-faced rogue is Society's curse : 

His hands ever grope in the fat Public Purse. 


Hath Justice no power— hath Law not a hand, 

To sweep jocund Jobbery out of the land 
'Tis our newest Utopia, and lo ! he creeps in. 
Hob-nobbing with Death, vrith its menacing grin ! 


Plump hands and prehensile, they grub,^ and they pick. 
And, oIl how the gold to those digits will stick ! 
That’s Jobbery, thiefdom incarnate is he. 

And perhaps the worst knave of the rascally Three. 


The fumes of those draughts are of deadliest breath. 
Pedant cruelty, 'knavish corruption, and Death ! 
Education 's a spirit benign, with fair ends, 

But Heaven deliver her from her new friends ! 


As sly J erry-Builder he best loves to pose. 

But that cynical eye, and that fee-sniMng nose, 

Into everything peer, into everything poke, 

Where there's chance of a “ job,' which he bailfl as a joke. 


Old Feeitch Motto eor Ceemer.— “ Toy gwa y’atma.” Ask to 
see the Grenouille nageuse at “ the Cremeries.” Froggee would a 
swimming go. The Country House of the Cremeries, where the toys 
go for their spring, must be at “ Dollis Hill.” 


FRIENDS (?) OF EDUCATION 
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THOSE DKEADEUL DOCTORS 1 

Sir,— I am sure that the thanks, not only of rather cautions 
people, like myself, who take their own little measures for self- 
protection, hut all who giye a moment’s consideration to the matter, 
are due to Miss Cobbe for caUing attention to this deadly scomge 
working in our midst, the modem disease and destruction- 
distributing Doctor. Some years since, it was my bitter misfortune 
to haye introduced into my defenceless and unsuspecting household, 
by one of these secret pests of our existing social system, a yirulent 
epidemic of nettle-rash, of the worst type ; and it was this final out- 
rage that roused me to think font, and carry into execution, the 
subjoined plan, which, I submit, is the only possible safe method, 
under existing circumstances, of calling in, and getting the adyice of 
the ordinary medical practitioner. There may be a little trouble in- 
yolyed in carrying it out, and it may not always be easy to come 
across, especially in a busy neighbourhood, a medical man of a 
sufllciently 'scientific bent to induce him, for the accustomed fee, 

T ! j -j* J.1 -.T-ini j 


few precautionary measures which my sense of obligation to myself 
and family obliges me, when seeking the assistance of my medical 
adyiser, necessarily to adopt. Howeyer, such as they are, I haye 
much pleasure in communicating them for the benefit of your 
numerous readers. 

On a case of illness occurring in my household, and the Doctor being 
summoned by telegraph, a due watcn is set for his approach, and, as 
soon as he comes in sight, he is played upon by a hand garden- 
engine charged with a powerful disirnectant. On entering by 
hall-door, which is opened to him by a couple of seryants bearmg 
large Hgnted torches, giying ofi yolumes of smoke, for the pur- 
pose of fumigation, he is enyeloped in a large sheet steeped inyinegar 
water, and conducted to a conseryatory at the back of the house. 
Here he has to take off his clothes, which are taken from him and 
burnt, he the meanwhile being requested to step into a shower-bath 
01 Condy’s fiuid, upon emerging from which he dresses himself in a 


complete suit of camphorated white linen clothes that haye been 
already pr^ared for him. He is now finahy enyeloped in a large 
hut tight-fitting india-rubber waterproof oyercoat, buttoned close 
up to the ears, ^d haying a lighted strymonium cigar put in his 
mouth, and receiying a last sprmklmg of caxholio acid from a good- 
sized hand-syringe, may be regarded in safe condition to see his 
patient, and he ushered without further ado into his presence. 

Such, Sir, is the “process,” by a rigid adherence to which I 
flatter myself I have as yet managed to preserve myself and the 
members of my family from the dangers of imported infection. It is 
true that, nicely as it reads on paper, its practical execution has cer- 
tainly given rise to several misundertandings with the various medical 
men whom I haye from time to time called in ; one, for instance, 
strongly protesting against the bumingrof his clothes, the value oi 
which he ultimately recovered from me by means of an appeal to the 


which he ultimately recovered from me by means of an appeal to the 
County Court ; wh&e another bitterly re^ed me, because the shower- 
bath of Condy’s fiuid had had the result of turning him a rich deep 
brown colonr, that lasted quite a month. Though I tried to explain 
to him that so far from objecting to this, he ought, on the contrary, 
rather to hail it as a welcome advertisement to everybody who met 
him, that /^e, at least, was one of the careful set of medical men, and 
had been thorongbly disinfected ; stiU, he did not seem to see the 
matter in IMs li^t, and threatened to put the whole affair into the 
hands of his solicitors. However, whatever happens, I mean to hold 
religiously fast to my programme, and fully hope and expect to he 
able conscientiously to subscribe myself as 

One who has Stjccesspuliy Combatep the tomious Gf-ESM:. 

Sm,— -I have followed the correspondence on the danger of the 
spread of infection by Doctors with interest, but I haye not, as yet, 
come across any suggested specific that equals my own. Mine is 
simple. I never call in the Doctor at all. Not that I am without 
mefical aid. When ailing, I turn to the advertising columns of my 
daily paper, and try the m*st patent medicine that meets my eye. As 
I am constantly ailing, my recourse to this form of remedial aid is 
tolerably frequent. Indeed, I may say, I almost live on drugs. My 
life is, therefore, not quite a happy one. I am often overwhelmed 
with melancholy ; still, as long as there is a self-recommended Pill 
in the market, I feel I have somethiug to fall back upon, and that, 
even if it does not entirely agree with me, I may stiU regard it as a 
preferable alternative to the visit of the iufeoting Doctor. At least, 
you may take this to be both the hope and consolation of one who, 
spite the gloomy outlook of a somewhat shattered existence, yet 
believes he may honestly sign himself A Match eoe the Doctoe. 

Sm,-— What is all this new-fangled nonsense about the Doctors 
“spreading infection?” “Do they?” Why, of course they do! 
But it all in the day^s work. I should like to know what busy 
practitioner has got time to think of changing his coat, or, for the matter 
of that, of washing his hands because he has just come from seeing 
A.’s family who are down with scarlet fever, and has happened then 
to look in on B.’s family who have only been got hold of by the 
mumps. Bless my soul, Sir, what are we coming to next, when these 
sort of precautions are expected of us ? ^ Why everyone who is in the 
swim knows that if it wasn’t for a rattling epidemic now and then, 
we poor, struggling, hard-working practitioners couldn’t keep our 
heads above water. “Spread it?” Of course we “ spread it.” 
That’sallfair enough, for how should we keep our business up, I 
should like to know, and get onr accounts to look something like 
ship-shape, when we send them in at Christmas, if we didn’t ? Any- 
how, those have been my sentiments for the last five-and-twenty 
years, and good sound sentiments too ! And it will want somethmg ; 
more than all this squeamish and mbhishing talk about “ Disin- I 
fectants,” and Heaven knows what other old woman’s tomfooleries, to 
take the wind out of one who is only too proud to subscribe himself an 
M.D. OF the Bjesuiae Good Oid School. 

“KEEP DP THE CHRISTOPHER:” 

We ba il with satisfaction the news, taken from that invalnahle 
compilation of news called London Lay hy Lay, in the Laily 
TehgrapJi, that Mr. Cheistopheb. Sthes, of Brantinghamthorpe, is 
to be presented by the Electors for the Buckrose Division of York- 
shire “with a memorial of the Parliamentary tie which has exis^ 
between them so long.” The “Parliamentary tie ” we ’ve generally 
seen round the neck of Mr. SoES, M.P., in the evening, has been a 
white one. What better memorial of a spotless record of twenty- 
three years spent in the service of the Buckroses, than a stock of 
virgin-white ties? If the Buckroses adopt the notio^ Mr. Ch^- 
TOEHEE Syees cau retire into private life, and be known as The 
White Tie-Coon, X MP. 

“ His Name has passed into a. Peoveeb.”— Maetih F. Tupp]m, 
famed for his Proverbial Philosophy, has joined the majority. He 
was thoroughly in earnest, and said many a true 
popularly passed for poetry. He will he remembered as The Great 
Mfl-riTTi Gun” of ihe nineteenth century. 
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STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DOXXXVII. Ohablbs Stewabt PARirELL AT Avondale. 

Speeding in the train to Holyhead, crossing the Channel in the 
well-appointed boats designed for the Mail Service, landing in 
Dublin,' and passing through ‘Wicklow on the way to Rathdrum, yon 
have opportimity to reflect on the varied experiences that fall to yonr 
lot in the task which, impelled by a sense of public duty, yon have 
undertaken. Most frequently yonr business calls yon into communi- 
cation with the great and the rich. All yonr men are eminent, and 
all their houses well famished. Yon know most of the Stately homes 
of England— how beantifnl they stand !— have made an invento^ 
of their chairs, their carpets, their line-engravings, and their 
umbrella-stands. But there is another aspect of the picture, another 
surface of the' medallion ; and, as yon pick yonr way across the I 
prickly potato-fleld that environs the mud-cabin which has descended 
to the Irish Leader as a feature in his paternal estates, yon sternly 
set yourself to disregard the unusual environments of yonr company, 
always ready (as Mr. W. H. Smith once said) to do your duty to 
yonr dneen and your country. 

As you draw near to the mud ediflce, you discover your host 
standing in what may be called the doorway, apparently surveying 
the beauties of the country. At home, among his own people, 
Chaeles Stewajrt Pabnell conforms to the habits of the locali^, 
This afternoon he wears a coat in which you recognise the beg innin g 
of the dinner-dress which you are accustomed to wear in the higher 
^cles of society in London, It is, perhaps, cut away a little more 
than usual at the hips, the skirts more decidedly resemble the 
outline of a sw^ow’s tail, and the collar is a trifle high. But these 
are details. His breeches are tied at the knee with ribbon, vividly 
green in hue. ^ Stout brown worsted stockings, a little the worse for 
wear, cover his shapely limbs, ending in a pair of brogues that have 
not recently been submitted to the blaokmg-brush. A waistcoat, 
Mf ^buttoned, displays a blue cotton shirt ; a high collar, such as 
Mr, Gladstone wears in holiday time, is loosely tied with a kerchief, 


green, but not so decidedly patriotic in tone as the ribbons that knot 
the breeches at the knee. A high hat, with exceedingly small brim, is 
rakishly set on one side of your host’s head, and you do not fail to 
notice the “ cuddy” stuck in the rusty band^ that conflnes the base 
of the crown, and has braved many storms in these lovely "Wicklow 
mountains. 

Advancing with hearty honhomie^ you hold out your right hand to 
grasp that of the Irish Chief, and, waving your left comprehensively 
around the scenery, you remark, with the late poet Moobe : — 

“ Sweet vale of Avoca ! how cahn could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best, 

Where the storms that we feel.in this cold -world should cease, 

And our hearts like thy waters, be mingled in peace ! 

Ah, weD,” says your host, without catehiug your enthusiasm, 
‘*if you are tired with your walk, you had better come inside to 
rest. You will find it less damp.” 

You follow your hosf s example in stooping under the doorway, 
and find yourself in the outer of the two rooms that seem to compose 
the mansion. A creeper-clad verandah shades the French window, 
under which a massive pig reposes at full length, and grants 
inquiringly at the entrance of the stranger. A faded Turkey carpet 
covers the floor. But its proportions are not so exact as to hide 
from your scrutiny the fact that underneath it lies the mud of virgin 
earth. On one oi the low walls under the smoke-grimed rafters, 
which have, doubtless, covered many a cheery compMiy, hangs a 
Baxtolozzi engraving of Adam and Eve ; portraits of Joseph Gilus 
Biggab addressing the House of Commons ; Tim Healt in wig and 
gown,* disputing with the Town Clerk of Ephesus, and seemingly 
getting the better of him; whilst a portrait of Mr. As hmead 
Babtlett in his court dress, does duty for a fire-screen. This last, 
however, is not suf6.oiently massive to cover '&e generous space, 
over which hangs a bulky cauldron, from which there flutters a 
breath of inviting steam. As your host draws up to the fire w 
ormolu and gilt cnair (for the day is (dull), and rests his feet on me 
weE-wom straw hassock, you adroitly affecting a slight cold, mff, 
for peradventure you may make a happy guess at the contents of the 
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cauldron. But there is nothing recognisable in the way of odour, 
though you distinctly hear the bubbling sound as of succulent meats. 
The Chippendale dos-d-dos, which you take at the invitation of 
your host, was, you presently learn, in the possession of Daijiel 
O’CcN-NELL, who presented it to the great grandfather of your host, 
Sir John" Paunell, who held for many years the office of Chancellor 
of the Exchequer in the Irish Parliament, and resigned rather than 
vote for the Act of Union. Chakles Siewaut Paentell, lightly 
reaching out his hand towards the low-ridged book-case, enamelled 
with v^vet of dead gold, draws from a receptacle a long pronged 
iron fork, which he plunges into the cauldron. After an active 
search, which you follow with keen though dissembled interest, he 
produces a mealy potato. Placing it, forx and all, on the carpet, 
at a safe distance from the other resident in the room, prone near the 
window, whose interest in current events has received a sudden 
fillip, your host proceeds to take off his coat. 

“ As you may have read, Tobt,” he says, with a pleasant though 
somewhat chilly smile, “ I always take ofif my coat before approach- 
ing a [serious question, and I do not know anything that requires 
nicer manipulation than the peeling of a potato that has been just a 
little over-boiled. May I offer you some luncheon ? No ? Perhaps, 
if you do not care to eat, you would like some refreshment. I can 
recommend our butter-milk. The Avondale brand is known for 
miles round the country-side.” 

You lightly aver that you lunched early, and your host, skilfully 
holding the potato on the end of the fork, carefiiJly peels it as he 
proceeds to tell you the story of his life. It is full of interest, 
illumined here and there, by brief characterisations of the eminent 
colleagues with whom he has been at work for many years. 

“Yes,” your host says, in reply to an observation you interpolate, 

“ Joseph Uiliis is a very remarkable man. There is about him an 
air of repose which conceals high aspirations, and far-reaching 
projects. He is our Chancellor of the Exchequer, you know, and 1 
do not recall any sight more interesting than is to be met with during 
the Parliamentary Session on any Saturday afternoon — Joseph, 
sitting in his office in his shirt-sleeves, with his spectacles on his 
nose, going through an account for travelling expenses, which one 
of the boys has sent in, and in which the keen eye of our Treasurer 
discovers a tendency to exaggerate disbursements.” 

You are proceeding to draw your host out with reference to other 
of his colleagues, when you are [interrupted by a voice outside, 
singing,— 

“ And if ever a man, 

St<mped the course of a can, 

Martin Sanegan’s aunt would cry— 

’Arrah, fill up your glass. 

And let the jug pass ; 

How d^ye know but your neighbour ’s dhry ? ” 

“Ah! that’s Mike,” says your host, “My man-of-all-work. 
When I have a visitor, he always sings as he approaches, lest he 
should interrupt the hatching of high treason,” 

And Mike entering with a large bundle of letters and telegrams, 
your host affectionately bids yon farewell. Yon have scarcely 
quitted the cabiu, when Chaeles Stewaht Paehell commences to 
peruse the correspondence, which hears many foreign post-marks, 
and contains a pleasing agglomeration of remittances. 

SOMETHING LIKE A MEETING ! 

^LkCBSomewhere» Time— A ny hour. The Characters— 
Purely imaginary. 

Sis Majesty [heartily). Why, my [good friend, I am glad to see 
you. How are yon r* 

The Pasha. Yery weU indeed. Sire. And your Majesty ? 

H. M. Capital ! But you mustn’t call me that— I am simply a 
Bom now. I suppose you know what I have been doing ? 

The P. [with consideration). Well, Sire, I have been away so long, 
that the echoes of the outer world have scarcely reached my ears. 
Still, I think I can guess. No doubt your Majesty (whose reim 
extends to Jubilee proportions) has had a glorious time. Possibly 
you have led armies to victories— defeated your enemies— extended 
the frontiers of your Empire to twice its original proportions ? 

JS. rM. [slightly disconcerted). WeU, not exactly.- [Frankly.) 

' Fact is, I have spent a great part of my time in dear old Europe. 
Try again. 

The P. (after consideration). WeU, then, your Majesty, you have 
been the cherished of your grateful people’s hearts. , They have 
fallen on their knees, and blessed your name. 

H. M. [much amused). Not a bit of it— they have kicked me out ! 
The P. [surprised). That ’s awkward ! 

M. M. [slightly annoyed). That’s aU yon know about it! Never 
was better pleased in my life. Infinitely prefer Lisbon to Eio, and 
shaU 'probably settle in the new hotel they have jnet opened at 
‘ Monte Carlo. [With renewed heartiness.) But tell me, my friend, 
what have you been doing ? 

The P. Surely yrour Majesty has heard ? 

S. M. [apologetically). No, I have not had much time for reading 
the newspapers recently; but I can guess. [With enthusiasm). A 
second and improved edition of G-obdoh, [yon have administered 
countless provinces of the mysterious Soudan with a rule, if not of 
iron, of kindly tempered steel. Your foUowers have been aevoted to 
you, and looked upon yon as a second father I 

The P. WeU, not exactly. The fact is, my followers did nothing 
hnt imprison me, and then put me np again when someone was 
coining. ( With a\tinge of sadness.) They are most admirable persons 
and I am devoted to them ; hut I don’t think they treated me quite 
nicely ! 

jET. M. ijndignantly). I should say not I WeU, you are back again, 
safe and sound ? * 

The P. Yes, thanks to my kind friend, the Explorer. I took a 
year considering whether I should escape with him, or stay with my 
people, and then he seemed suddenly to think that we had better 
both be ofi'. So here I am [anxiously) ; hnt would you advise me to 

go hack agaiu ? Because if you womd, I think 

S. M. [laughing). No, no I You stay where you are ! But have 
you no news to tell me ? 

The P. [eagerly). I should think I have, your Majesty I WUl yon 
believe it ? I have absolutely found a new sort of Cactus I 

JET. M. [astounded). No! ! 1 And I am devoted to botany ! Pray 
show it to me at once ! 

The P. With pleasure, your Majesty. [In a tone of quiet triumph) 
So you find, Sire^ my labours have not been quite in vain. Bnt I see 
your Majesty is impatient. This way. Sire. 

[^JExeunt hurriedly to look at the new sort of Cactus. 

WHAT MR. PUNCHES MOON SAW. 

TWENTY-SEVENTH EYENINa. 

“ Not long ago,” said the Moon, “ I saw a smaU conntry boy who 
was very miserable. He had just lost his sweetheart, and I can teU 
yon all about it, for I was looking on the whole time. She is a 
^ ^ . pretty child, with clear eyes and fresh 

round cheeks, and he is deeply at- 
tached to her, and she to him. They 
’?• ^ used always to walk home from the 

^ J village school together, and they were 
to have been married quite soon— bnt 

1 1 that is aU over now. 

y “The other afternoon I watched 

1 ' j 1 the children coming shouting and 

1 running out of school^ as usmd, and 

i "^3.8 the little girl waiting by 

^ ^ scarlet cloak untu her 

smaU lover should join her, as he 
i 1 generally did. Presently he appeared, 

^ 1 njlllliMW Dut he seemed changed, somehow, and 

'I ‘>6^^ know exactly what to 

''.i about to join her, 

' >'] m PllllliP mother hoy came np. 

iilJ. ■' ‘ She ’b my sweetheart now,’ said 

W /il newcomer ; ‘ not yours.’ 

Mil ‘ No, I ’m nob— am I ? ’ said the 
little girl, indignantly— hnt her lover 

^ ‘ Yes, yon are,’ insisted the other 

hoy. ‘ He went and sold you to me this afternoon for six brandy- 
halls— and he can’t say he didn’t either ! ’ 

“ ‘ Bid yon ? ’ asked the little girl. 

“ ‘ Well, he wouldn’t let me have them no other way,’ said the 
hoy in a muffled tone. 

“ ‘ There ! cried the purchaser, triumphantly ; ‘ now you see 
you ’ ve got to come along with me ! ’ 

“ ^ Have I got to go along with him ? ’ she inquired. 

“ ‘ I s’pose so,’ was the sulky reply. 

“ Now this little girl is a very obedient child, and always does what 
she is told ; so, although she did not like her new sweetheart nearly 
so well as the old one, she trotted off with him very meekly, for she 
was sensible enough to see that a bargain was a bargain. 

’ * ‘ The deserted lover stood in the lane looking after them, and I saw 
his eyes beginning to fill with water. ‘ She might ha’ said she was 
sorry,- she might ! ’ I heard him mutter, * and them hrandy-hails, 
thev didn’t seem to have no taste in ’em, neither ! ’ 

“.This is only one of the many heart-tragedies thatl see almost 
every night,” said the Moon, “ and it is not children only, hnt quite 
grown-up lovers, who have to give up their love because mey are 
unable to resist the good things of this world, when they find bnem- 
selves put to the choice. And when a lover is in this most melancholy 
situation, he is so sorry for himself that there is no need for otner 
people to pity him— and they very seldom do,” said the Moon. 


KOtlOE*— Bejected Commuiiications or Contributions, wbether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, ot Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not even wken accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper; To tliis rule 
there will be no exception. 
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UNTILED; OR THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 

** TrSs volontiers,” repartit le demon. “ Yous aimez les tableaux ohangeans : je vetix vons contenter.*’ 

Le BialU Boit&ux, 

XIY. (Part First.) , 

** London is not all lurid, e en \ J / 

byMht; 4> \ \ / / / 

glafiiess and delight, \ \ ~ 

’jfidst all its desert dimness, __ \ \ 1 ^ fS X " 

And sombre suffering. Must our — _ ^ ^ 

steps unseen ^ [fulmien, - j 

Haunt only companies of mourn- -- |4 

And sopes of spectral grim- ^ ^ 


Yfearying of woeful sights my 
Ithusaddr^^d. Slow smiling, 

Of night-rooSdLondon’s sterner X. ' iM- . j 

That darkness-lovers from its ~ ij'' ;' i' ' '' V- iB 

Find interest in concealing. 

** They who love darkness rather than the I The albums of suburban Philistines. 

•Si rj. m -i. £ ■n..i : iuiw 


‘Because their deeds are evil,’ woo the night 
In this wide-stretching city. 

It is no chaste Diana gleams upon 

In London,— more ’s the pity ! 

“ Ton weary of lon^-suffering loneliness 
And of gregarious vice, gloomy no less, 

For all its surface glitter ? 

Friend, this is not the Athenian wood, nor I 
Its merrjr Puck. In mirth I cannot vie 
With that nocturnal flitter. 

“ There are no mysteries in the truly gay, 
And honest gladness, open as the day, 

Heeds little night-unveiling. 
Hoctumal businesses are far from few, 

Many may intermittent seem, but two 
Are pauseless and unfailing. 

Pleasure’s gay flock to Feed and to Amuse 


The night-star of Belgravia mildly shines 
O’er Clapham in the morning. 

“ Bohemia now with old Boeotia dwells 
In mutual amity. If gossip tells 
Tales of Pandemos, verily 
Iti^Buhrosd, How demure she looks I - 
Welcomed in boudoirs, eulogised in books, 
The Cyprian fares on merrily. 

“Ho mirth in this, my "friend? Must all 
mirth run 

Like shallow streamlets sparkling in the sun ? 

Fribbles love not the ironic. 

Would we could make pure comedjyr of Life, 
But whilst its farce with tragedy^ is rife 
Laughter will seem sardonic.” 

La reine amuse .'—the Pandempnian Oueen, 
Whose spirit rules o’er every shifting scene 
Ot this gay panorama. 

Dancing or dining, shrilling cynic song. 


“The Cyprians flourish, and the Caterers 
thrive. 

And es^er myriads, in this monster hive 
Of drones and drudges, cluster 
Beneath, behind, beyond this dazzling show, 
Follow me, friend, it you indeed must know 
The morals of the muster.” 

(To be continued.) 


LONDON IMPKESSIONISTS. 

“First impressions are '’everything!” 
would appear to be the motto of these clever 
but unconventional artists. It is a good 
motto, but sometimes “ Second thoughts are 
best ” is a more useful one. Why not organise 
another band of painters, and, call them the 
“ Second-thoughtists?” If some of the gentle- 
men who exhibit at the G-oupil Gallery would 
join such a society, they would doubtless 
achieve distinguished work. “ The Marble 
Arch*^ Qsid. The City AtlaSy* by SxDNRX 
Starr— who by the way is a bright star in 
the Impressionist firmament— are full of 
truth, and have an absolute London tone 
about them, but they want carrying further 
— we do not mean out of the Gallery — ^that is, 
they require more finish and development, it 
they are to hang within the range of ordinary 
^esight. The same may be said of “A[ 
Spring JEvening in the jRowj*^ by George 
Thomson. It is excellent in intention— the 
artist’s intentions are strictly honourable, but 
they axe not sufldciently defined. Pretty 
Pom Pettigreu}^^ by P. WnsoN Steer— a 
pleasant steer-eotype of beauty— might be 
called “ Pretty Rosie Largergrew,” for she 
appears to be over life-size, but there is 
admirable colour and masterly brushwork 
about this picture. ‘ ‘ The Three PuhlicHouses; 


Are Right’s twin-tasks. Its revelling Comus- Or lounging, irh decolletee, through the long 
crews Wild wastes of scenic drama. 


Still swell in zeal and number. 


La reine s^amuse-^o. little"; then is led- 


Ever ttw two keen crarags are awake, p^r goddesses now himger-to be fed. 

I Eor food and the slaves of pleasure break ® jTot ™ oivmtiian diet : 


Upon the realm of slumber. Ambrosial dishes and neotarean draughts' 

“Look on these shifting scenes j/’ I looked Might suit the deities of the bolts and shafts, 
and saw ' Lapped in Elysian quiet. 

A chaos of mad mirth, whose sole fixed law these would/not subserve our Cyprian’s 

Seemed limitless indulgence. • ‘ 

1-1 4 /.nr aI a — _ ^ 1 


Hot on Olympian diet ; 

Ambrosial dishes and nectarean draughts* 


Here footbghts glowed, there dan(mg jewels q,,, support our modem Ganymede 

, , [streamed, (A i^onnaire, or nearly). 

Yonder o’er feeding hundreds gas-jets 3^1^014 clients thronging half the town I 
i A ruddy-flamed effulgence. Their cravings to allay, their thirsts to drown 


Yenns Pandemos in her every guise, In cates and crm costs dearly. 

Light-wstnred, v^, _flew before mine eyes, yulgar Tenus topes the modest malt, 

! rlaunring factitions roses_. _ _ Tbp -nnliabefi Paudemomaii makes assault. 


-B'launljng factitious roses. ^ polished Pandemonian makes assault, I 

are vnlgar-hold, there virgy^ of mien, Wito lips of lustrous scarlet, 1 

The one prentog priestess of the scene Qn “headed hubbies, winking at the brim.” 

In swift metempsychoses. VVhat if Amphitryon be a “ masher ” slim, 

“There,” said the Shade, “the Paphian Or squat shop-keeping varlet ? 

I rv 1 -rr vj v X What if thc bauquet at saloou or olub 

1 To ple^e the g^ery.^ How the goddess whets gg spread, or laid at restaur a^it or ‘ ‘pub ” ? 

w„v 1, 4*®“ 1 Aristooratio ichor 

Pmk-hosed, prqvooatove ; the arts employed ^ proletariat are alike in this. 

By this cheap siren of ^e stage are void need to supplement S“ Amusement’s ” 

Oi hypocrite pretences. -bliss 

“ Yonder the crafty Cyprian takes the shape With the delight of liquor. 

Of deomt daintiness, which art can drape « ^ contrast this” (the Shadow said), “ and 
To more seductive splendour [lies fcfl 

Than C^os taew. Hw soft the laoework t^e too sombre worlds of greed and toil, 
Uu nex chaste breast I How pure those azure Ati< 1 solitary sorrow ! 

Those soailet lips how tender I [eyes; ygi^t and laughter wait on Pleasure’s 

“ Her portrait, ride by fflde with poets, seers, Q,ueen. _ 

Royal princesses, local pulpiteers YYhy look to-night behind the gnttermg 

And priests, you^U. nbad adorning Or question the to-morrow ? 


tiittxi,, Biuts uy yriLu jl 

Royal princesses, local pulpiteers 
Aud priests, you^Il find adc 


various Music-hall studies— foil of cleverness 
as many of them are, by Walter Sickert. 
Charming in colour and tone is “ The Cinder 
Path,*^ by Bernhard Sickert— but we are 
angry with him for not elaborating his sub- 
ject. Indeed, most of the ‘pictures of this 
school give one the idea, that the artist has 
with enthusiasm dashed off a sketch, then 
become lired of the subject, and did not think 
it worth while to trouble himself any farther. 

If these works were hung in a gallery, ^rith 
a rail to prevent the spectator approaching 
within twenty feet of the canvas, they would 
be vastly effective. If they axe to take the 
place of ordinarv pictures, it is absolutely 
necessary they snould eoifform, in a de^ee, 
to the recognised rules of Art. There is so 
much talent, so much daring uneonvention- 
ality, and so much thinking for themselves, 
about this school, that, when they have sown 
the wild oats of the palette, and abandoned 
theBohemianism of thebrusn, we sbaJl doubt- 
less find they will give us work that is not 
only original, but great. 

“The Lord Mator whl obitgb again. 
Gentlemen ! ” — ^We have heard of a Dancing 
Chancrilor, "but a lyrical Lord Mayor is Inn- , 
doubtedly a novelty. We are glad to hear ihat | 
his Lordship’s brave example is likely to be 
followed. It is whii^ered the Town Clerk is 
an excellent tenor, that theSing^gSheriffs we 
admirable, that several rare have been dis- 
covered among the Aldermen, thatthe Common 
Serjeant is go(SL atacomiesong, andl^ta large 
number of oarollin| Common-couucilmeuhave 
tendered their semces. Sir Arthur Sullivan 
is, itis said, hard at work upon a ^'Corporation 
Cantata , which will soothe the savage breasts 
of Civic malcontents, and help to promote 
harmony during the Murioal Mayoralty. 


TOL. xcm. 
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THE MISCHIEVOUS MONKEY. 

A Nbw Sokg to a Vbky Oid Tottb. kis.—“ BUly md the BvtUrfiy. 









— 


















Piilli- 


Me. Jacko, the Ape, was a trouWesome chap — 

And wonld always be playing up pranks with a map— 
W%th a high durable^ dunwle^ derree / 

“ Odds hobs ! ” ^ed the Ape, as he jumped on a chair— 
it mi. lepity, lee I 

The Afric^ Map is again hanging there I ” 

With a high dumhle^ dumhle^ derree! 

So away scrambled he, till at length he did perch, 

\r *1. / 

JN ear the map, and for something to spoil it did search— 

With a high durable^ dumhle^ derree! 


He discovered a bottle of very black ink— 

Says Jace;o,_ “ wTs'^lob^f &^^l'do it, I think.! ” 
With a high dumUe^ dumble^ derree ! 

And he snatched up a pen, did this mischievous chap 
Sepity^ lepity^ lee ! 

To scrawl “ Annexation” all over the map — 

With a high dumhle, dumblej derree! 

But in writing the Ape met with little success— 
Sepity^ lepity^ lee ! 

But he sputtered the ink, and he made a great mess - 
With a high dumhle. dumhle derree ! 
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And when Mr, Bxm came along with a stick— 
Hepity^ lepity lee ! [quick— 

Poor Jacko the Ape nad to move donhle- 
With a high durable^ dumlle derreel 

Odds bohs ! cried the Ape, Mr. Bull is a bore — 
Sepity^ lepity lee [sore— 

Ana he took to his heels, feeling dreadfully 
With a high dunible, dumhle derree / 

Moral, 

An Ape should not sprawl or spill ink on a 
map, 

Though that Ape he a smart Portuguee. 
Take a hint from friend P«ncA— Jacko, 
there ’s a good chap — 

Or look out for the stick of J. B. 


SOMEBODY’S DIARY. 


Rather pleasant day. Inspected 
seventeen Regiments of Nigger Infantry. Not 
quite up to the Tenth, hut did fairly well. 


quite up to tne xentn, out axa lairiy wen. 
Coming home, the horses frightened by the 
massed hands. Escaped with a shaking. 

Tuesday, — Y ery agreeable morning ! At- 
tended Durhar of Native Princes. Didn’t 
understand speeches clearly, hut complimen- 
tary. Returning to tiffin, slipped^down a 
precipice. FeU on my feet. 

Q,uite nice ! Joined a game 
of Polo. Lot of swarthy chieftains deeply 
interested in our proceedings. Illuminations. 
B[orse shied at hreworks. Dismounted un- 
expectedly. Flustered, hut up again. 


^ Thursday , — A real good time. Went out 
tiger-shoonng. Found myself under man- 
eater. Equerry shot him. So nothing more 
serioim than a tumble. 

Jolly fun ! Opened new bridge 
across river (forget name, hut something 
ending, I thhJk, m “pore”), and called it 
Albert Tiotor. Just before dinner, slipped 
into the water. Fished up all right. 

Saturday.’-^W ent to see some elephants 
tied up. One fierce old Jumbo charged me, 

' and I had to jump about as if I were dancing 
the polka ! Hot work, hut all right in the 
end. Looking forward to next week’s 
“novelties” with pleased curiosity. One 
consolation— lots of good subjects for the 
illustrated papers I 

A mST LORD^S SONG. 

** Lord GrEou&B Hamilton certainly knows how 
to blow his own tru^et .” — JPith of Admiral 
Somhy*8 Letter to the Txme%, 

Y:^o I my hoys. Avast ! Yeho ! 

I think when all is said and done 
That I my trumpet p’raps can blow 
As forcibly as anyone. 

8:ood of a Naval Lord 

Who can’t play a trump for himself and 
the Board? 

^ want to boast of our speed. 

Of what ’s elsewhere done I take no heed. 
But quietly quote, without a smile, 

Our sixteen knots on the measured mile. 

I T^unt our ironclads ready to fight, 

rk/? ^ a foe, 

^^British pluck one can’t make light ! 

No matter, my hoys ; far away fliey go ! 

Jue the subject a First Lord shuns ! 
- , Why, would you believe it, my hoys, avast ! 
J. m ready to point with pride to our guns. 
And vow they’re the best that ever were 
cast ! 

iiow and then they happen to hurst ? 

T J; they do, weU, I look out for a squall. 
1 t he tine last, I am not the first 
To hear ^at old story told at Whitehall ! 
DO here while I ’m in my present place 




In Two Pjeces.— Seldom has the Stage boasted two pieces of such equal merit as The 
Gold Craie^ at the Princess’s Theatre, and Madcap Midge^ at the Opera Comique. They have 
the same motive— an innocent Tnan accepting the onus of the crime of a guilty one. The 
heroine at the Oxford Street house is that charmmg actress, Miss Amt Roselle; and m 
the Strand appears ano'&er charming actress. Miss Louise Luia. Mr. J. H. Barnes, in 
the North, is balanced by Mr. Ar.thub Watts (as “ The Living Skeleton”) in the South. 
Both pieces, too, on their first night, were received with the same public recognition, and 
they are hotn likely to secure an equal amount of success. Again^ there is a q^umt stm 
in the Craze^ and a mirth-compelling moon in the Mtdge, The heroine of the first obligingly 
sings a song, and the heroine of the second as obligin gly dances a danee, and plays upon 
the banjo. What further attraction can he needed? Well, on these oec^ons, wo^to’t 
it be pleasant if we could have our cigars and coffee, or other beverage. Music-hall fashion r 
If Mr. Pinero will permit. 

Letts’ Diaries of all sorts and sizes. Book-Letts for genial nse. I^mestio Diaries, 
useful for cooks and hous^eepers, may be remembered as the ’Ouse-and-the- Ome-Letts. 



Our Special Artist, Eip Tan Driiikle, in^ired by Eip Tan Drinkle, O.S.A., is received by the Emperor 
tlie example of another Special on the i. X. AT., Eheo Boam, Empress Jerri Boam, Crown JPrinceBs Quart, 
visits Les Caves de PommSry. and H.E.H. the Imperial Pint Prince. 


JOUENAL OF A EOLLING STONE. 

SECOIfD EnTET. . 


LUXUEY FOE PAUPEES. 


SeCOJS’D Entet. “At the Chester Board of G-uardians yesterday, a discussion took place as 

, . xr uj xT_- to whether, in view of the Christmas dinner, it would be advisable to adlow 

CrOyu^OE stin ounously anaaoiw that I snoTild do someudug inmates to have knives to cut their meat. It was explained, that at 
practical, at least as a stop-gap. Eeel inolmed to he disrespectiiiL present the paupers had to tear the meat to pieces with their fingers and 
and to say— hut don’t— that I should axiite enjoy getting some kind teeth. . . . The Kev. 0. Eawson proposed, that they should buy knives and 
of work “as a stop-gahble.” forks , . . Mr. Charmley, farmer, opposed the proposal . . . The motion 

“ Tour old Camtedge friend Bloggests,” he proceeds, “ has adopted to hire knives and forks on Christmas Day only was put, and carried by 
the Boholastio profession— become a schoolmaster at Wantchester, he thirteen votes to Ten.*'— December^ 5. 


told me. WTiif should not you do the same f 
Just to pacify the Governor, who is so impervious to reason, I go 


Of the Chester Board of Guardians we are the Upper Ten, 

The fair noblesse of Chester, and the cult of Yeee de Teeb ; 


and call on Fusecem and Jinks, the great Scholastic Agency firm, And we’re conscious of our lavishness — ^we’re deeply conscious— 
and ask if they have any good berth now vacant at a Puhnc School. when 

Fijsecem; (or is it Jinks ?), who has an oily manner, hut a roving TJ10 paupers get their dinner at the closing of the year, 
eye (an eye that seems to dwell on anybody he is talking to as if he, u ’x vx- • xv v x 

the stranger, were guite an unimportant feature in the general hospitality we give those beggars meat 

tocteape^ begms to read out from a poudorous tome some of Mo wf^a7oMo«il^pl2^fotoVthom^S& 

Ah f” he flays-" I ’to got something here that I think 'triU suit ^ ^ duchesses. They ’U give them tooth-picks 

you. It ’s a first-class place— a sort of prize of the profession— and Why can’t they live like dogs P It ’s that which keeps the numbers 


I shouldn’t mention it to everybody,” 

I express suitable gratitude, and he goes on-*“ Wanted — ^by the 

commencement of the Summer Term, iu a capital 

school on the salubrious Lincolushire Coast, a 
Master of high character and good attainments. 

The Master wiU he reguired to live witibi thei 
Principal, to take the hoys to Church on Sundays, 
and to play the usual games on week-days,” 

Pleecem looks up, fixes his eye for a moment 
on the leg of an adjoining chair, and asks “ what | 

I think 01 it ? ” I don’t think much of it. wJ % 

“Lincolnshire?”— I ask. “I don’t know of 
any celebrated school on that coast. , Are you 
sure it ’s a Public School ? ” 

“ Oh, yes,” replies Fleecem:, cheerfully, “ guite iBE 

public. Any boy can go to it. Eever knew the ^E§ 

Prmoipal refuse any hoy yet ” — and he grins. 

^^And such a wife!” he adds. “Between IBM 

oupelves, Principal manages school, wife manages 
Principal. I would back that woman” — says '7 

Elbeoem in a burst of confidence— “ to sail as 
near to the wind in victnaUiug her kids as any- 
body in England, I mean,” he goes on hastily, 
feeling apparently that he has been a trifie over- 
candid—* ‘ she is economical. That ’s all.” '' 

Ask, ohiefiy as matter of form, because I feel 
sure that this sort of thing won’t do for 7 w«— 

“ What is the — em— salary ? ” 


down, [help ; 

Makes starving women drown themselves before they ’ll ask our | 

:And serve them right for sinful pnde— yes, let 

I the beggars drown, 

I Or let them take their food pike dogs, and tear, 

I and scratch, and yelp. 

'» ‘ In the blessed Christmas season we give them 

, actual meat, 

What they can want with knives and forks is 
more than we can see. 

We are the Upper Ten, and they’re the dirt 
beneath our feet, 

WJUSm And the dirtier we make them the prouder we 

shall be^ 

“La Tosca,”— The Ecclesiastical Scene in the 
First Act ought to delight aU artistic members of 
the Church and Stage Guild, if this confratenuty 
lllfl Imi exists. It is the perfection of scenic art. 

y r/lW 1^^***^ performance I must postpone 

lull' Im sending in my little account (such a seasonaWe 

m'l Iwi ! phrase!) untu I have guite recovered from the 

j /'lX effect of supping full of dramatic horrors, 

Al I W ^ having such a lot of Beebe the last thing at night. 1 

^ The Man^s Shadow is at the Haymarket, but the 

■ :±-f: Man shudders at the Garrick. A weM success, 

and the mise-en^scene simply perfection. More, 
anon. Yotje Cbitio on the Eaeth. 


“ Thanks ! ’’ I say, rising, ^ j Rapttavt. Tuck gives us a feast of Christmas 

Not taken by the place?” asks PiBECBM, in « Mr. Gladstokb was evidenUy deeply Cards, a regular good Tuok-in. The newest thing 
g^^e STOTnse. . , „ ^ touched by this spontaneous outburst of in Socm Aim NAXHilf’s store are the autogra^ 

fiotabit. Taken m by it, rather,” I answer, almost personal affection. He stood with cards. The autographists haye not been very 
Ejusecem seems huffed, and asks politely but hands folded, head bent down, and legs happy in their guotations. 
firmly for the usual fee for registering my regnire- g^ivermgP ’—JEixtraet from Picturesque 


firmly for the usual fee for registering my regnire- quiv&ringP -^Extraet from Picturesque 
ments — which I find is five shillings. Query — Report in Paiby News^' of Mr, Qlad~ 


Gbifeith, Eabeait.Akeden, and Welsh, form 


Di^’t the poet (nnoertainwhioh) refer to Eleecem ^ Mmehester^ December 3 . a guartet of publishers who ^ve produced ** M 

when he remark^timt * ‘ Something accomplished, [The italics are ours, and the attempt to me (it should nave been * us ’ ) a Song ! ” Music by 
somebody oone, had earned his night’s repose ? xUustrate the situation, our Artist’s.— Ed.] Scott Gattt, Too good for ordinary nursery use. 
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MB. PITMCH’S MOBAL MBSIC-HALI DBAMAS. 

Pheltmtnaby Aotoxjncembnt. 

Mr. Pitnch need hardly remind his readers of his zealous and 
unremitting efforts in these pages to raise the tone of Mnsio-hall 
entertainments, and render them the powerful instruments for good 
which they are so eminently capable of becoming. It is with some 
humiliation that he confesses that those efforts have up to the pre- 
sent produced no particular results ; the ballads and ditties compiled 
by hnn for Music-hall artistes of every grade of talent have not 
hitherto been thought worthy of their consideration ; no composer has 
set them to undying harmonies,— and, as a necessary consequence, no 
vocalist has tried meir effect upon a public which in tmih is any- 
th^ but exacting* 

"V^y this has not been done is not for Mr» Punch to say, though 
he may be permitted to hazard some solutions. The “lion 
comiques” and the “lady series” doubtless felt that the songs were 
too long to be committed to memory without a mental s^ain to 
which mey were not justified in subjecting themselves : they may 
have felt, too, with much reason, that these so-called “model” 
ditties were not essentially superior either in literary merit or 
attractiveness to those by the aid of which they have conquered the 
popular ear. Or they may even have suspected— how unjustly those 
who know Mr» Punch will decide for themselves — that beneath 
these innocent ballads lurked some treacherous design to invest the 
Muse of the Music-Halls with irreverent ridicule. Lastiy— though 
this is almost too wild a supposition to be seriously entertained— it is 
justpossible that they may not have read Mr. Punches poems. 

■Whatever the true cause of this apathy may be, Mr, Punch does 
not intend to abandon his efforts just yet, and he purposes s^ 
from time to time— thoug^h possibly at somewlmt longer intervals — 
to offer his little ballads in the hope of eventually finding a sympa- 
thetic and appreciative interpreter. But a larger, a more ambitious 
scheme has lately been engaging Mr, Punch's energies— a scheme 


Kon 8 share of the^ business, and also upon introducing a song and 
dance somewhere in the dialogue. This is natural enough, but it 
action. However, these obi^acles have all been 
satiMactorily met and overcome, in Mr, Punch's first Moral Sketch, 
the title of which will be ; 

THE LITTLE CROSSIHGl-SWEEPER, 

A Gband Sjsnsational Musical Bealistic Skbtch in Two ScaxBS. 
Ask for it, and see that you get it. 


witnessed at a certain Music-Hall that celebrated realistic Sensation 
Sketch, The Little Stowaway, Praise of this grand regenerative 
production is superfluous; has it not received the sanction and 
warm approval of the London County Council— to say notldng of less 
qualified judges of Art, Literature, and Morals ? Let it suffice to 
say that, when Mr, Punch saw the Httle Stowaway settling the 
stern Captain of the Hew Zealand liner comfortably in a deck-chair, 
fortifying him with sherry and cigarettes, and then singing for his 
edification a marvellous description of the various characters to be 
encountered in a London “ doss-house ” — ^he felt the deep impression 
made upon the most careless in that audience by the sunple truth, 
the vivid realism of this single incident ; he realised, as he had never 


realised before, that it is dramas such as these for^which the 
democracy have so long been pining. Music-hall audiences are not 
really frivolous— they are fully as earnest, as fond of seeing virtue 
rewarded, and vice punished, as their brethren in the Pit and Gallery 
of the Adelphi— only they like to see it aU done well under the half 
hour, and they prefer their drama veiled in the idealising mists of 
tobaoo 9 -smoke. The tyranny of the law has baffled this yearning 
of theirs in all but a very few Music-HaUs ; but these arbitrary dis- 
tinctions win soon be swept away, and then upon the variety stage ! 
will dawn the sun of a new and yet more glorious Elizabethan era ! 

'Who will be the Marlowe of the Music-Halls, the Beaumont and 
Fletcher of the “Yital Spark,” the Shakspeare of the Sensation 
Sketch? 

It has been borne in upon Mr, Punch that he is the person 
destined to accomplish this lofty mission. He is moral, instructive, 
and entertaining ; he believes heart and soul in the Music-Hall as an 
mstrument of social reform ; he is conscious of a fund of latent 
dramatic talent which has hitherto been denied an outlet. And, 
with such endowments, he has not thought MmseH entitled to shrink 
from the task, however arduous he may find it, of providing the 
auffiences of the Music-Halls of the near future with dramatic fare 
suitable to there intelleetiial and moral requirements. 

He has accordingly great pleasure in announcing that he is already 
engaged in preparing a series of Moral Musical Interludes and 
Improving Sensation Sketches, which will shortly make their appear- 
ance in the pages of Punchy and wMch, it is fondly hoped, will find 
an abidmg home upon the Music-hall boards. 

In his first attempt he has been content to follow the lines of the 
brilliant original to which he has already referred, but, as constant 
reproductions even of the noblest model end by becoming monotonous, 
he will in future essay a less ambitious flignt, though he ventures 
to assure his readers that morality and instruction will^ ever be 
found the guiding principle of all ms pieces.* The chief difficulties 
of course, are — nrst, that the dramatist is limitod to time,*’ [and 
cannot, therefore, observe the unities as strictly as he would wish ; 
next, that the male or female comedian for whom, of course, each 
sketch must be principally designed will insist upon having the 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

How that everyone is thinking of the adventures of Stanley, 
IT Hallbtt’s * ‘ A. Thousand Miles on an Llephant'' is particu- 

larly d propos. This feat beats the record, and both the author and 
/ I pi' I bearer are to be congratulated on 

flll/iljlj having performed a journey that has 
yet to be rivalled. Mr, Hallett in a 
pleasant maimer treats of a subject of the 
greatest national importance. Another 
Jbkp work without which no gentleman's 

'Fr 'Jf// \ Jf // \ library can be considered complete (to 

11 lll/l V -1^ qDpte a hack phrase^ which, however, on i 

I* 111 11 this occasion, is entirely appropriate), is 

. ») V 1 » Mr. J OSERH Foster's Alumni Oxoniensis, 
jfjji' ^ 17 ^ 5 — ^1886. In four handsome volumes 

the author gives the Matriculation Begister of the University, alpha- 
betically arranged, revised, and annotated. It is worthy to rank with 
the other books of reference from the same pen, and this ispraise indeed. 

Boys and girls home for the Christinas vacation will have plenty to 
read. ^ Mr. Fraser Bae has produced Maygrove, which as it is 
described as a family history,^ should be welcome in the home circle. 
Mr. Frederice J. Crowest ^ves his Advice to Singers, that can but 
add to the harmony of the evening's entertainments. Miss Alice 
Weber tells a Hineteenth Century story ” in a book, which as it 
is entitled For Auld Lang Syne, is rather suggestive of the past 
than the present. That shade may be mixed with sunshine, the 
talented author of Molly Pawn, sadly recounts A Life's Pemorse 
in the regulation three volumes of the circulating library. Mrs. 
Burnett Smith Annie Swan), tolls a Scotch story, which she 
appropriately “lays at the feet” (see Dedication), of the “Dnchess- 
Dowager of Athole.” It is to be hoped that her Grace will pick it 
up, and use her hands to turn over the pages, which, as the authoress 
observes, she (the D.-D. of A.) “knows was writ amongst the silent 
hills.” Perhaps we may have a companion novel some day, from the 
same pen, composed amongst the noisy valleys, consequently more 
valuable. Mrs, A. C. Dicxer has compiled “.4 Pomance’ of the Isle 
of Wight," under the title of “ -4 Cavalier's Ladyef wiQi a final 
“ e,” which carries us hack to the quaint spelling of those ignorant 
folks the Boun^eads. The heroine, Mistress Judith Lyllington, 
(with the “y”) has many pleasant Httle chats with Charles the 
First, which will be full of interest to the general reader. Mr. 
Henry Frith (a good Htorary and artistic name) tolls two tales of 
adventure called The Opal Mountain and The Captain of Cadets, 
which should deHght, not only Master Tom, but also Messrs. Jack 
and Harry. That friend of early manhood, Mr. G. Manvttxe Fenn, 
under the modest title of Three Boys, immortalises those talented 
individuals “the Chiefs of the dan Mackai.” The illustrations to 
this stirring history are full of spirit, and one, representing the 
eficect of “ stepping upon a loose stone,” must he seen to be thoroughly 
appreciated. Another book, that will be loved by the same class of 
readers, is The Fortune of Quittentuns (a name that is perhaps not 
to everyone), as its author has already bestowed upon an 
admiring world two popular works, called respectively, Shadowed hy 
Guilt, and The Dead Alive, 

Yet another record of adventure is The Diamond Hunters of South 
uf/Hca, which coniuresup a vision of a chate of the most hrilHant 
description. Dric ; or, lAttle hy Little, is “ a tale of Bosl]^! School " 
that suggests that “ the pleasantest time of our Hves ” is not always 
entirely couleur de rose, Mr. Waleord, by calling bis novel, A 
Sage of Sixteen, does not disappoint expectation. His story eonoems 
“a Httle duck,” and some rather vulgar seasoning. In Her 
Own Way the talented authoress of Unclaimed proves that she can 
write a worthy companion sketch to that exquisite idyl erf hers. 
The Ped Herring, Although there is so much of Pyle in Mrs. 
Burton's Annabel, there is nothing to make one seriously angry. 
That the heroine, a child, does not die in the final chapter, need not 
cause regret, if it be clearly understood that she is not to 

survive in the pages of another volnme. Finally, thew are the 
Christmas extra numbers of the Hlustrated, the Graphic, 
the W<yrU, the Queen, the Snorting and Dramatic, tiie Lad^ 
Pictorial, cum multis aliis, which must bring deHght to mankmd in 
general, and the British PubHo in particular. To Mr, Pufwh s own 
popular Almanack it is, of course, not necessary to ^ 

everyone possesses it. Baron De Book-W^orms & Co. 
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HINT FOR THE SKATING SEASON. 

The Advahtage of haviko a Dutch Nuksert-Maid. 


RESCUED ! 

“ I am in perfect health, and feel like a labourer of a Saturday etening, 
retuTning home, vith his week’s work done, his week’s wages in his pocket, 
and glad that to-morrow is the Sabbath,” — Mi\ JT. Jf. Stmley^s Letter to the 
JEditor of “ The 2{ew York Herald** 

Well through, aud velcome, old friend ! Such a labourer seldom 
returns 

To tell us the tale of his toil, and to look for his wage and his rest. 

, But little we know of it yet, hat the heart of the chilliest bums, 

And the pulse of sympathy heats in the timidest stay-at-home | 
hreast, ] 

The voyage of Maeldune^ in the Laureate’s mellowest song, 

Is as nought to the terror aud toil of the voyage that you have 
achieved. 

0 traveller stout and sagacious, 0 leader, lusty and strong. 

Who twice the Dark Continent’s dangers have braved and its captive 
relieved. 

When you “ gathered your fellows together,” like Maeldune, three 
years ago, 

Bid you dream of the ills and the horrors that waited for you on 
the way ? 

The woes of that Conw forest, the fever that laid you low. 

And all those terxifie throes in the wastes around Wadelai 


Bid yon dream-hut what if you did ? There is nothing in dreaming 
to daunt 

A imirit that ’s set upon duty, a heart that is bold to dare. 

Not the flight of the poison-tipped arrow, the fever’s feculent haunt, 

Or the slow insidious taint of that dreadful Yamhuyan lair. 

But we who await you at home, m dream, with a shuddering dread, 

Of the clustering cannibal dwarfs, of the sufferers bloated and 
scarred. 

Of the men who as skeletons strode, of their comrades who sank 
down dead, 

In hundreds out of the hosts who so bravely wandered and warred ; 

Of the gallant murdered Bauttelot, of Jephsoh menaced with 
death, 

Of the last surviving oflS.eer of the brave Baaalya hand. 


And the terrible story he told that could make even you catch your 
breath ; 

Of Bonnt snatched from death, aud of Emin saved— by your hand. 

We dream of the waded swamps, of the sun that scorched like aflame, 

Of the maddening throes of fever, the palsying pangs of thirst ; 

And through all the perils you fought, and through all the horrors 
you came, 

And now like the sun from shadows, again on our view you have 
hurst 

With your burden patiently borne, though it fretted a spirit like 
yours, 

With the end of your efforts achieved, and good store of knowledge 
beside ; 

The reward of the pluck that dares, of the patience that calmly 
endures ; 

And we welcome yon hack with joy, and will hail you at home with 
pride ! 

Eescued 1 You well may be glad of the peaceful Sahhath of rest 

That lies before you at last, that no labourer ever yet earned 

More manfully, patiently, well. Brave Emin, the goal of your 
quest, 

Will lend his tribute, he sure, to the CDurage that never turnei 

Before the trials of danger, or those of a long delay 

More wearying yet, perchance, to a resolute soul like you. 

But here you froat us, at last, fit, gaUaut, and even gay, ! 

With your head that’s erect, though white, and your story so 
strange, hut true I . . • 

You have quenched your thirst with blackberries under the bumiug 
line ; 

» The Mountains of the Moon of the poets you ’ve seen and know ; 

L You bring the last flower of knowledge from the region strange, yet 
fine, 

: Where Euwenzori, the Cloud King, sits robed in eternal snow. 

Hail and bravo, brave Stanley! Your Hunch, who knows yo^i 
; Welcomes you now and thus, back from that terrible land ; [old, 
i And when your foot next touches our shores he will not be slow ^ 

To follow these welcoming words with the clasp of a welcommg 
hand! 
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THE PLAYGROUND IN THE AYENUE,— (Bx Oub Lutle Bit ox a Cbitic.) 

.Home for the Holidays ? Yes ! But no Pantomimes yet. So Uncle Bulger said he 
would take us to the “ Playground in the Avenue,” which turned out to he a theatre, after 
all. It was fun of children. And there were children on the stage performing a merry 
piece called The Belles of the Village, And, strange to say, they seemed to enjoy doing it, 
as much as we enjoyed looking at them. How we laughed, and how they looked as if they 
would like to join in the lau^ter too. Only the Conductor tapped on his desk, and shook 
his white wand at them sometimes, to keep them in order. How we revelled in Mr. Fitz- 
gerald’s music to Mr. Foster’s happy rhymes, and how we nodded our heads and tapped 
our feet to the rollicking old English melodies which Grandmamma is so fond of playing 
sometimes. Didn’t Frank Metrop look just like Old Nurse’s grandfather, as Gideon f 
Didn’t we admire Lizzie Pbiboier as Bhcehe Bumpus^ and Bessie Graves as Ruth Ashton ? 
How we delighted in Fred Allwood as William Green, and vociferously encored his horn- 
pipe I Were we not charmed with Lizzie Dxjngate, Anioe Fibber, and Bessie Colwlan, 
who pretended to he Squire Fairfield, Captain Plume, and Sergeant Pike f And did we 


Jtsesides all this were the Two Roses. Rose Begarnib— a rose by any other name,'' saia 
Uncle B., could not dance as well, unless it were Rose Ejlner, and she was certainly 
marvellous in her grace, ftniah, and dexterity.” Besides this, there were watchmen, gipsies, 
villagers, haymakers, fairies, bright dresses, pretty ballets, and merry choruses. We were 
lorry when it was over, and felt inclined to aSk M. Marius “ for more,” only Unde Bulger 


to be late for dinner. 


TOMMY ON MUSEUMS. 

As a Mausoleum 
To a palace of chasten’d fun, 

Is the British Museum 
To charming South Kensington. 
You go to the former 
With people you rather bar. 

Who wax no warmer, 

However agreeable you are ; 
Whose venom’d wonder. 

If you lightly open your Rps, 

Like fossil thunder, 

Shivers your fine-spun quips. 

And even more so 
If you honestly venture to say 
That a batter’d torso 
Woidd look much better away. 

When you have gulp’d your 
Comfortless coffee or soup. 

You scan the sculpture. 

Single, or posed in a group ; 

And dust of mummy 
Has got such a hold on your brain, 
That you think your tummy 
Will never be cheerful again. 

And you wonder however 
The lauded sculptors of old, 
Undoubtedly clever, 

Such soulless studies could mould. 
But, thank goodness, 

The insects no longer recline 
In their camphor’d woodness 
And creepy spirits of wine. 

For fusty antiquities 
Are joyous as April’s gales 
To the crawling Iniquities, 

Horrid with nippers and scales. 

But at Kensington straightway 
A delicate charm is spread, 

From the entrance gateway 
Till you dream of it all in bed. 

The people you go with 
Are so conducive and fair. 

That you ’d like to show with 
Them always, and everywhere. 
With their happy chatter. 

Their fancies pretty and keen, 

And laughs that fiatter 
The happy silence between ; 

Their sun-bright faces, 

And girlhood’s dignity sweet, 

Like Grecian Graces 
Out for a godlike treat. 

The dainty grill-room 
With culture and comfort shines, 
And you find you ’ve stiR room 
For further viands and wines. 

And your waist grows tighter 
In a bountiful moonled way, 

And eyes are brighter. 

And brighter the things we say. 

0 musty mummies, 

0 classical digmty cold, 

0 soulless dummies 
Of Orient empires old ! 

Here gem and statue. 

Panel and caiven shrine, 

Are looking at you 
With sympathy all divine. 

No cardboard, nor camphor. 

No moth-fretted ghosts of beasts, 
And the long-dry amphor 
Is gay with remember’d feasts. 
And I give my graces 
Their pick of jewel and gem, 

Of priceless laces 
And picture and diadem ; 

And their sunny faces 
Are dearer than all of them. 


We can recommend Kate Greenawax’s 
Book of Games--mt yet played out. 
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A FORECAST-SAY, FOR THIS TIME NEXT YEAR. 

The agitation of the Curates for an annual stipend of 
not less than £300, has culminated in their determination, 
arrived at yesterday afternoon, to abstain firom visiting 
their respective Churches and doing duty on Sunday 
next. It is said that 7000 Vicars and Hectors who are in 
sympathy with the movement have intimated their 
iatention of manifesting it by also joining the lock-out. 
There are other matters under dispute heyond the mere 
question of pay. “ One Service a week, one Sermon a 
month! ” has now become a party cry. It is calculated 
that 15,000 churches of the Establishment will there- 
fore not open their doors to their congregations next 
Sunday. 

The Legal Profession, following in the footsteps of the 
Church, has struck for higher fees; and the Judges, 
forced by the pressure put on them by leading dueen’s 
Counsel, have joined the “Amalgamated Lawyers’ 
TJnion.” A Solicitor, who was caught yesterday seeing 
a client who had managed to evade the notice of the locd 
pickets, was denounced as a black-leg, and hooted by a 
mob of yelling Attorneys, who followed him with 
threatening gestures tiU he eventually made his escape 
into Chancery Lane. 

The Medical Profession has not been slow to be 
influenced by the general strife of the Church and Bar ; 
and yesterday, at a mass-meeting, held outside Guy’s 
Hospital, it was unanimously decided that the three- 
guinea fee should be the minimum, and that aU medical 
men should join in a general lock-out forthwith, declining 
to see any patient at a lower rate. It was further 
agreed that these terms be presented in the form of an 
ultimatum to the Committee ofj Invalids, who have 
hitherto conducted negotiations on the part of the 
general public, and represented them in the matter. 

There was some talk last night of the probability of a 
strike in both the Houses of Lords and Commons. This 
will probably startle Society into an endeavour to find 
some means of adjusting the disputes between Capital 
and Labour other than that supplied by an immediate 
recourse to obstructive combination. 



Blaceie ahd Sont give us, among other publications, 
The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds* Beautiful title! 
Fancy a “Hermit Hunter,” and fancy, “the Wilds,”'— 
Oscar included. It is by Gobdok Stables, which sounds 
horsey. It is full of novel adventures, and Stables has 
not been fore-stalled. 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

“If you please, Sir, mat I have ah Exeat from Monday till Wed- 
nesday — TO ATTEND THE FUNBRAL OF MY GrFAT AtJNT ? ” 

“Oh — ^A— of COURSE YOU MUST GO ; BUT, I CONFESS, I WISH IT HAD BEEN A 
NEARER EeLATIYE 1" 


STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXXXVIII. Mr, Joseph Chamberlain at Highbury, Moor 
Green, Birmingham. 

The limpid waters of the Hiver Trent, finest trout-stream in the 
Midlands, rush impetuously through peaty meadows to fertilise the 
land where, twenty years ago, Joseph Chamberlain set up his 
ancestral home. Except, perhaps, on Sunday afternoons, when the 
turgid tide of Birmingham pours its thousands along the broad high- 
way, or when crowds assemble to witness Marquises and Dukes 
repairing in gilt carriages to dwell for awhile with your host, there 
are few more tranquil spots in England than the broad expanse of 
Iqw-lyinsr pastnre-dand which girdles Highbury, hounded in the 
distant North by the Derbyshire HBls, and on the South, by the 
thickets of the great Metropolis of the Midlands, 

^ In the busy world, Joseph Chamberlain is known as a great Par- 
liament man, a trusted guide in political campaign, a Statesman 
towering among his peers. At home, in the quiet glades of Highbury, I 
he puts aside the garb and the habits of thought of the man of the 
world, and lives the sweet and simple life of the English country j 
gentleman.* As he saunters down the walk, eager to meet you, you 
notice his stalwart form clad in a close-fitting velvet coat with alow- 
crowned serviceable hat, the tanned gaiters well-mbhed on the saddle- 
side^ bearing evidence of many a w9l-iidden field. In his hands he 
carries a riding-crock, with wnich he lightly beats off the yearning 
leaves of the Imgering maple, which, blushing red at %e memories 
of wanton Autumn, still linger in the lap of Winter. 

Highbury has been in the Chamberlain family for more than 
three centuries. The mansion hears in its many-sidedness evidence 
of the strong individuaBty of successive sires. As your host with a 
shrill “view Halloa ! ” lightly jumps across the grassy moat, he points 
to a beetling barbican, on wnich to this day in the strong sunlight 
maybe discerned the motto of Eichard de Chamberlatne, who 
lived in the spacious times of Gueen Elizabeth, and oddly enough 


formed a close connection with the Cecil family, renewed m these 
later times by a stiU more illustrious scion of the Warwickshire race. 
The noble avenue of elms that faces the back portico was planted in 
a single day by Joseph Chamberlain, who came over with William 
and Mary, and who took such a bold stand against bis Hoyal master 
and friend when William of Orange hesitated to yield to the popular 
demand that he should disband his Dutch Guards, and disperse the 
regiments of French fugitives who hustled British citizens in the 
precincts of the Court of St. James’s. 

The scent of many flowers comes in from the old-time garden as 
your host,Iascendmg the rustic staircase, takes you past his study- 
window into the parlour, separated from the dining-room only by 
heavy tapestry curtains, on which is inwrought by hands long chill 
the story of the taking of ^Tamur. Seated in this bondoir-like room, 
with its walls distempered in pale fawn colour, a frieze of faded 
green running below the corniced ceiling, and the floor coyly covered 
with hlue-green felt, you have time to notice the portraits which lend 
grace and dignity to the walls. They are all family portraits. 

“ The party in the parlour, I call them,” says your host, pleasantly, 
looking round ; “ all silent, and all — ^framed.” - 

There is Mr. Kenrick, M.P., one .of Jan Stein’s finest works; 
Powell Williams, M.P., in Yandtck’s earlier manner. (Hotice 
the delicacy with which the hack of the hand is limned.) Perhaps 
the most interestii^ picture in the collection is the portrait of 
Jesse Coliings. This is a pastoral piece, the graceful figure of the 
Hon. Member being discovered softened by the misty perspeofave of 
three acres. He is wrapped in purple, with a ot nmgled 

corn and poppy hanging pendulous from his neck. ]&8 ngnt hand 
rests gently on the neck of a cow — ^the cow by Peter Paul Httbens. 

“I always feel at home here,” your host says, standing with m 
legs astride on a handsome Persian mg, by the marvellous maxhle 
mantle-piece. “ There is no one to contradict me. I am a person m 
few prejudices and of no strong likes or dislikes ; hnt I mu^ admit 
to a desire to have things go exactly as I fix them. Ton can 
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do anutlimg you like with, me if you only let me have my own way. 
But if you come to set up your notions in contradiction of mine, I 
will not answer for the consequences. How sweet it is for brethren 
to dwell together in unity ! Here,” he continued, glancing round at 
the portraits of the party, ** we are all one ; and that one is Me,” 
Alderman Joseph Chambbei:iA.in, M.P., throws himself onto the 
low-seated ottoman, quaintly and convenienlly fitted with three- 
century-old Dutch tiles, and, lighting an eighteenpenny cigar, whose 
blue smoke curls quaintly upwards through the chill Hovemher sun- 
light that falls inmscrinunately on Welsh dower-chests, comer cup- 
boards blackened with age, Persian mgs, and Lisle posset-pots, tells 
you the story of his life. Eetiring from the sordid cares of business 
whilst, still a comparatively young man, your host, firmly fiLximg his 
^eglass,-j:esolvei to devote himself to puhlio affairs. Entering the 
Town Council, he rapidly rose to the dizzy heights of the Aldermanic 
grade, and thence stepped lightly into the Mayor’s chair. His 
DOunHess ambition, not satiated even with this, led him still onward, 
till he reached the House of Commons, and so passed by leaps and 
hounds into the position of a Cabinet Minister. Tour host passes 
lightly over his triumphs in the Senate, and only modestly touches 
on his admission to the charmed circle of the Gentlemen of England, 
and to intimate acquaintance with Marauises, Dukes, &c.^ His heart, 
untravelled, fondly turns to home, and he prefers to talk'of his daily 
life in these quiet glades. He is evidently prouder of the magnificent 
field of mangel-wnrzels that skirts the carriage-drive than of “ The 
Hnau'fiiorisea Programme,” and cares more for the flock of Hamp- 
shire dieep browsing on his green pastures than he does for all the 
danses of the Bankruptcy Bui. 

“Sometimes, Toby,” your host says, “I think of leaving London 
to itself, and letting the world rattle round without me. 1 am sick 
of the turmoil, and sorry to see great people going wrong because 
they have declined my advice. When the buzz of the applauding 
multitude rings loudest in my ears, I turn with fondest regard to 
this quiet spot. Temple, still in the prime of life, retired to Sheen 
to cultivate roses. Why should I not withdraw to Highbury to look 
after my mangel-wurzels, and dwell unthwarted and nncontra- 
icted among my own party ? ” 

There is a far-away look in the eyes of your host, which, perhaps 
uneonsoionsly, rests upon the doorway, and, taking the hmt, yon 
make your adieux, leaving the Squire of Highbury brooding over his 
half-formed resolutions. 

AMONG THE AMATEURS. 

Ho. I.— AHTICIPATIOH. 

Scene— TA e SmoMng-room of a Country Souse. Months November, 
Time of day^ 11*30 P.M. Tbe mual furniture 
— easy chairs^ sofas, light and sporting 
literature, A large table, loaded with drinhabUs, 
stands in a convenient place; a cheerful are 
blazes in the grate; the air is scented with 
f ^ V ® ft tohaccO’-smoke, Round the fire are seated four 
Lord Subbiton, the host, Caj^ain 
.nl ’ lx \ HabdruP) a sporting soldier, Mr. H. T. Pen- 
\ BOLD, a sporting literary man, Mr. DiOBT 

Mason, a man of the world, and Buxy 
W iNTHBOP, a newly ^ fledged Barrister, 
c I u r finds that the cares of his profession 

t I t r permit him * occasionally to indulge in a 

S 1 c\ little shooting. In a remote corner four 

h Quests, Amateur Actors, particular 

friends of Lady Surbiton’s, herself a 
PUT ^^distinguished Amateur, are discussing, 

Ww ^ many gestures, a subject of appa- 

\ ] # rently the gravest import. Two of them, 

^ The Hon. Bucksxone Bolbbbo, and Mr. 

^ Tipbington Spinbs, elderly and experv- 

enced Amateurs ; the other two, Charlie 
G usHBr, and Harry Hall {usually known 
as “ Music ” Hall, from his devotion to Comic Songs), are still 
comparatively young. 

Captains, {laying down the Sportsman^* with a yawn), I see 
Aristocrats gone back to 20 to 1. Hever can make out what the 
fellows in that stable are after. It ’s a poor business, hacking horses. 
(i>nhA«,) Where do yon shoot to-morrow, Subbuon ? 

Lord S, The Warren to-morrow. We may get a stray pheasant, 
too. You held prettylstraight to-day, Hardrup, 

Captains, Yes, pretty fair. But, dash it ! you know we ought 
to have had two more guns to cover the ground. Why didn’t Gushby 
and Boldebo turn out ? They were rigged out to the nines in patent 
Korfolk jackets, and boots and gaiters that would have made your 
keep^ green with envy. What have they been up to all day ? 

MT,*Digby Mason, My dear Habdrup, do you mean to say you 
leaBy don’t know ? Wbyi they told us last night ihey hadn’t got 
their great scene in the S^ond Act of Seads or Tails quite perfect. 

As soon [as I heard that, I knew they wouldn’t come out to-day. 
My wife told me they were at it in the drawing-room the greater 
part of the morning. But just look at them now. 
lAtlthis moment Spinks and Gushby, who are supposed to be rivals 
for fame ir^refined comedy, have quarrelled, and turned their 
backs on one another. The other tivo are endeavouring to make 
peace, 

Penfold, Good heavens ! did you ever see anything so ridiculous ? 
But they ’re like -that aU day long. Eirst, Boldeeo bores yon to 
death with his confounded imitations of Toole; then that idiot 
Hall sings you out of your senses with Arthur Hoberts and water 
— precions poor water, too ; next, when you’re trying to get off a 
letter or two, that confounded yonng Gushby teUs you he wants to 
consult you about a matter of life and death, which turns out to he 
merely the question whether he or Spinks ought to take the leading 
part in the comedy they ’re going to play at Windhury, and, last of 
all, old Spinks, who ought to know better, comes and tells yon that 
dramatic criticism is a lost art, and that it everybody had his deserts 
he would be making £100 a week at the Haymarket at this moment. 
You can’t get away from an amateur, I’ve been trying to do it for 
ten years, and I ’ve failed miserably. They haunt yon worse than 
any ghost I ever read about. 

Lord S, Come, come, they ’re not quite so bad as all that. And 
after all, they ’re very obliging. 

Billy W, Oh ! dashed obliging. The other day Hall wanted me to 
sing a comic duet with him, and it turned out that I was to be kicked 
twice in each verse, and in the last to he chucked off the stage. Ho 
thank you, I ’d rather go before old Field in Chambers any day of 
the week. \They drink, and puff cigars. Conversation continuing 
in remote corner, 

Tiffington Spinks, Well, I’ve only one thing to say. I ’ve played 
that kind of part for the last twenty years. How, honestly, Boldero, 
how is it possible that anyone can know the business better than I 
do f The idea ’s absurd. Kendal ’s all very well, and perhaps 
Wyndham might manage it; but even they are both machine-made 
— ^that ’s what they are. 

Gushby, Well, Boldy, you heard what Mrs. Dashwood said last 
week ? Why, there wasn’t a dry eye in the house when I played it. 
The housemaid cried so much she couldn’t see to dust the furniture 
for two days, and the butler was carried out of the room in convul- 
sions. However, I don’t mind. Do what you like. I only thought 
you ought to know. 

Boldero {perplexed), Clnite right, and I’m much obliged to you, 
of course. Still [with a %oink to Gushby), I think Spinks ought to 
play it. You must take Tom Tilbury ; there are some first-class 
lines in that, and you ’U do it better than any amateur of the day. 
As for the Pros, there isn’t one of them could get near you. 

Gushby {soothed), Tery well ; I ’ll do what 1 can. What ’s Hall 
to do? 

Sail, Oh, I’ve written up that scene in the Third Act, and 
brought iu a song, which must fetch ’em. This is how it goes : — 

{Sings), “ The Boy in Buttons he said to me, 

* What is the meaning of O.D.Y. ? 

If O.D.V.isn’taHmyl, 

Why, blow me tight, but I ’d like to try, 

What would happen if I was to make so free 

As to ask for a tumbler of O.D.Y. ? ’ 

“ Says I to the Boy in Buttons, * Lor, 

Whatever on earth do you take me for ? 

You’d better he careful and stick to swipes^ 

Or you ’U see some stars and suffer some stripes. 

For I know it ’s a case of U.B.D — 

— d if you ask for a tumbler of O.D.Y.’ ” 

That’s simply splendid; Hall, you’re a 

Gushby j 

Captain S, [with more candour than politeness). Well, I’m 
blessed if I can listen to all that tommy-rot any longer. I ’m off. 
Good-night, Surbiton. \Lights candle, 

Billy W, {shortly). Wait a bit, I’m with you. {Lights candU, 

night, Surbiton. {^Both light candles. 

Lord S, {As the host, sotto voce), 1 call it mean of yon chaps to 
desert me. However, good-night. 

iSxeunt WiNTHROP, Penbold, Mason, and Hardrup to bed. Lord 
Surbiton sinks to sleep on a sofa. The Four Amateurs continue 
their discussion until, owing to the drowsiness \of three of the 
party, the fourth begins to talk about himself exclusively, when 
they rise, 2 A.M., awake their host and retire, 
— 

Tse Lemon Cat, by C. W. Cole and W. Ralston, and let out of 
the publishmg-hag by Sqipkin, Marshall & Co., is an account of 
the awful misdoings of a oat on board a man-of-war. Messrs. Cole 
and Ralston forget that the cat has been banished from Her 
Majesty’s Service. 


KOTIOE.— Bejected CommnnicatioiLS or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any descr^tion, will 
in no case be returned, not eVb'u wlien accolnpanied by a Stampe'd and Addressed EnVelbpe, CoYer, oY Wrapphr. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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THE MODERN ASMODEUS. 


« Tres volontiers,” repartit le demon. “ Yous aimez les tableaux changeans : Je reux tous contenter.” 

Le Diaile Boiteux, 

XIY. 

(Part Second.) 

“ AOTSEiiffiNT,”^ said the Sha- ^ 

‘ That subtly snares and saps 


' v^«i| 












The tag sounds Puritanic. 

The sort of saw, devoid of 

Shaped by morality in a cold 

Or virtue in a panic. 

“Perhaps. The preacher , j^\\\ \\\jS^ 

perched al^ve the toong, ^ 

ySi^^^^TOtuous, ’ knowing i 

Of facts ^that round him like ^ '. 

Than "childhood .with its . ///iii,,i . - ,i ||;\^.. 

coral. 

“ But so Amusement’s eager devotees Bed-lipped and ashen-cheeked, to-night must 

Miss half its meaning ; zealots on their knees ding 

Before the common Dagon, ^ Tired Hmbs in dances lewd, and smirk, and 
Have little care to glance behind the shrine. sing. 

Who thinks to test the dregs of the bright Her misery is— to love him. 

rnirflames in Pleasure’s iajon?” 

“ But you, you wish to see beneaidi the mask. Her victim lying yonder [fooled ! 

The inner world of those who seem to bask Blent blandishment and mockery have be- 
In sunny public fa^^our Poor dupe, to dream such harpies could be 

Is a strange spectacle. Behold yon churl schooled 

Scolding, yet leering, at that trembling girl, By service to grow fonder ! 

Ths scene hath ^ aisavoiK. “Light-footed as light -tearted steps she 

‘ \Berm^ed, broad-neck’ d like apufi-adder, he, forth, [worHi, 

A bullying satyr ; scarcely nymph-like sne ; Silk-shrouded, jewelled, wrapped in iurs of 
Unas are not too numerous, Into a crested carriage. [taph, 

IS or lion guardians, here. Poor and yet pure r * Dead,— oh, poor donkey I ’ That ’s her epi- 
Lone, yet too proud to be a pander’s lure ? Set ’twixt a shallow sigh and crackling laugh. 

The notion is too humorous. JShe hopes for a ‘ swell ’ marriage. 

“So she would think, that other prosperous “That— or, i£ foiled by fate or some odd 
dame, duke, 

Whom fame and wealth make callous now to Ducats sometimes are better than a duke, 
shame. ‘Yes, when the duke’s a duffer! ’ 

Soft rugs, and the loud rattle You hear her hissing mot to her home slave, 

Of hands applausive make amends for much. The pale-faced mother who her wrath must 
It is so hard to shun the smirching touch • brave, 

In life’s thick-fuming battle. And her coarse chidings suffer I 

‘ ‘ Poverty that would keep untarnished plumes ‘ * Amusement is — amusing, is it not ? 

But cannot ; swaggering wealth, drunken Its world-ward face is bright, with scarce a 


Scuttling swift-footed like wild forest things, 
In search of the scant prey such prowling 
To lowly jackal-duty. [brings 

Is refuge sweet and cleanly. 

I watched the way of sin, and saw the wage 
Wherewith the sordid spectre of the age 
Bewards its dupes so leanly. 

Closed doors and lights extinct hid not from me 
The horrors of the garish haunts of glee, 
Where Pleasure plumes and prances 
Like a masked Mors amidst a festal throng, 
And Mammon grabs the price of Suffering’s 
And Folly’s frenzied dances. [song, 

“ Enough ! ” I cried. The Shadow strangely 
smiled: 

“ The raiser of Life’s curtain is reviled 

By Pleasure; even Pity [due: 

Beproves, and doubts. Amusement is man’s 
-^y»— PTirged from the foul taint whose 
wrecks bestrew 
The purlieus of the City I ” 


Bed-lipped and ashen-cheeked, to-night must 
ffing 

Tired Hmbs in dances lewd, and smirk, and 
sing. 

Her misery is— to love him. 

“ And she, the siren with the face as soft 
As her heart ’s hard, and her eyes cold, how oft 

Her victim lying yonder [fooled ! 
Blent blandishment and mockery have be- 
Poor dupe, to dream such harpies could be 
schooled 

By service to grow fonder ! 

“Light-footed as Hght- hearted steps she 
forth, [worth, 

Silk-shrouded, jewelled, wrapped in lurs of 

Into a crested carriage. [taph, 

* Dead,— oh, poor donkey I ’ That ’s her epi- 
Set ’twixt a shallow sigh and crackHng laugh. 

She hopes for a ‘ swell ’ marriage. 


with fumes 

Of flattery, that cares not 


blot 

To prove the foul infection 


For pinions soiled, both meet us here. Ho That lurks within. The world might show 


This region charity loves not to explore. 

And cynic maHce dares not. 

“ But pretty faces flushing o’er the wine 
That wanton wealth pours out at beauty’s 
shrine. 

With readiness so sinister, 

Or wearied limbs in garrets lone dispread, 

Or wandering spectres flushed unholy red. 
These are strange things to minister 


disgust. 

Were all its tyranny, its greed, its lust. 
Bared to minute inspection. 

“There’s a poor, mangled, maimed boy- 
acrobat. 

Little conceived the careless crowds who sat 
With half- voluptuous thnUings 
Of terror, as mid-air he twirled and tost. 
What, when the tale was summed, it really 
cost 

To gather in their shillings.” 

And I saw beaten boxers, bruised and sore. 


“To sleek BespectabiHty. Youth’s frank To gather in their sMUings." 

joys, And I saw beaten boxers, bruised and sore. 

The honest mirth of blameless girls and boys, A weary waiter, bulHed by a boor. 

The ease of cultured leisure. Eyeing the clock-face eagerly ; 

And recreation of tired sons of toil. Trim-vestured girls, with trembling Hmbs, 

All good! But must Amusement’s trade who stood [food 

make spoil Tendii^ proud dames ; pale lads on zestless 

Of souls, the wrecks of Pleasure ? Feeding at midnight meagrely. 

‘ “ Yon smooth-faced boy is dying, drugged to And wan-faced waifs, ill-olad and furiive- 
‘ ^ ^ death eyed, [pomp and pride 


CHBISTMAS AS IT IS TO BE IH 
CHESTEB WOBKHOUSE. 
(Dedicated, withoiut Defect, to the Magistrates of 
a County of G7ieese;parers.) 

The hungry paupers were assembled ready 
to tear their food to pieces in the good oloL 
fashion sanctioned by precedent. There had 
been a rumour that a clerical innovator had 
suggested that the Ouardians of the Poor 
should purchase knives and forks for the use 
of the inmates of the Union : but the stoiy 
had been accepted as a canard. It was well 
known that the love of economy amongst the 
Members of the Board outweighed sentimental 
considerations. Possibly this report had been 
spread by the appearance of a paragraph in 
the Macclesfield Courier^ headed, ‘vA Dis- 
graceful ^ Arrangement m Chester Work- 
house,” in which a meeting of “Hie Chester 
Board of Guardians had been chronicled. In 
the pages of the popular provincial print in 
question it had been related how the paupers 
had to tear the meat to pieces with their 
fingers and teeth ; how the Clerk had said 
that, after witnessing the spectacle last year, 
he had gone away disgusted ; and, lastly, how 
a farmer had declared that he often enjoyed 
his meals without any knife and fork— with 
the apparent result Inat a compromise was 
accepted. But that was only what a news- 
paper had printed, and who shall estimate 
the accuracy of the Press ? 

So the expectant paupers waited for their 
food as beasts wait for theirs at the Zoological 
Hardens ! There was a nause, and then came 
the succulent fare that has made the Unions 
of Old England the admiration of the civiHsed 
world. The hungry inmates prepared to dig 
their fingers into the meat as per usual, when 
an authoritative voice bade them restrain 
their impatience until knives and forks had 
been passed to every inmate ! Astonishment 
reigned supreme. So a distinction was at 
length to be drawn (on Christmas Day) 
between human beings and beasts of prey! 
Who would have thought it ? ^ 

“ Ho,” repHed an oflS.cial, when the bancmet I 
was over, in answer to a question that had 
been put to him, “this is the exception to 
the rule. These knives and forks are not to 
be retained, but are to be returned immedi- 
ately. By a vote of thirteen to ten it was 
decided by the Chester Board of Gfuardians to 
hire them for the occasion J ” 


By dissipation’s pestilential breath. 
The girl who bends above him, 


Writhing riirough scented throngs where 
Wait upon wealth and beauty, 


6HAESPEARE ON G-AS SIBXXE. 

Put out the light— and then ? — Othello, 


▼ 51 .. TCn\ 
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Taxes and Rates were rising fast, l 

As throTigli a burdened City passed 
A man wno bore, witb clenched thumb, 

A Standard, with the legend mm, 

Excelsior ! 

His brows were black : his eyes beneath 
Through “ gig-lamps ” dashed, like sword 
from sheath, 

And like a fearsome fog-horn mng 
The sound of that too well-known tongue, 
Excelsior! 

(The tme signidcance of that sound 
Was simply “ Ten Pence in the Pound ! 
And all too wdl the listeners ^ew 
It meant fresh turn of the Rate-screw : 
Excelsior 1) 


In ill-built Schools he saw the blight 
Of sewer-gas slaying left and right, 

The Jerry-Builder spectral shone. 

But still he yelled in strident tone— 
Excelsior I 

“ Try not that path,” the Old Sage said, 

“ Dark lowers the tempest o’er your head 
Of public anger far ana wide.” 

And loud that clarion voice replied. 
Excelsior I 

“ 0 stay I ” the Maiden said ; do rest ! 
London is weary of your quest. 

You’ve raised that Standard far too 
high!” 

He answered, with a winking eye, 
Excelsior ! 


“ Beware the Public ’s awful wrath. 

At what lies crushed in your mad path ! ” 
This, the Rate-payer ’s last appeal, 

A voice replied, with brazen squeal. 
Excelsior !j 


(His dnish doth not yet ap^ar, 

But when that cry the Public hear. 
Punch fancies it will soon be found. 
They kick at “ Ten Pence in the Pound.” 
Excelsior !) 


The Health oe Lohdon.— The approach 
of “Russian Induenza” is dreaded, but Lon- 
doners are still more apprehensive as to the 
efiects of the Q-as-strike Fever. 



PiiOBMBEB 21, 1889.] PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


291 


THE DUKE'S LESSON. 

UttU Economic Tragi^Comedy {with a moral) now in 
Xrrocess of active Rehearsal, 

ACT I. 

Interior of a Study in a West-end Ducal Mansion after 
hreakfast during the progress of a recent noted 
struggle between Capital and Labour, Enter a Phi- 
lanthropio Duke and his Private Secretary. 

Philardhropic Duke [after givingldirections for the dis- 
posal of his daily corr espondence) , And now there remains 
only this application for these labourers on strike. 

Your Q-race would surely scarcely 
like to see your name figuring on a list where it might 
be supposed to countenance the insubordination of the 
maesesr 

Philan^ropic Duke, Ah, no ; there you mistake the 
whole subject. My exalted position does not blind me 
to the necessities and rights of my fellow men. Capital 
cau^ be a great tyrant, and Labour can only contend 
against it with the weapon of combination. 

Private Secretary, But is your Grace sure, in the 
present instance, Labour has a practical grievance to 
complain of r 

PhilaMhropic Duke, ISTo, I confess I have not gone into 
ttie rights and wrongs of this particular question ; but, 
Iqokmg at the matter as a whole, I have a firm con- 
viction that the movement of the masses to protect their 
interests by combined action merits the support, practical 
as well as moral, of all reasonable men. Send them a 
cheque for fifty pounds. 

Private Secretary, With your Grace’s name ? 

Philanthropic Duke, Certainly. They are welcome 
to any infiuence in may bring them. 

Private Secretary, Very well, your Grace. 

[Writes cheque, and leaves Philanthropic Duke in 
a state of complacent satisfaction that he at least 
is marching with the times'*^ as the Curtain 
falls, 

ACT II. I 

Interior of the Drawing-room of a West-end Ducal 
Mansion during the arrival of guests invited to dinner, 
A couple of night-lights on the mantel-piece supply 
the sole illumination to the room. Philanthropic Duke 
discovered standing on the rug with his hack to a 
feehle fire of kitchen chairs. 

Philanthropic Duke (addressing guestd), I am sorry to 
give you such a dim and cold reception, but the last 
omice of petroleuiu has been used, and though we have 
given three-and-sixpenee a-piece for kerosene candles, 
the Duchess tells me we have had at last to fall back 
upon these night-lights, as you see, and I think 'we have 
arrived at our last box. When that is finished, we ah^n 
have nothing before us but impenelrable darkness. 

^ [Falls into a gloomy reverie. 

The Duchess fbrightly), I am afraid I must ask you 
all to put up with such a cold dinner as we have been 
able to secure from the^ ham-and-beef shop round the 
corner — owing to our inability to ^secure 
any further fuel for the kitchen fice, 

[ Enter Servant, with a coal-scuttle of broken hedroom 
furniture, with which he replenishes the feeble 
fiame in the grate. 

Philanthropic Duke, The kitchen fuel exhausted ? 
Surely it cannot be ! (Addressing the Servant.) Have 
you used up all the balusters ? 

Servant, We have, your Grace. 

^ Philanthropic Duke, And pulled up, and surrep- 
titiously purloined the wood pavement, as I directed, in 
front of the house, both ways, for twenty yards ? 

Servant, Yes, your Grace ; until the police objected. 
We then utilised the dustbin, all the basement doors, 
and managed to keep in up to luucheon with the nursery 
toys, and a few of your Grace’s old walking-sticks, but 
we are now breaking up the spare-guest bed-chamber 
furniture, and when that is done, we shall have to com- 
mence on the dining-room chairs, or the empty drawers 
in the private bureau in your Grace’s study. 

[A few revolver shots heard without, 

^ Philanthropic Duke, Ha ! The Postman, in the un- 
lighted streets, again set upon by gangs of marauding 
teamps. (Enter Secretary with a letter, Duke address- 
ing him,) Well. Let us hear what it is P j 



WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

(He has kindly painted in the Sky of an Amateur Friends Sea-piece,) 

Distinguished Critic, *‘The Sea’s capital, my dear Fellow; but the 
Sky 's— well — ^amateurish, you know 1 ” 


Secretary (referring to contents). Only an application for a subscription in 
support of the present Strike. 

Philanthropic Duke (hysterically) , What ? Have they had the impudence ? 

Secretary, You see your Grace lent the infiuence of your name to support the 
last movement, and as your Grace also expressed your conviction that ffie com- 
biaation of labourers to protect their interests, merited the support, practical, as 
well as moral, of all reasonable men,” I thought, perhaps, that another cheoue- 


Phdanthropic Duke (seizing it, and tearing it into a thousand bite). You 
did? ^ Well—- that is how I subscribe to the struggle of Labour against Capital 
this time (scatters the fragments), at any rate. It may be that months of this 
are before us, and that I am, even now, entertaining my guests with the illu- 
mination of my two last night-lights. Be it so. If I have had my lesson, 
and it has been a sharp one, I am determined that it shall not have been 
entirely in vain 1 You find me no more ‘ ‘ marching with the times.” 

[Left facing the solution of the “ economic situation with a smile of gloomy 
triumph on his countenance, as Curtain descends. 


A Htht to Keeders.— The German Reed’s Entertainment is now “with 
Verger clad.” The Verger has plenty of pretty music, and is well put on 
stage, but The Verger scarcely verges on the brilliant successes associated with 
the Gallery of Illustration, St. George’s Hall, In the principal part Mr. Alfred 
Reed is amnsmg, although the rUe is not quite iu his line. Miss Tullt and 
Mrs. Artbddr La.w again are pleasing. Mr. Cornet^ Grain, who gives an 
acconnt of how he took a house, is as genial and entertaining as ever, and takes 
the House every night. As his fund of humour is limitless, it is safe to predict 
that the new song he announces for Boxing Day will be quite as welcome as any 
of its predecessors, at least, so thinks Your Gallery Reporter, 

epigram on the epidemic. 

Strictly Confidential,— To H.I.M. The Emperor of Russia. “AU Europe 
dreads your Russian Infiuence, Czar.” (Signed) Russ in Urbe. 
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MR. PUNCH'S MORAL MUSIC-HALL TDRAMAS. 

No. I.— THE LITTLE OKOSSING-S’WEEPER. 

DkAUATIS FEBSOyjE. 

The Mule Crpmng-sweeper. B 7 the unrivaUed 1 
V 8X1611^ aXuST! • « • t • ■ j 

The Duke of Billwater . . . ^ . .Mr. Henry Iryuth. 

{Specially engaged ; Mi\ Punch is sure that he will cheerfully 
make some slight sacrifice for so good a cause^ and he can easily 
slip out and get hack again between the Acts of the *‘^Dead 
HeartP) 

A Policeman ..... Mr. Rutland Barrington. 

{Engaged^ at enormous expense^ during the entire run of this pieceJ) 

A Butler {his original part) .... Mr. Arthur Cecil. 

Foot-passengers^ Flunkey s^ Burglars, — ^By tke celebrated Knockabout 
4uiok-cnange Troupe. 

Scene I, — Exterior of the Duke’s Mansion in Fusion Squally 
night. On the right, a realistic Moon {by kind permission of 
Professor Hereoadsr) is rising slowly behind a lamp-post. On 
left centre, a practicable pillar-box, and crossing, with real mud. 
Slow Music, as Miss Jenny Jinks enters, in rags, with broom. 
Various Characters cross the street, post letters, 8fc, ; Mias 
Jinks them, begging piteously for a copper, which is in- 
variably refused, whereupon she assails them with choice 
specimens of street sarcasm-^which the Lady may be safely 
trusted to improvise for herself. 



Miss Jenny Jinks {leaning^ despondently against pillar-box, on 
which a ray of lime-light falls in the opposite direction to 
the Moon), 

Ab, this cruel London, so marble-’ arted and vast, 

Wnere all who try to act honest are condemned to fast ! 

Enter two Burglars, cautiously. 

First B. {to Miss J. J,). We can put you up to a fake as will be 
worth your while, 

Kor you seem a sharp, ’andy lad, and just our style I 
[^They proceed to unfold a scheme to break into the Ducal abode, and 
offer Miss J, a share of the spoil, if she will allow herself to be 
put through the pantry window. 

Miss J, J, {proudly), I tell yer I won’t ’ave nothink to do with it, 
fur I ain’t been nsed 

To sneak into the house of a Dook to whom I ’aven’t been introdooced ! 
Second Burglar {coarsely). Stow that snivel, yer young himp, we 
I ^ don’t want none of that bosh ! 

I Miss J, J, {with spirit). Ton ’old your jaw— for, when you opens 
yer mouth, there ain’t much o’ yer face left to wash I 
[^The Burglars retire, baffled,^ and muttering. Miss J. leans against 
pillar-box again — but more irresolutely, 

I ’ve arf a mind to run after ’em, I ’ave, and tell ’em I ’m game to 
stand in I ... ^ 

But, ah— didn’t my poor mother say as Burglary was a Sin ! 

[Duke crosses stage in a hurry ; as he pulls out his latch - ! 
key, a threepenny-bit falls unregarded, except by the little i 
Sweeper, who pounces eagerly upon it. 

What ’s this ? A bit o’ good luck at last for a starvin’ orfin boy ! 
What shall I buy ? J know— I’ll have a cup of cawfy, and a prime 
saveloy! 

Ah, — hut it ainHmine — and ’ark . . . that mnsio up in the air ! 

{_A harp is heard in the flies. 

Can it be mother a-nlayin’ on the ’arp< to warn her boy to beware ? 
{Awestritck), There^s a an^el voice that is sayin’ plain {solemnly) 
“ Hini as prigs what isn’t his’n, 

Is sure to be copped some day — and then — ^his time he will do in 
prison!” 

[fSoes resolutely to the door, and knocks — The Duke throws opm 
the portals. 


MissJ, If yer please. Sir, was you aware as you’ve dropped a 
thruppenny-bit ? 

The Duke {after examining the coin), ’Tis the very piece I have 
searched for everywhere ! You rascal, you ’ve stolen it / 

Miss J, {bitterly). And that ’s ’ow a Dook rewards honesty in this 
world ! [ This line is sure of a round of applause. 

The Duke {calling off). Policeman, I give this lad in charge for a 
shameless attempt to rob, ^ \Enier Policeman, 

Unless he confesses instantly who put him up to the job ! 

Miss J, {earnest^), I’ve told yer the bloomin’ truth, 1 ’ave— or 
send I may due ! 

I ’m on’y a Crossing-sweeper, Sir, but I ’d scorn to teU yer a lie ! 

G-ive me a quarter of a hour — no more— just time to kneel down and 
pray, [me away. 

As I used to at mother’s knee long ago— then the Copper kin lead 
[Kneels in lime-light. The Policeman turns away, and uses his 
handkerchief violently ; the Duke rubs his eyes. 

The Duke, Ho, blow me if I can do it, for I feel my eyes are all 
twitching ! 

{With conviction). If he ’s good enough to kneel by bis mother’s side, 
he ’s good enough to be in my kitching ! 

[Duke dismisses Constable, and, after disappearing into the 
Mansion for a moment, returns with a neat Pagers livery, 
which he presents to the little Crossing-sweeper. 

Miss J, J, {naively), ’Ow much shall I ask for on this, Sir? 
What ! Ter don’t mean to say they ’re for me ! 

Am I really to be a Page to one of England’s proud aristocra-cee ? 

[Does some steps. 

Mechanical change to Scene II. — State Apartment at the Duke’s. 
Magnificent furniture, gilding, chandeliers. Suits of genuine 
old armour. Statuary {lent by British and Kensington Museums) , 

Enter with her face washed, and looking particularly plump 
in her Pagers livery. She wanders about stage, making any 
humorous comments that may occur to her on the armour and , 
statuary. She might also play tricks on the Butler, and kiss the 
maids— all of which will serve to relieve the piece by delicate 
touches of comedy, and delight a discriminating audience. 

Enter the Duke. 

I hope, my lad, that we are making you comfortable here ? [Kindly, 
Miss J, J, Never was in such slap-up quarters in my life, Sir, Vll 
stick to yer, no fear ! 

[In the course of conversation the Duke learns with aristocratic 
surprise, that the Page’s Mother was a Singer at the Music- 
Malls, 

Miss J. J. What, don’t know what a Music-’all’s like? and yon 


and your cigars— want a light ? {Strikes match on her pantaloons,) 
How you’re all comfortable I 

[ The Duke sits down, S7niling indulgently, out of her way, while she 
introduces her popular Vocal Character Sketch, of which space 
only permits us to give a few specimen verses. 

First the Champion Comic Steps upon the stage ; 

With his latest “ Grand Success.” Sure to be the rage I 
Sixty Pounds a week he Easily can cam ; 

Round the Music-Halls he goes, And does at each a “ turn.” 

Illustration, 

Undah the stors in a sweet shady dairl, 

I strolled with me awm round a deah little gairl, 

And whethaw I kissed bar yaw ’d like me to tairl— 

Well, I ’d rawthah you didn’t inqniah ! 
All golden her hair is, She ’s Q-ueen of the Fairies, And known by 
the name of the lovely Marias, 

She’s a regular Tenus, But what passed between us,ll’d]very much 
rawthah you didn’t inquian 1 

Hext the Lady Serio, Minoiag as she walks ; 

If a note’s too high for her, She doesn’t sing— she talks, 

What she thinks about the men You ’re pretty sure to learn, 
She always has a hit at them, Before she ’s done her “turn I ” 
Illustration, 

You notty young men, ow ! you nottyyoung men ! 

You tell us you ’re toffs, ^d the real Upper Ten, 

But behind all your ears is the mark of a pen ! 

So don’t you deceive us, you notty young men I 

Miss J, J, {concluding). And such, Sir, are these entertainments 
In which Mirth and Refinement go ’and-in-’and I [srrand, 

[As the Duke is expressing his appreciation of the elevating effect of 
such performances, the Butler rushes in, followed by two flurried 
Footmen. 

Butler, Pardon this interruption, my Lord, but I come to announce 
the fact 

That by armed house-breakers the pantry has just been attacked I 
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Duhe* Then W6 ’ll repel tlieiii— each to Ids weapons look ! 

I know how to defend my property, although I aw a Dook ! 

J, (snatching sword from one of the men in armour). 

With snch a weapon I their hash will settle ! 

You HI lend it, won’t yer, old Britannia Metal ? 

[.Shouts and firing without ; the hide under sofa. 
Let linnKeys nee — ^though danger may encircle ns, 

A British Buttons ain’t afeard of Bnrgnlars ! 

[Tremendous firing, during which the Burglars are supposed to he 
repulsed with heavy loss by the Duke, Butler, anoPage. 

Mm J, ’Ere— I say, Dook, 1 saved yer life, didn’t yer know f 
^p^ting shot, upon which she staggers back with a ringing scream,) 
The Brutes ! they ’ ve been and shot me ! . . Mother ! . ; Oh ! i 

[Dies in lime-light and great agony ; the Eootmen come out from 
imder ^f^ and regard with sorrowing admiration the lifeless 
form of the Little Crossing-sweeper, whkh the Duke, as Curtain 
falls, covers reverently with the best table-cloth, 

A NIGHT AT THE GARRICK. 

I ^scarcely recovered from the effects. It ’s thrilling. I speak 
01 La Tosca, The mise-en-scene, as I have already said, from first 






and “without prejudice,” She lacks 
the magnetising, purring, and feline 
caressing tone and action of Saba. ; but, 
on the other hand, Mrs . Beehe’ s p assion 


on me omer nana, mrs. j^eehe' spassion 
is irresistible, ana her scene with Scar- 
ma will probablj draw all London, 
Perhaps her height and build tell 
somewhat against her in the tender 


Scerpion Scarpia (stabbed). 


Perhaps her height and build tell 
somewhat against her in the tender 
love passages, though as she is in love 
with a paintef 'in ous— or in aisles, as 
he works in church— “ size ” would 
present no difficulty. She rivets the 
attention of the audience, and no one 
“breathes again” until the play is 
done, and Mrs, La Tosca Beenhaedt- 
Beebe is well over the ramparts. 

Mr. Wailee, as the painter Cav- 
aradossi, is very good, but not suf- 


early m Act IIL doTO a -wdl ; well in it, and well out of it. Mias 
X niajestie as the Qneen, — quite a Chriatmaa nnmher 

01 Ihe Queen, she is so -nTift 

and large,— and Mr. Gillie , llllfJiMlP 

FAEauHAR would look the ■•/ / Ml' 

very beau ideal of an Italian B/ '' 

nobleman, if he didn’t hap- W / 

pen to bear a strong resem- W OImW 

blance to a state coachman. Wj y 
But looks are not everything, w1 
and, being a nobleman, he 1/ t/.' y' 
acts as such, and his per- f / 

formance affords the only / I I'm 

relief to the piece. | lg 

Mss Bessie Hatton is a ^11 

sprightly Gennarino, But, 

of all the minor characters, |m |||[ \ \} \\ ^ -■ - 

Hie one that struck me most fiMjffir 5 ^ 

was Mr. Charles Hudson rfl PI iH |."V 
as Schiarrone, the Police 
Agent. He is always after 1 
Scarpia; and after Scarpia 
he is the most remarkable 

las o^y about ^twelve 
lines to say, but a lot to 

How he does it is something ^ vJ ' i-I lllllll 

to see. A Painter in Aisles (with a little Chmch- 

To my mind, the adapters, and-Stage Gnilding). 

Messrs. Geove and Hamilton, have strengthened the motive and 
heightened Scarping s villainy by uniting Cavaradossi and La Tosca 
in the bonds of wedlock. The secret marriage may be a concession to 
the English public, but the device seems to me to give a pathetic 
touch to the sufferings of the unhappj pair which is absent from 
Saedou’s drama. The Haee of Garnok is to be, and has been, 
congratulated! (Signed) Jack-in-the-Box. 






Two Sorts of Beere — ^Draught Porter, and a little Stout, 
to last is perfect. Mr, Foebes Kobeetson has never done anything 
better, or half as wqU. Of course, he has been in training for it for 
some months past, and it was quite natural that ^Q'JProfiigate should 
at last develop into that awful scoiindrel, Scampia Scarpia, There 

was onoeupon a time aMnsio-hall song, 
whereof the burden was, ‘ * If ever there 

was a d d Scamp,^’ and if everthere 

was, then Scarpia is the man. Bis 
manner is perhaps a litHe too hard ; 
the make-Tip is rather too much of the 
undisguisedT-villain-styleof melo-dra- 
matic colouring, and he is not suf- 
ciently soapy and shiny. StiU he is 
quite had enough, and bad is bis best. 
It is mighty difficult for those who 




Boen, May 7, 1812. Died, December 12, 1889, 

In mid-winter, in the silent songless snow-time, 

Your last song, all gallant glee. 

Flashed upon us— and while yet we gladly listened. 

Low you lay in sunny Yenice that you loved so, 

Singer free ! 

England loved you, though your song was oft mistaken, 

For your JSAuse, scarce trim, was true. 

Hothing hopeless, nothing maudlin or unmanly, 

Hought of sick erotic hot nysteric drivel 
Came from you. 

One who'never wooed the night, hnt loved the daytime, 
Never doubted dawn would break. 

Never dreamed delirious dim narcotic visions, 

Never culled pale flowers of sin in Stygian meadows. 
Sleep— to wake ! 

You at noonday, in the struggle-of men’s toil-time, 

Gave us song to strengthen, cheer : 

Now yon sleep, hnt not your fame ; the world yon wakened 
Will not let your memory die, but hold it ever 
Sweet and dear ! 


The Newest Galleet.— Sir Edwaed Lee must have the credit 
of having discovered this Gallery at 207, Regent Street, and, though 
the newest as a picture exhibition, it is really one of the oldest in 
London. It was] at one time, if we mistake not, the Oosmorama 

AVIS’S fvt A o TV\a_ 


Rooms, and diligent students of AckermanrCs Depository may pos- 
sibly find a CTapbio picture of its interior, with the usual number 
of elegant ladies in snort waists, and exquisite gentlemen in l^h 


ficiently appreciative of Xa Tosca^s spooniness. Perhaps what 


is excellent. He has a short life and a merry one, di^ppearing 


stocks, and deep-collared blue swallow-tmled coats. ^ This Qtdlery, 
which is now called the Yiotoria, was probably orijfinally built wg 
Nash, and ought to have been known as Tlw Nashional Gallery, w 
the title had not already existed. The exhibition 'of humorous asd 
grotesque works of Art here assembled is a very good one. 


Sir Frederick’s Latest. 

Dravo, hravissimo! Sir Feedeeick LeictHTON, 
Your ^eeoh on Spanish Art ’s a very ^at ’un. 
You spoke of Moorish influence in Spam. 

Well as ’twould all of us delight again 
To hear a meoh like this, and spoken thus, 

It has a “ More-ish influence ” on ns. 






A PLAGUE OE DAEKNESS. 


“ A PLAGUE o’ both, your Houses So 
The Public ’s tempted to exclaim, 

T7ith victimised Mercutio, 

Scarce pausing to apportion blame 
Too nicely. 

When the heart’s hot ’tis hard to reason 
wisely. 


Shrewd plans of Power ’gainst Labour’s 
toong, 

Reprisals fierce of banded Toil, 

The commonweal must not so wrong, 

Or make the commonwealtii their spoil. 
Here is the moral 

I^ot thus the sq[uabblers must fight out their 
quarrel I 


But Justice must, perforce, make pause, 
Not leaning to this side or that, 

But weighing with clear glance the Cause, 


Hot temper never yet begat 
Cool fairness. 


Cool fairness. 

Punch would adjust the public scale with 
squareness. 


For round the lists, like birds of prey, 

Hover the gaol-birds of our streets ; 

The rufdan-brood that dreads the day 
Dark’s chances with efiusion greets. 

Lower its curtain. 

And hap what hap, their gain at least is 
certain. 


ON THE WESTMINSTER PLAY-GROUND. 

We glad to see that the Westminster 
Authorities have turned over a new leaf in 
their playbook, and, patronising Irish indus- 
tryj have given us the Andria of Tebencb. 
It IS a delightful work, admirable and im- 
mortal. Teeencb was a true Milesian, and 
fiourished his shillelagh and pen at the time 


of the first institution of Donnybrook fair, 
where at that time shows of all sorts were 


highly popular. His Andria., first called 
merry Andria, was founded on his own novel 
of Handy Andy, Teeencb was a Nationalist 
at heart, hut being a piece-loving subject, he 
uever mixed himself up with any domestic 


A plague of darkness o’er the land 
Seems hovering in these dismal days ; 
Unwisdom, wrath, on either hand ; 

And these who blame and those who praise 
' Each party, 

Can hit on no agreement just and hearty. 


Passion is purblind, power is rash, 

And ** b^ded’Unions persecute ; ” 

When Capital and Labour clash 
If sober equity sits mute 
’Tis pity ! 

Cimmerian darkness soon may shroud our 
City. 


When honest men— though fools— fall out. 
The rogues— though curs— will claim their 
own. 

The Public must not dwell in doubt ; 

The Plague of Dark must not be thrown 
O’er our Metropolis, 

Whilst stubborn Unions .fight with shrewd 
Monopolies ! 


plots, hut borrowed them all from abroad. 
Under the name of Maeuisonios Moetoitos, 
he wrote B Ka\ K(fios, which, strange to say, 
has neve^et been produced on the classic 
boards of W estminster. Of course the Andria 
was played in the original Irish, and all the 
points were taken up and cheered to the echo. 


A more enjoyable evening than that spent at St. 
Peter’s College, Westminster, last Thursday, 
it would he impossible to imagine. No false 
note, notbdng to jar— not even the jar of wbis- 


Dimness within and dark without 1 
A pretty-prospect for manldnd ! 

Must danger front ns all, and doubt. 

Because the few are fierce or blind ? 
Impunity 

Cannot be theirs, these foes of the community. 


Two Sides to a QluESTioir.— At the Munster 
Winter Assizes; before Mr, Justice Muepht, 
as reported iu the Times, last Friday, the 
Forem^ of the Jury in one case told Ms 
LordsMp that they couldn’t agree, hut that 
they were eleven to one, and that “with 
that one juror they had used every possible 
argument.” Audi alteram partem : perhaps 
the twelfth juryman declares that “he never 
saw eleven such obstinate pig-headed men in 
all his life.” But what were tiae arguments ? — 
difilelaghsP 


key. * * Hold your j ar,” says I, ‘ ‘ till I take a 
drink to the nealtn of my ancestor, Mister 
Teeeecb, and more power to Ms elbow ! ” 0 
mince-pilot, ’twas a fearful night. And the 
next morning I— No matter. Bother the three 
R’s, give' me the three L’s — “L.L.L.” and 


plenty of it. That was the poetess for me, who 
signed herself L. L. L.’*^ Next year, if you 
please. Sir, I’ll do the 'Westmiuster play 
again. Teeence Mr. 

* Some mistake. Probably L. E. L.— Ed. 
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THE THEEATENED PLAGUE OP DAEKNESS. 

Bm, Sizes («» Artfui, Doioeb). “ISAY, OLD PAL,— 'WHEII HOlfEST MEN FALLS OUT, ROGUES COMES BY 
WHAT AIN’T THEIR OWN. BLESS’D IF THEY AIN’T BEEN AND SETTLED IT ! ” 

Arotil Dodseb {disgmted). “SETTLED BE BLOWED ! I DID THINK AS WE SHOULD HA’ HAD A CHANCE I ” 
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A SEASONABLE DITTY. 

By Stepnidkney, 

A MONTH ago I had a cold, 

And when my family 1 told, 

They all exclaimed, “ Oh, rubbish!” 
And all the solace that I got 
Consisted in a treatment hot. 

Hot-groggy, and hot-tubbish. 

My symptoms met with jeer and scoff ; 
They heard unmoved my^ plaintive cough, 
And told me, void of pity, 

Instead of staying warm at home, 

’T would do me far more good to roam 
As usual to the City. 

The self-same symptoms— only slight— 
Are radiant with the lurid light 
Of the new epidemic, . 

And now that Turnham Grreen is “down,” 
They swathe me in my dressing-gown, 
And proffer potions chemick. 

Obedient to affection’s call, 

To depths of huskiness I fall, 

In tremulous cadenza ; 

What though a native cold they jeer, 
They treat with mix’d respect and fear 
A Eussian Influenza. 

A while ago, without remorse, 

A slighter cold would mean divorce 
A toro necnon mmsd ; 

But the whole household now hangs round, 
Conciliated by the sound 
Of Eussian Influenza, 

’T would hurt their feelings, should I say 
A word of going out to-day ; 

So, free &om business trammels, 


To peaceful eve from cosy morn, 

I will the study-doors adorn 
With Aspinalii’s enamels. 

Though sweet these restful moments are. 
In years to come the light catarrh 
Will sigh “ Che faro senz% 

Those tender cares that lent a charm 
To aE the sudden wild alarm 
Of Eussian Influenza ? ” 


“Up to Bate.”— The title of Lord Ten- 
nyson ’s new poem. Demeter , was, of course, 
suggested by the Gas Strike. 


j 








IN THE LAW OOXJJEtXS. 

Draughting ought to be done in Chambers— not in 


A BALLAD OF THE THREE YEARS’ SYSTEM, 

By Sam Sachspmsbangeir, 

Look at the braw pianny 
Stannin’ agains’ the wa’ : 

See till the wee bit manny 
There where our shadows fa’ ; 

The wood is as bright as a taEat-gloss, 

The keys are ebon and ivorie. 

The sconces shine like the beaten gowd ; 

Was never so braw a pianny. 

Fifteen shuUin’ a month I paid, ' 

Three times over the months cam’ round ; 
_ Suns of summer have warmed ma hooaie, 
Snaws of winter have hid the gronnd ; 
Leaves in .‘^e autumn-fog hang mpping. 
Eaves wi’ the chatter o’ birds resound. 

But, whether the day break late or airly. 
Ilka mouth as the day cam’ round, 

The mairchant ca’d for his fifteen shullin’, 
Fifteen shuUin’— nearly a pound ! 

And ilka month a sair doot vexed me, 

An’ rived ma heart wi’ a dolefu’ pain : 
Wouldlplaytheworthof myfifteen shullin’. 
Or spare what some day would he my ain r 
Weel, I compromised wi’ ma braw pianny 
And played it aiblins once in a moon, 

An’ oh, but the music was caller hearin’ — 
Fifteen shuUin’ a tune I 

Now I look it close, and polish it daily, 

Am’ I ’U hand it down to pqsteritie. 

An’ I’ll tie it np wi’ a strict injunotion 
That nobody ever shall touch a key. 

For I pinohit sair, and I savit dourly 
To pay the siUer as months cam’ round, i 
An’ now I hae earait the whole pianny ! 
Never ag ain will I waste a sou nd. 1 

Appbopeuie Sono eok the Chbistmae 
Waits. — ‘ ‘ Yule remember me I ” 










STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DOXXXIX, The Right Honoitrable Aethhr Wellesley 
Peel, M.P., at Speaeee’s Cotiet, 

^ Ah equipage belonging to the commodious and well-appointed 
line of the London E.oad Car Co. lands yon at the bottom of 
Parliament Street on yonr way to. the Palace of Westminster, of 
which Speaker’s Court occupies a favoured comer. The insular 
prejudice of the conductor declines to accept the JFrench penny you 
casually ofEer him, and the little controversy that arises affords you | 
opportunity of endeavouring to attract the attention of the courteous I 
police stationed at this point. If the House were in Session and you : 
looked like a Member of Parliament, they would stop the traffic, so i 
that you might pass unhurt and nnsplashed across the road. In the 
recess you must needs make your way across as well as you can, and 
so pass teough Palace Yard, deserted by aU save a remnant of the 
flock of pigeons, who sadly walk round and round the stony pavement 
wondering where are the oats of yesteryear ? 

Passing under a low massive archway, you enter a quiet courtyard, 
at which, on this chill December day, the sun coldly stares. Facing 
you is the Speaker’s house, the front door bearing in old English 
letters a medieeval legend requesting callers not to ring unless an 
Euswer is requued. You boldly rinj:, and displaying your credentials 
are ushered into a long room with deeply embrasured windows 
looking forth on the stately Thames, with the ruddy frontage of St, 
Thomas’s Hospital in the middle distance. The room in wmoh you 
stand is comparatively modem, but a thrill passes through your fllim 
well-propo^oned figure as you reflect that it stands upon me site of 
the Palace inhabited by yonr ancient Sovereigns from early Anglo- 
Saxon times till Hhnet the Eighth moved up the street to White- 
h^. Here Edwabi) the Coio'ESSOE entertained the Norman cousin 
who was to succeed him, and here he died on the 14th of January, 
1066. WiLHAM Ruetjs built the Hall, Stepheh erected the Chap^ 
to which finishing touches were given by Edwabd the Thdld. 
Edwakd the First was born and Edwahd the Fourth died almost 


within arm’s reach of the violet velvet mantelboard on which you 
lean, as these ^eat thoughts fill your mind. In the yard fronmg 
Westminster HaU, through which you lately passed, Pebkdt 
Waebeck was set a whole day in the stocks. William: Peim here 
stood in the pillory, branded on both cheeks, and lost his left ear. 
Here the Duke of Hamiltoh, Lord Capel, and Htcn ev Rich,. Earl 
of Holland, were beheaded by the CromwelHans ; and not ffir from 
here stood the Painted Chamber, where the High Court of Justice sat 
for the trial of Chables the Fibst, aud where Cbomwell and 
Hehey Mabtot, signing the Ring’s death-warrant, incidentally 
inked each other’s faces. 

There were several other things you were going to think of in 
connection with the historic pile, when the door is suddenly flu^ 
open, and an attendant, entering and stanffing just inside, with 
his back to the wall, roars at the top of his voice— 

“Mr. Speaker!’’ 

Then yon perceive yonr host advancing towards you in wig and 
gown, the train of the latter upborne by a respectable genial-faced 
young page, some fifty-five years of age. JBefore the Speakee 
marches the Sergeant-at-Arms, with the Mace on his shoulder. Yon 
are about to advance and greet your host, when the person in the 
doorway, uplifting once more his strident voice, bellows forth — 

“ Hats off. Strangers ! ” 

You axe ffrowiug a little bewildered, when Mr. EBsmrB drops 
the Mace with a heavy thud on the Chippendale table by the window, 
with its wealth of Lowestoft China, and its choice hits of Majolica 
and Sevres. The Speaker lightly pirouetting, withdraws Ms itot 
from tiie grip of the page, and motioning yon to a seat somewhat 
abruptly (as you think) tolls yon the story of Ms life. 

The Eight Hon. Arthur welebsley was bom the younger son 
of Sir Eobebt Peel, second baronet, the well-known minister, and 
father of the all-round statesman who recently contested a southern 
borough. Educated at Eton and at BaJHol, your host was from his 
birth predestined to political life. Entering the House as Member for 
Warwick in 1865, he was speedily promoted to the Secretaryship of 
the Poor Law Board, and so passed, by easy and natural stages, to 
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the Chair he, in this Twelfth Parlia- 
ment of duEEN Yictokll, fills with 
dignity and grace. 

“And now, Mr, Speaeee,” yon 

sayj taking ont yonr note-hook— a ^ ^ 

choice volume bonnd in satin of dull 
gold, with red-edged leaves and 
electro-plated clasps, the gift of a 

gratified gentleman in the fancy — 'Jil 

stationery line whom yon recently 

interviewed — “it is very rarely one 

gets the opportunity of a really quiet 

talk with yon. If you permit it, I 

will utilise the present occasion, to 

ask yon a few questions. Which 

Memoer of the House do you like 

most, and which is your particular 

ahomination ? Do you prefer Sir ^ 

WmiJAw: HARCoxrRT when he is on ' IT >/ 

the humorous tack, or when he f ( ^ ^ ^ 

addresses himself seriously to busi- '’"Jr 

ness ? How do you regard the pro- ' §m 

hahle permanent effects upon the 

moral conduct of the House of the ,)^W 

little asides of Mr. W, H. Smith? 

What is your private opinion of WS 

Joseph GtHHIS Biggah? Do yon 

think Mr. Gtoschen a graceful “ 

sneaker? Which of the Clerks at 
the table do you like best ? Do you 

take fuller delight in the way Mr. “*FORE !” 

Ersktne retires from the table when 

he has removed the Mace from the table, or do you prefer the 
jauntier style of Mr, G-osset ? Do you mean to retire, and if so, 
when? What title will you take when yon go to the House oi 
Lords? Do you ever steal forty winks whilst Lord George 
Hamilton is expounding his policy at the Admiralty ? What do 
yon take to eat and drink when you retire for the customary ten 
minutes in a night’s debate? Do you really only get a chop, or 
do yon bring in stale buns and nibble them behind your three- 
cornered hat? Do you ” 

“Order! order!” 

Looking up, you observe that the Speaker is on his feet, the 
Sergeant-at-Arms, bowing three times, advances towards the table, 
removes the Mace, shoulders it, and marches forth. The Speaker 
abruptly turning from his chair stalks out at the other door, and you 
find yourself somewhat suddenly alone. Your reverie is broken in 
upon by another outburst from the strident voice, which calls at the 
open door, 

“Who goes home?” 

Ho names are mentioned, hut you arrive at the conclusion that this 
remark is probably thrown at you, and accordingly you withdraw, 
and as you pace Palace Yard, disturbing the groups of meditative 
pigeons, you ponder upon the strange ways and customs in the 
household of the Speaker, 


TWO PHASES OF GOLF. 









“*rORE!” 


“HIND I” 

borders, I finds ’em a eondesending to do sitch things as was never 
done in the werry harrystocraticest times as ewen I remembers! 
The xampels is so numerus that I scarse know where to begin, but 
I will commense with the werry hiest as a thurrow staggerer. 

Let anyboddy try Ms werry best to hunderstand the shock to my 
eonserwative feelins when I ahslntely seed with my own estonished 
eyes, the Eite Honnerabel the Lord Mare leave Ms chair at a 
public dinner, and sit Msself down to a Pianny forty and sing and 
play a rayther lovtish song about a Miss Peggy on a humpbacked 
Ear. I never seed a Ear myself, but Brown, who is partly a Irish- 
man, as he’s been wunoe to Glassko, says it’s the same as a nansum 
cab. So I makes out wun werse of Ms LordsMp’s song to run 
summut as follows : 

“ I ’d rayther be in a nansum cab 
With Peggy by my side, 

Tkau in my bone smart coach and four 
With my Lady for my Bride ! ! ” 

What my Ladt Maress thinks of them sentimens it isn’t for a 


Ee Speaker. 


EGBERT ON PRESENT TIMES. 

We ’re a living in rayther rum times^ we are, wen the soles of 
the grinning workman is almost a kicking the eels of the Hi and 

Mity, as some great Eiloso- 
pheronce said was a coming 
for to pass. 

As a instance in pint : we 
has all the men — striking at 
their Masters, and a settiing 
how long they wiU work, and 
how much they will kindly 
take ; and now we ’re told as 
we ain’t to have no coles aU 
tMs winter, and no gas light 
at nites, unless the Stokers 
gits aU as they wants ! 

Well, tMs is all werry 
startling to a respeotabel and 
contented Hed Waiter, as 

, . - , n , . . , , such a fool as to quarrel with 

t ^ j m hopes of gifting it just a little hit 

tnmkex and a little bit butteryer, but with a chance of losing the lot. 

But now c^s the werry rummyest part of the hole matter. Jest 
at the werry time as I shood think as the werry Mest of our puhliok 
ffe^hnen wood have been a showing by their xtra dignefide con- 
duct how werry much they was shocked at the conduct of the lower 



who was wunce a stately Lord Mare, a starting off the wnlger old 
chorus, For he^s a Jolly^ Good Feller!'*^ and this too as the 
Lord Mare’s reward for Ms singin! And so Mnfeckshiis is bad 
xampel, that, at that werry same dinner, ewen a Crimminel Judge 
made 2 Ettle jokes I and was werry properly well larfed at for his 
panes ! 

Time passes on for about a week, and then, at a rayther big 
dinner, a werry respeotabel tho’ jewvenile Common Councilman 
finishes a werrj^ loud speech by asking. all the grinning compny 
the foUering striking question, and in poetry too : 

Where is the man with sole so dead 

Who never to hisself has sed, 

WTiat a Fool I Ve been ? 

And lasted of simperthising with the poor conshenoe stricken 
Gennehnan, they all larfs and ^onts ont. Here ! Here ! 

I passes over the sad speotakels of Aldermen in Penny Omnehusses, 
and Depntys in Penny Botes, and content myself with hohserving 
in sorrow, and in conclusion, that if our great leaders will not set 
the peeple better xampels of dignerty and self respec, we shall sum 
on us live to see the day when mere Strike Leaders will he figgermg 
as Lord Mares, and Stokers as Aldermen, and praps ewen Blacklegs 
as Hed "Waiters! Robert. 

A Strong Entertainment. 

Sahson and Sandow were pretty strong men, 

But at the Empire, ’twixt eight and ten, 

They are httrlesque’d till with laughter you ’ll cry, 

“ 0 Brothers Griffiths, how ’s that for Mgh ? ” 

A^ythicaii Person : Emin Pasha. — ^Why this fuss about a man 
who does not exist ? There ’s no Jf in “ Pasha.” 


d* BOTIOE.-^eoted Comnn^cations or ContiibutionB, whether M3., Brinted Matter, Drawings, or PictnroB of any description, wUl 

aocompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this nde 
wierc will DO no csceptiou. ' * » » jtj. 
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PUNCH’S PRIZES. 

WHiT a Christy Eetnm ! How the hall-lights bTunupoaiuTenne 

faces expectant and jolly, ** 

Whilst Materfamilias, bland and nnhilions, stands, arms akimbo, 
beneath the green hoUy. * 

And Paterfamilias Punch comes crunch, crunch, up the snow- 
cumbered steps with his dog and his gingham ; 

The heral^i of Prizes of all sorts and sizes,-it taxed a capacious four- 
wheeler to bring 'em. 

I The “ G-rowler," you know, is out 
there in the snow, where the 
many-caped Cabby is stamping 
I and puffing, 

And trying with care to sum up 
his big “fare," which, with so 
niaw parcels and packages 
stuffing 

The stuffy inside, very carefully 
tied up in every description of 
brown-paper polygon, 

Claims calculation. The bairns' 
rubilation will last e’en when 
Yule-Tide is over, and holly 
gone, I 

Por only consider, each valorous I 
bidder for Christmassy pur- 
chasers’ liberal patronage, 

Caters, in sooth, for all stages of I 
youth, mature manhood’smncy, ‘ I 
and likings of matron age. I 

Oh,^ the wild joys of Books, j 
Pictures, and Toys I Maecus { 

Waed’s many marvels, Tom 
Smith’s bon-bon Crackers, j 

DoUie Dimple’ s fine Dresses, which 
every girl blesses, the parcels, 
so cheap, and the prizes, — * ‘ such H 
W'hackers ^ ” 

Of the EngHsh Toy Manufactur- 
ing Co. That reminds one of 
TruWs mighty Toy Exhibi- 
tion^ 

With its vocal donkeys, and climb- 
ing monkeys, and dollies of 
every dress and description ; 

0 happy children of the new gene- 
ration, to whom Toyland’s won- 
ders are familiar matters ! 

What a world of pleasure when, 
o’er each rare treasure, the rien 
child triumphs or the poor child 
chatters ! 

ITow, Cabby, trundle up another 
bundle ! Here be Carnes galore. 


bundle ! Here be Carnes galore. 

Messrs. A. H. Mtees 

Send “Military Chess,” which 
you lads will confess might tax 
Lord WoiSELBT and such high- 
fiyers, 

Were they only boys again, and u 
turned hands to toys again. 

Then Weight & Company, who 
are far from wrong in it, 

Send a game called “ Rings, or 
Table Archery,” which you’ll 
like, no doubtj when you find 
you ’re strong m it. 

But “ Elitterhens” verily you will greet right merrily. It ’s a sort 
of a Drawing-Room Table Lawn Tennis, 

And though for children it is probably intended, it a capital game for 
grown women and men is. 

Coodall’s game, “ Our Ship,” take your Punchy* s tip, is well worth 
trying, whilst their stationery 

Maybe commended; and their “Savoy Calendar” with Cilbertian 
quotations is amusing, ve^. 

As to Books, there’s a lot. Mr. David Stott sends the Essays of 
Elia, m compass tiny ; 

But although compact, ’tis a pleasant fact that the type is clear, and 
the paper shiny. 

The Grey Piver (from Seemet & Co.) is really an edition de luxe ; 
therein many an etching 

By Moetimee Mbitpes mies Old Father Thames e’en at dirty 
Deptf ord extremely “ fetching.” 

Doughtt’s Friesland Meres (Sampsoh Low) appears an account 
of a Toyage in a Norfolk wherry 


Through the Netherlands, and one understands from its pleasant 
pictures that the tnp was merry. 

W. W. Llovi), who has been employed On Active Service, has 
given an account of it. 

A Soldier’s life suggests stir and strife, and the author seems to have 
seen any amount of it.” 

Cassell’s Magazine of Art plays a leading' part in artistic matters, 
and deserves its popularity, 

^6ud ’twould be almost shabby to keep you 

Whilst I tell the tale, for which 
I J 1 . , time would fail, of all the Books 

and the Toys of the Season, 
Have a glass of toddy? Almost 
everybody wiHconsider it harm- 
less, if ’tis supped in reason. 
Now, boys ^d girls, as the white 
snow whirls, let us close the 
doors, and discuss at leisure 
Each Yule-Tide treasure that 
your Punchy brings you, with 
paternal pleasure it were hard 
to measure ! 

I THE FICTION OF THE SEASON. 

' Ancient and Modern, 

Yestebdat’s GtENIALITT. ( 1869,) 

The room was decorated with 
holly and mistletoe I The chil- 
dren danced, while their elders 
shouted with merriment I Neigh- 
bour greeted neighbour, and rma- 
tive shook relative warmly by 
both hands! The spirit of the 
season was unlimited amiability I 
The portraits of the ancestors 
glowed in the ruddy fiicker of the 
Yule log, and the ancient armour 
sparkled and shone in the soft 
^ht of scores of wax candles. 
JBlere was played a game of Blind 
Man’s Buff, there a venerable 
dame told many a weird old 
legend to a throng of open- 
mouthed curlv-headed listeners. 
Outside the Hall, the red-nosed 
jf.llll carol-singers made night melo- 
dious with sweet songs of other 
days; while the bells in the 
church hard-by pealed out joyous 
|.|il|l strains in honour of the coming 
day. As midnight tolled away 
the last minutes of December 24, 
the master of the house, raising 
high a glass of steaming punch, 
drank the health of everyone, and 
J?' widied them joy I 

And thus was Christmas cele- 
brated I 

To-dax’s Dyspepsia. ( 1889.) 

The room was empty, save where 
an impaid bill mailed the season 
of the year. The children had 
gone supperless to bed, and their 
elders were some weeping, others 
grinding their teeth with impotent rage. Nei|rhbour cut neigh- 
bour, and relative struck relative out of their respective wills. 
The spirit of the season was unlimited discontent. The portraits 
of the ancestors long ago sent for sale to Wardour Street remained 
neglected under a pile of miscellaneous lumber, and the ancient 
armour was in their close vicinity. Here was played the game of 
distraint for rent, there an unpaid and venerable laundress told 
many an unpleasant story to a throng of idling, open-mouthed 
servants. Outside the house the blue-nosed roysterer fought it out 
with the policeman, making nieht hideous with his yells and 
imprecations; and the bells in the church hard-by appropriately 
tolled out the expiring moments of a day that had begun, continuea, 
and ended in misery ! 

As midnight approached, and the 25th of Decmiber took the place 
of the 24th, the master of the house, who had been concocting a'dose 
of subtle poison from the red and white berries of the hoUy and 
mistlet^, raised it to his lips, drank it, and expired I 
And thus was Christmas celebrated I 
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•SCENES OF OUR CHILDHOOD.^" 

’Tis the voice of the Clown, who ’s of course Haert Patot, 

Who will’come to tie front with, “ We ’re here once again ! ” 

And welcome the Boxing Night crowd 
in the Lane. 

His services long may old Drury re- 
tain; 

But, if the good old “ Comic Scenes’^ 
don’t remain, 

The public and Patite will have^cause 
to complain, 

For Pantomime ’s certainly noton the 
wane. 

The man who asserts it we ’d reckon 
insane, 

Much madder by far than was Samlet 
the Dane. 

We hope that in DmmioiAinjs’s rei^n 
He ’ll give us much pleasure and sfill 
much more Patzste ; 

For we ’re not of those who think clowning inane, 

G-ood clowning we mean, and so we would feign 
See four “ Comic Scenes ” ’stead of two at the Lane. 

To pubHe and manager ’twould be a gain, 

Tho’ how, we are now at a loss to explain ; 

For details and facts are so dry in the main, 

Like a pony that hasn’t been out in the rain. 

Perhaps, a sly hint from the Lord ChamberZa^», 

Or a wink or a nod from Sir PoirsozffBT-FAO!, 

And if the next Pantomime then should contain 
The scenes of our childhood which dormant have'laia, 

We shall not have written this^doggerel in vain.' 


UNLIMITED WATEE-LOO. 

Bogus BlacOy B. C, 

Sir,— Having received a Circular from the Secretary of the 
“Waterloo EA.ibition of Belies and Trophies” (a display which, 
taken with a Panorama, of the greatest [j^ossible interest to every 
True Briton, should form, as no douht it will, a combination of 
unrivaled attractiveness) inviting contributions to the Collection, 
and with an eye to securing the Special Season Ticket promised h> 
every Exhibitor, I have quickly rubbed up my historical associa- 
tions, and have provided the Committee with the following “ items,” 
that, I think, you will admit ought to obtain ready acceptance. 

1. An authentic likeness of the great Duke in the shape of a 
China Bed-room Candle Extinguisher, handsomely gilt, with eye- 
brows, whiskers, and cheeks picked out inappropriately striking and 
showy colouring. 

2. Twenty pairs of Bluchers, in very fair condition (secured from 
an East-End Bootinaker), supposed, one of them, to have been worn 
by the great Prussian General, possibly at the battle itself, and the 
others during the succeeding occupation of Paris. 

3. Plan Model of the disposition of the contending forces at the 
representation of the battle on the stage of Astley’s Theatre in 1837, 
when the British Army (including WELLiROXOif and his Staff) num- 
bered eight and one Comic Irishwoman, and the last charge bf the 
French Imperial Guard was conducted by seven supers, exclusive of 
Napoleor himself and a Low Comedy Drum-Major. 

4. Authentic account furnished by the executors of General 
PiCTOir {who heard it himself) ^ of the celebrated retort of NAPOiiEOir 
to Moelt the Comic Irishwoman referred to above, when in reply to 
her styling his Imperial troops “ a set of low Blaok-gyards,” he 
delivered himself of the memorable phrase, “Madame, the Guard 
never yields ; it only refes.” 

6, Antographs and hitherto unpublished letters of both Napoeeor 
and WELLiN’QTOiS'. N.B. As {this^ of course, in strict confidence) I 
furnish these entirely myself, it will he seen at once that they must 
prove quite an unprecedented novelty, and, therefore, an attraction, 
in any collection of the kind. 

6. Helios of the great battle. Again SB, [in confidence), I 
get these manufactured on the spot at Bruxelles, and as they are 
supplied to me by the dozen, you will see at once, what a valuable 
addition I can guarantee the Exhibition from this source alone. 

Crumbs collected from the first Waterloo Banquet, preserved 
by the Grandson of a Waiter present on the occasion. 

The above, Sir, are all the items” that at the present moment 
occur to me, hnt I t h i nk you will confess that, if considered suitable 
attractions for their “Spacious Lounge” by Mr. Auottsxtjs TTapt^ta 
and his co-directors, they will not fail to afford additional gratification 
to the general pnbHc, and in so doing will fittingly have earned a 
Special Season Ticket for the Exhibition of the Relics and Trophies 
mtbatglonons and never-to-he-forgotten victory of the British Army, 
W aterloo, for yours enterprisingly, Ore Who Wasn’t Thebe. 


JOUENAL OE A EOLLING STONE. 

Thuu) Entry. 

On my homeward way reflect that if all trades fail, that of a 
Scholastic Agent might offer a modest competency. Has fate in 
store for me a partnership with Fleecem — also with Jinks ? Wonder 
vaguely if Jinks is a second Fleecem, only more so. if Feeecem. 
is the show man of the establishment, what must Jinks be like ? 

As I am making an educational day of it, decide after lunch to 
call on one or two old College chums who, I know, have “ adopted 
the Scholastic Profession,” as the Governor says. It being their 
holidays, I may find them in Town— B xoggins among the number. 

Old Bioggins, a thoroughly good sort, hut rather an ass, I used 
to think, tells me he is making a clear five hundred a year at Sher- 
borough, “without counting private pnps, which is extra.” 

“ Then you get no end of jolly rides over the downs,” he goes on. 
Nice of Bloggirs to say “ you.” Makes me feel as if J were already 
in the educational swim, and not a rank outsider. Better to he an 
out- rider (or rider out ou the Sherborough Downs) than an out-sider ! 
Fancy old Bioggins riding ! Begin rather to wish I were in old 
Bioggins’s shoes— or rather old Bioggins’s saddle. 

So far he has not mentioned the actual work of the profession. 

“ Do you like the business ? ” I ask. 

“ Rather ! Boys jolly little cubs. Only I can’t see them very 
weU, I ’m so short-sighted. Kept in the wrong boy for two hours one 
-day— didn’t find out mistake tiR afterwards,” Bioggins chuckles, 

“ Work hard ? ” I inquire, 

“ Oh, tolerably,” he replies, as if this were an unimportant con- 
sideration. “ Amd there are such jolly long holidays 1 ” 

I leave Bioggins in contented (and selfish?) enjoyment of his'five 
hundred, and go on to another friend, who has already blossomed 
into a keeper of a hostel (why “ hostel ” ? Query— affected ?), and 
educational swell at the ancient academy at Rugbow. 

I put the usual leading questions. 

“JoUy place, Eugbow,” he replies. “No end of rook-shooting 
near. And fishing. Damp and cold? Oh no. Hard work? Well, 
you can make it hard, yon know, if you like.” Here he winks 
; knowingly. “ And the best of the trade is, the holidays are so jolly 
longP^ Mem, — ^Most popular feature about work of “Scholastic 
Profession” (Governor again) seems to be the unrivalled oppor- 
tunities given for not working at it. 

Tell the Governor in the evening that “ there seems no opening in 
the scholastic line.” He replies that ^^that is no news to mm, 
because,” he adds,^ with unnecessary sarcasm, “ by my account, the 
! present is a close time in aU the professions,” 

I And this after I have tramped about all day and got nothing ! 


THE LASS OF FASHION. 

A Lady Correspondent who wishes to write for a Society journal 
is good enough to ask us what style she should adopt. We can only 
counsel our fair friend to make as free a use as possible of the 
favourite words in the Society journalist’s 
vocabulary— such as ‘ ‘ fun ction,” ‘ * frocks,” 

“bravery,” “bloom,” and, above all, 

“smart.” “Smart” was formerly em- 
ployed only by servant-girls in reference 
to tiieir finery. But now the mistress and 
all her surroundings are “smart”— the 
people she visits, the people who visit her, 
all that is worn at an entertainment, and 
the entertainment itself. Of whatever lunch, 
dinner, ball, or general reception, our 
amiable interrogator may have to sneak, 
let her always call it a “function.” It 
must be a “smart” function, moreover, 
and must be attended by “ smart” people. 

The Ladies present must not wear dresses, 
but “ frocks,” and they may be effectively 
described as appearing in “s3l the bravery” 
i of silks and satins. If any of them carry 
bouquets, the flowers of which these bouquets are composed must 
be c^ed “blooms.” Our ebanning questioner must never say, 
in a direct manner, that Mrs. Smith (for example) wore a blue 
gown ; she must remark that Mrs. Smith “ looked well in blue.” 

I But, above ail, let her, too, be “ smart.” 


Agenda, — ^The Athen<mm says, that a novel feature in the Windsor 
Beerage will be the omission of the ladies’ ages. The hook ought to 
be caued the Windsor Non-age, A man is as old as he feels, a 
woman as old as she looks. Why does not some enterprising pub- 
lisher bring out a volume illustrated with ladies’ photographs, with 
particulars of their marriage portion, and call it the Dot-age, That 
would certainly come “ as a boon and a blessing to men.” 
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ODE. 

0% the Pteamre arising from Ginger-edJcet 
SETLi^, that dost the moming wake 
Up in &e pearly heights of dawn, 

Or when its dsedal splendours break 
In streaks of empyrean brawn, 

Be not so proud, thou canst not make, 

As Chloe can, a ginger-cake. 

0 thou fleet-footed fawn, 

That through the glade dost lightly take 
Thy dappled way, and scarcely shake 
The dewdropa from the lawn, 

Be not so proud ; thou canst not make. 

As Chloe can, a ginger-cake. 

0 beefen herds of browsing steak,’ 

That sweeten all the air around, 

Kich milk you give,^ and many a pound 
Of butter, fresh as primroses ; 

You cannot make a ginger-ce^e 
As Chloe can, with perfect ease. 

0 chanticleer, who flapp’st thy wings 
Before the watchful lark upsprings 
And soundest thy clarion, ere the.flakes 
Of the on-rushing daylight^s foam 
Whiten the fields where the stars roam, 

Thou ken’st of many mystic things 
But not a whit of gmger-cakes, 

Which golden-headed Chloe makes, 

0 nightingale, that trill’st thy pearly note. 
While yet the Easter breezes coldly blow, 
Oargling with tender song thy strained throat 
Melting the moonless night with raptured 
woe,^ 

And charming all the budded bower, 

Though all around thee is in flower. 

Yet cooking is, proud bird, beyond the 
warbler’s power ; 

And Chloe makes delicious cakes, 

Albeit, as yet, she hath not charmed a bower. 

Kot, Cake, from greedy love of thee. 

The bard is fain thy praise to sing, 

But that all Nature’s minstrelsy, 

AU woodland craft of foot and wing 
AH magic of the budding spring, 

All that most moves that inner love, 

Which thrills to tokens from above, 

• Unite in this their praise to bring 
To amber-headed Chloe’ s feet — 

Like her, they pretty are or sweet. 

Like her, they make a world of joy 
When winter stings, or wasps annoy. 

In this on common ground they meet-— 

Yet, not transcending Nature’s plan, 

They cannot make a ginger-cake, 

And Chloe can. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

1n Allan’s Wife, and Other Stories, Mr. 
Eider Hagoard brings together Hs old pup- 
pets, Hunter Quatermain, Sir Henry Curtis, 
and Captain Goode, and the result is Allan’s 
Wife, and Other Stories, of which the first 
one, which gives the title to the book, is far 
and away the best, being fuE of sensational 
eflects and scenes of the weirdest Eiderest 
Haggardest imagination. Capital book. 

Randolph CaldeeoWs Published 

by Sampson Low & Co. Highly recommended 
by the faculty. Those who are interested in 
the black-and-white art, will find any amount 
of material for study in this collection, which 
has been carefully and lovingly made by 
Mr. Henet Blackbxjene, who has written a 
short but valuable introduction. Before 
CALDECOTOi-settled down to his own delightful 
style, he had imitated Leech, Dovle and 
G-avaeni. There is a scene before the Magis- 
trate in a Police Court which might have 
been an early Leech, when he was illustrat- 
ing Albert Smith’s works ; the DoviE-like 
outline etchings are evident at once. Thej 



AT SIR LOVELACE MASHINQTON^S, M.D., 

First Patient {in the hat), “And what did Sir Lovelace say to toxt, Dear?” 

Secmd Ditto {in ike honnet)^ “He told me I required very careful watching, and 
THAT HE MUST SEE MB ThRBE TiMES A WeEK FOR THE NEXT FEW MONTHS. AND YOU?” 

First P. ** Oh, he said that Change of Climate was absolutely necessary, A2n> 

THAT I MUST START FOR NeW ZEALAND AT ONCE.” 


Scotchman in the sketch representing the 
types of the three nationalities might be 
from the pencil, of Gavarni, and even the 
influence of the comicalities of Seymour and 
Hood are recognisable, “ Banking Bays in 
Manchester” is distinctly Leech. “My Show 
Day,” might be the work of a French artist, 
and “Races on the High Road,” reminds 
one forcibly of Richard Doyle’s sketcbes 
abroad. There are very few purely and simply 
Caldecott, and among them are “The Three 
Huntsmen,” and the poetic etching on the 
last page of all, placed appropriately and 
with a touching reverence, on the last page 
of all that ends this gifted artist’s short- 
lived history. Were the book four times its 
price, which is the modest sum of GCwo-and- 
Six, it would be worth the money. “Buy 
it,” says the Baron. 

A London Plane Tree, There is an inde- 
scribable sadness pervading this last volume 
of verses by the clever young author of The 
Romance of a Shop and Reuhen Sachs, The I 
author was evidently a Londoner, loving 
London as only a true Londoner can. On 
every page there is evidence of what admirable 
work Amy Levy would have achieved; and 
in connection with her early death there is a 
touching realism about the very last line in 
the volume — “ On me the cloud descends.” 


Anxiously do we wait for the appearance of 
Montague Williams’s Reminiscences, which 
are to be ushered into the world by Messrs. 
Mac millan . Baron De Booh-Worms & Co. 

P.S.— The Baron, who has to do a coi^der- 

road, by river, or by has^hithert^useS 
the simple pencil, or a useful and invaluable 

E atent one with long lasting 1^. But lately 
e has been using me Fountain Pen, and, as 
long as it keeps itself in good order, there is 
no doubt of its superiority over any pencil, 
and general utility from the traveUing scribe’s 
point of view. The Baron doesn’t feel justi- 
fied in pronouncing the Fountain Pen abso- 
lutely perfect. But it is the best of its kind 
within his experience. What has to be in- 
vented is a small handy writing-pad, which 
can he firmly grasped in tiie left hand, and 
give snfidcient margin for resting the right 
hand while writing in train or cah. “ The 
Author’s Paper-Pad ” is near it, but not the 
thing. Something thicker is requirfed, an inch 
or so less width, and with three times the 
quantity of sheets in each pad. At present, of 
this pad it may he said, ‘ ‘ Pad ’s the best,” and 
the Baron has found it remarkably usefoL 


The Cynic’s Christmas.— A holly mockery. 
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THE WORST OF ‘A LONG LANE THAT HAS NO TURNING 

Laura, ‘*0h, Cha.rlottb, how dreadbctlI There oomes roTma Me. Marshall, walzino with your Husband! I’ve just 

RECEIVED A LETTER FROM HIM, ASKING ME TO BE HIS WlFE— AND I HAVEN’T MADE UP MY MIND WHETHER TO ACCEPT HIM OR NOT 1 ” 


**GOOD OLD CHRISTMAS!’^ 

{At Sm in Sis Own Bowl,) 

Mr. Punch. 

The Wise Men of Ootham who sailed in a 
howl, 

Were hoobies beyond all compare ; 

But, G-ood Pather Christmas, yon worthy old 
soul, 

What do yon, friend, dans cette galire f 
The weather is stormy, the billows mn high. 
The horizon looks bodingly black ; 

Don’t yon think yon had better, old bottle- 
noscj try 

And see if yon cannot pnt back ? 

That Bowl, for a jomm of Punch, is all right ; 
But viewed as a hark, its security ’s slight. 

Father Christmas. 

Ton do not suppose, my sagacious old friend, 
That I’m tumbling ont here from pure 
choice ? 

’Tisn’t pleasant, and goodness knows how it 
will end, 

But in it I ’d hardly a voice. 

What ’s come to humanity, hanged if I know ! 

They welcomed me warmly of old. 

Thon^ I came as a rule in the season of snow, 
Faith, nonght bnt the weather was cold. 
The Yule log burned briskly, aU doors were 
set wide ; 

How— at me, tossed up and down on this 
tidel 

Mr. Punch. 

Hum^hl Pride, Party Spirit, Political Strife, 
Somal Prejudice, Greed and Ciass Hate, 


Are making a pretty nice mess of onr life, 
And playing the deuce with the State. 

But I didn’t expect to see you in this swim, 
You popular, pleasant old boy ! 

The sea’s precious choppy, the distance looks 
dim, 

Your voyage you cannot enjoy. 

If they treat you like this, set adrift in a 
squaU, 

It will serve them quite right if you don’t 
come at all. 

Father Christmas. 

Oh, I shall he true to my task, and my time, 
But the Season of Peace and Goodwill 
To spoil ia this way is a folly and crime. 

(Ste-a-a-dy, howl ! I begin to feel ill.) 
What with furious politics, scandals, and 
strikes, 

There seem general ructions all round ; 
Whilst mortals are snarling like quarrelsome 
tykes, 

What use for the Yule-bells to sound P 
Though their meaning of course is the same 
now as then : 

’ Tis Peace upon Earth and Goodwill unto Men ! 
Mr. Punch, 

Peace? — ^with all the nations and classes at 
war I 

Goodwill ?— in a world full of hate ! [car 

Old friend, if your howl were BeUona’s own 
You couldn’t look more out of date. 

Those long-billed white storm-birds that 
hover above 

Are as friendly to you as mankind ; 

The raven men seem to prefer to the dove, — 
0 idiots angry and hlmd ! 


In spite of my wisdom, in spite of your cheer, 
Their folly and wrath cloud the close of the 
year. 

Father Christmas. 

Well, well, it is something to greet you again ! 

I shan’t give up hope, nor will you. 

There are one or two things to alleviate paiu, 
Though the general outlook seems blue. 

I hear Charity’s voice o’er the roar of these 
waves, 

Like the sound of the bell-huoy at night ; 
The Love that inspires and the Labour that 
’ saves 

Are not yet quite'dead,— no, not quite. 
They donH treat me well, my dear Punchy, 
butstiU [will! 

My’message to Man shall be Peace and Good- 


FATHER CHRISTMAS SEEN FARTHER. 

So the children of Stranraer, educated by 
the Local School Board, are not allowed to 
have a holiday on the 25th of December! 
At a meeting of six members of this learned 
bodjj the question was put to the test of a 
division, when three representatives voted 
one way and three the other. Then the 
Chairman gave his casting vote, with the 
result above recorded ! Who would not like 
to know this genial person at home at this 
merry season of the fast expiring year? 
Fancy the holly and the mistletoe, and the 
mince-pies and the plum-pudding! Stay, 
though, as the social reformer is a Scotchman, 
he probably has an efieetual substitute for 
the usual Yule-Tide characteristics (deco- 
rative and edible) in Thistles I 



GOOD OLD CHRISTMAS! 

(AT SEA nr HIS OWN BOWL.) 
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STATESMEN AT HOME. 

DCXL. The Lokd Ohanoelloe at 4, Ennismoee GtAedens, S.W, 

As you walk eastward skirting Hyde Park, and are temporarily lost in 
admiration of tkat priceless canopied monument raised to “^e memory of tke 
Peinoe Consost, you reflect upon tbe fitness of things that marks your mission. 
In undertaking the last chapter of the first series of Statesmen At Home (back 
numbers and complete volume to he had on application to the pubKsher), you 
congratulate yourself on the, you may perhaps say, skilful manner in which you 
have led up to the very pinnacle of human greatness. You have passed through 
various stages, and at length you reach the Losn SiiGH Chancelloe. Beyond 
this, save you touch the skirt of Eoyalty, you can no further go. Tour host of 
to-day is the First Judicial Officer of the Crown, the first Lay Person of the State 
after the Blood Koyal. He is created neither by writ not patent, but by the 
mere delivery of the G-reat Seal into his custody. In Hke manner the act of 
taking away the Seal by the Sovereign determines the office. 

Presently, as you sit with your host on ^e miniature Woolsack cosily 
cornered by the over-hanging eaves of the baronial fireplace in the well-pro- 
portioned dining-room, he cites a well-known ease which shows how con- 
venient this peculiarity of ^his high office 'might on occasion be. In that 
manner so famiUar in the Law Courts and in the High Court of Parlia- 
ment— a medley of grace and humour with the lightest touch as of softest 
zephyr— he laughingly recalls an incident which befel on the very threshold of 
his parliamentary career. Eeturned Member for Launceston, after snfiering 
from the strokes of envy at various other constituencies unsuccessfully wooed, he 
at last came up to the Table of the House of Commons to take the Oath. Asked 
in ordinary form to produce the return to the Writ, Sir ELiedinge Giefaed (as 
your host then was), dived in the breast-pocket of his coat, expecting to find 
the document there. But he found it not, and, the cynosure of the eyes of a 
crowded House, conscious of stopping its proceedings, he hunted in every pocket 


in old bronze and ormolu, the enormous Georgia 
work, the row of venerable matchlocks 


dish in 
rom the 


for the missing and necessary document. After a scene of growing hnarity on 
the part of a reckless Opposition, it was found under the BenSi where the newly 
elected Solicitor-General had been seated before being called to the table. You 
have heard a shrewd judge of current events state his opinion that lie incident, 
trivial as it might appear, had a marked infiuence upon the future career of the 
even then not youthful Solicitor- General. It was felt that a man with such 
infinite miscellaneous resources in and about his garments, such an armourj of 
pocket-knivesj such a coUection of bits of string, such numerous handkerchiefs, 
such an infimtude of scraps of paper, would never at any crisis be found 
lacking. You are glad to mention this favourable comment. 

“ An ! ” says your host, an ingenuous blush mantling his countenance, “ you 
are always too good to me^ Toby, dear boy. StiU I think it is just as well mat 
neither writ nor patent is required in the matter of the creation of Lord 
Chancellor. It would not have done for me to come up and not be able to 
find my patent when demanded,” 

TheXoED CHANCBiiOE’ stable is littered with letters and telegrams, Flemish 
hnfiets are tenanted by a coUection of Dutch pottery, and through the folding 
doors yon catch a glimpse of the picture gallery with its unique collection of 
predecessors in office. There is a mezzotint in remarkable reservation of 
Abeastus (sometimes caUed Heeepast), Chaplain to William the Conqueeob, 


iLremlm, the copies of Songs hefore Sunrise in hand- 
made paper, the Welsh dower-chests, Ihe comer onp- 
hoards blackened with age, the Persian rugs now a Htfie 
ladea, and the Lisle posset pots— with difficulty avoiding 
contact. 

‘ ‘ Very pleaskutly crowded here,” you say, by way of 
adieu, 

“ Yes,” says your host. “I am, above all things, a 
family man, ^d whenever a place is vacant, I lose no 
time in filling it up to the best advantage.” 

[End op Series L] ' 


Abeastus (sometimes caUed Heeepast), Chaplain to William the Conqueeob, 
and Bishop of Elmham, who was the first Lord ChanceUor, having received, in 
1067, the Beal which at this moment dangles from the watch-foh of your host. 
There is John Moeeton, Archbishop of Canterbury, temp. 1487, first of a 
succession of prelates, who also held the office of Lord Chancellor. The dark 
face of Thomas Moee, first Lay Lord Chancellor, looks with softened expression 
on his illustrions successor of to-day. There, too, is Fbancis Bacon, Edwabb 
Hyde, Earl of Claeendon; Sir Fbancis Noeth, LordGuiLDEOBi); Lord Jefpbies 
of sanguinary memory ; Simon, Lord Habcoxjbt, forbear of a greater man who 
shines in the Victorian Age ; Goedon and Thueiow, and Eldon and Eeszine, 
Lynbhuest and Beougham, Cheimseobb and Campbell— they aU stand inline 
in tile far-reaching gaUery, As your host leads you adown the list you 
almost fancy that they do oheisanoe to a greater than any. 

The svelte figure of your host is most familiar in the public eye in the per- 
formance of his functions as prorocutor of the House of Lords and President of 
the Highest Court of Appeal. Ho happy stranger who has witnessed from the 
Gallery of *^6 House of Lords the stately tread of your host as he marches in 
ppoession to the Woolsack can ever forget it, nor does there fade the memory of 
his gracious presence when, theWooback reached, he flings himself upon its broad j 
bosom, and looks as if he were about to tell their Lordships the story of his life. 
But these ceremonial duties form only a portion of the mighty power wielded by 
Hab:binge Stanley Gipeabb, first Baron Halsb^bly, Lord High Chancellor of 
England. The office having, as mentioned, been in early times fifled hy eccle- 
siastics, the Lord Chancellor became keeper of his Sovereign’s conscience, and, by 
anodd coincidence, he concurrently exercises a general superintendence as Guardian 
over infants, idiots, and lunatics. He has the appointinent of all Justices of the 



One always tries to do his best, hut there are bickerings within and eontummy 
without wnich modify tiie sal^action with which one^ hears that a Crown living 
has fallen in, or that a desirable place in connection with the Courts of Justice b 
vacant.” 

Your host is still talking of the drawbacks of his high position, when the 
sight of his carriage reminds him that he b already due at the House of Lords. 
You thread your way through the wealth of furniture — ^the Empire Candelabra 


MIHD HOW YOU SHOOT! 

{Mr, FuTieh^s Friendly Tip to ihe StrU'ers,) 

“ All of a row, JBend the low. 

Shoot at the pigeon and kill— -the crow J ” 

So goes the old doggerel. Labour ^e heed ! 

For a mord for you may he found in thb screed. 

All of a row, you may freely combine, 

And bend Union’s how, and shoot all in a line. 

But, bowmen, beware lest you shoot in the dark 
Of impetuous passion, and hit the wrong mark. 
Comhmation is good ; and, to better your lot 
A rational Strike may be called a “ good shot.” 

But to blaze out all round, or to shoot the wrong hied 
May prove to he something much worse than absurd. 
Against the Monopol^igeon arrayed, 

All of a row You may bend the how, 

But mind you donHwing other bird, — British Trade ! 
If to make wages high you sound Commerce bring low. 
You ’ll have “shot at the pigeon and killed the crow! ” 

Aehn Pasha, commissioned hy the Palace party at 
OonstantiiLople to get rid of tiie Foreign Postal Depart- 
ment, hasfound the whole affair averydbartinmgbxiBULess. 






4:3t ®OXIOE.— Rejected CoxiimiuxticatioiLB or ContriliTitioiis, whetlier K8., Ezinted Matter, DrawlngB, OT Pictareg of any description, 
in no case be returned, not ovon vben aocompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Enyelope, Cover^ or 'Wrapper. To tbis 
there trUl be no enceptioiu 
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Additional Figures for Tussauds', 45 
Adiairal’s Tableau (The), 99 
Ancient Legislator defeats Land Transfer 
Bill, 2 

Anticipations of the Lyceum Revival, 149 
’Arry’s Nap on the Steam-boat, 162 
Bagging a Hare at the Poulterer’s, 170 
Baritone minding his Baby (A), 42 
Bishop and Hunting Man riding, 33 
Bishop's Dau^ter at a Dance, IPS 
Bismarck’s “Happy Dispatch,” 269 
“ Bolt from the Blue " (A), 213 
Botanical Gardener and the Artist, 51 
Boulanger in a London Cloud, 76 
Brown’s Seaside Resort Difficulty, 66 


Brown’s Vicious New Mare, 205 
Buying an Engagement Ring, 207 
Cardinal Manning and Wind-raisers, 137 
Caricaturist Headsman (The), 129 
Chamberlain shooting at Gladstonian 
Birds, 146 

Chaplin and Ceres, 86 
Clergyman and Parmer’s Tithes, 95 
College Principal and Undergraduate, 287 
Colher out on Strike (A), 83 
Cook’s Tourist Office, 70 
Counterfeit Coiner before Magistiate, 231 
“ Culture in Ole Virginny,” 204 
Cyclist’s Skeleton (A), 5 
Dancing Man introduced Three Times, 3 
Difference between a Widow and a Win- 
dow, 203 

Diffident Young Man at a Dance, 178 
Distinguished Foreigner alone in Row, 9 
Doctor who Knows tlie Burial Service, 78 
Dog drawing a Coster, 397 
Dog’s Respirator (A), 213 
Draughting in the Law Courts, 297 
Dutch Nursemaid Skating, 282 
“ Earlswood Totter ” (Tlie), 47 
Ecclesiastical Fashions for Ladies, 147 
Effectually Killing a Bird, 111 
Eton Boy and his Tutor, ie5 
Fashionable Lady Patients, 305 
Fit of a Lady’s Dress (The), 279 
Football Players and Old Gent, 246 
French Lady Canoeist (A), 138 
Frenchman at Hunting Breakfast, 258 
Frenchman’s Hunter and a Stone Wall, 201 
French Scaffold and English Dock, 106 
Gen. Gladstone on the Battle-Field, 206 
Gentlemen of the Training-Stable, 2fc3 
Girton Lady ordering a Crib, 270 
G.O.M. on the Eiffel Tower, 143 
Groom and Hard-riding Lady, 141 
Guiness’s Gift to the Poor, 254 
Gus’s Reason for leaving City early, 239 
Hairdressing Adonis (A), 242 
Harconrt’s Figure, 216 
Henley Aquatic Carnival, 30 
“ Hidden Hand ” (The), 171 
Highland Farmer’s Cairn of Stones, 183 
Horse on a Rough Voyage, 102 
Hospital Patient’s Drink (A), 219 
Hotel Terrier and Lady Tourist, 23 
Housemaid and the New Pictures, 374 
Hunter’s Armour for Cutting Fences, 261 
Hunting v. Shooting, 177 
Infant Musician of the Future, 135 
insmeere Applause at a Swell Concert, 294 
Japanese Sunshades for Electric Light, 30 
Jester and the Knights (The), 60 
Jibbing Horse crossing a Stream, 81 
Johannesburg the Golden, 182 
Jones studying Miss Vane’s Waist, 71 
Judge and Persistent Junior Counsel, 11 
Jumping Over a Huntsman's Hat, 297 
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Ladies laughing at a Poodle’s antics, 11 
Ladies’ Questions about Cricket, 87 
Latest Cabinet Portrait (The), 132 
Lawn at Goodwood (The), 68 

L. O.O. minding their own Business, 82 
Leaping a Furze-Bush on a Common, 60 
“Leviathan Bat” (The), 100 
Lightning Sketch of the Opera, 34 
Little Boy bitten by a Dog, 27 

Little Dorothy declines another Dance, 160 
Little Ethel’s Enemies, 195 
“ Little Stowaway ” (The), 252 
Little Tittnps’s Hunting Mount, 285 
London Empty— East, 142 ; North, 118 : 

South, 130 ; West, 154 
Lord Chancellor’s Head (The), 310 
Lord Granville’s Head, lyl 
Lord Hartmgton’s Head, 261 
Lord Randolph Churchill’s Head, 262 
Lord Salisbury’s Head, 179 
Lovers’ late “ Good-mght I ” (The), 63 
M ‘Cupid playing the Wedding Pipes, 4 
Medici Mackintosh (The), 73 
Meeting in a Long Lane, 306 
Miss Tabitha’s choice of Muzzles, 159 

M. P.’s Flj’ing away Home, 107 

Mr. and Mrs. Gladstone’s Golden Wed- 
ding, 38 

Mr. Balfour on the Moors, 123 
Mr. Balfour’s Head, 238 
Mr. Chamberlain’s Head, 286 
Mr. Gladstone’s Head, 167 
Mr. Goschen’s Head, 202 
Mr. Parnell’s Head, 274 
Mr. Punch at Home, 46 
Mr. Punch’s Notes of the Months, 14, 62, 
110, 168. 218, 266, 302 
Mrs. B. and her Husband’s Slippers, 75 
Mr. W. H. Smith’s Head, 214 
Music-hall Proprietor— two Studies, 190 
Muzzling the Cat, 59 
Naval Captain driving Tandem, 249 
Nervous Invalid’s Sympathetic Friend, 117 
Nervous Rider gives Horse in Charge, IS 
New Royal Admiral and Colonel (The), 7 
Noble Landlord and overstocked Farmer, 
35 

Our Artist Paints for Amateur Friend, 291 
Our Curates, 97 
Our Model Village, 94 
Our Philanthropist in Shilling Gallery, 250 
Our Theatrical Children, 28 
Page and the Poulterer (The), 166 
Patent Omnibus Netting 232 
Paterfamilias’s Married Daughters, 243 
Patient who only rehshes Physic, 255 
Pheasant or Babbit ? 244 
Photographing ’Arry on Horseback, 69 
Policemen and the Fine Baby, 222 < 

Poodle pulling Lion’s Tail, 26 
Popular Hostess’s Door-Bell (A), 6 
Portuguese Monkey and the Map, 278 
Prof. Snoozle and Seaside Musician, 122 
Proposing on a See-Saw, 210 
Pugilistic Matches, 257 
Punch and Toby at Kensington Gardens, 1 
Putting Spinster’s Refusal on Paper, 599 
Puzzles at Evening Party, 234 
Real Rouge-Dragon (The), 215 
Resembling the G. O. M., 61 
Result of Seeing the Shah, 13 
Rev. Quiverful’s Suggestion to Mrs. Q., 189 
Biding at Water, 228 
Rip van Drmkle’s Adventures, 280 
Rosebery, the L. 0. C. Chairman, 230 
Royal Ranger’s Exultation (The), 57 
Runaway Tithes Bill Pig (The), 105 
Salmon Reel and Line for Huntsmen, 237 
School-Board Excelsior (The), 290 
Scotch Farmer and Ticket Collector, 98 
Seeing Niagara in London, 119 
Shah and Otello (The), 5 
Shah’s Impressions (The), 22 
Shooting at a Gap in the Hedge, 131 
Sir Gorgius and his Crysanthemnms, 226 
Sir W. Harcourt’s Head, 227 
Spealcer’s Head (The), 298 
Special Correspondents with the Fleet, 88 
Splashed by a Hansom, 809 
Strike in the Nursery (A), 184 
Switchback on Repairing Roadways, 220 
Taking Mrs. Masham down to Supper, 54 
Taking One of Two Sisters in to Dinner, 15 
Tennis Player at the Golf Links, 39 
Theatrical Fairies in House of Lords, 48 
Three Judges (The), 194 
Tommy goes back to School, 145 
Tommy quotes “This Little Pig,” Ac., 188 
Torpedo Lieutenant’s Dream of Evolution 
(A), 118 

Two Phases of Golf, 300 
Ventilation at the Law Courts, 273 
Waiter offering a Little Duck, 155 

Wantii^ to be a E^Mpital Nurse, 267 ’ 
Wanting to Shoot a Fox, 275 
Watering Streets during Bain, 192 
Weather-Glass Impostor (The), 124 
Wimbledon Whims, 37 
“ Winging” a Bird and Catching it, 134 
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